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INTRODUCTION 


I T is probably useless/’ Archbishop Lang wrote in 1929, ** for any 
man who has held a post of great pubhc importance to say that 
he wishes no biography to be pubhshed after his death. That was the 
wish, for example, of Archbishop Temple (Frederick Temple), and 
two volumes of memoirs by seven friends were the resillt. In my 
own case I have certainly httle desire for any 'Life.’ For one thing, 
the materials are too scanty. There is Httle beyond the record of 
Church affairs ; but what makes a ‘Life’ worth reading is not detail 
of this kind, but revelation of the man’s mind, purpose, character. 
Where will any biographer find this in my case 5 A few sermons and 
speeches, not the most important and effective, have been printed 
and pubhshed : a few have been written. But the great bulk have 
no record or efcst only in imperfect newspaper reports or my own 
illegible notes. The ceaseless pressure of public work which has 
always afflicted me, the extraordinary increase in the correspondence 
of every Bishop, and the use of shorthand writers and the typing 
machine have prevented me from having any correspondence which 
dealt with large questions of thought or policy, still more any corre- 
spondence which revealed my own inner Hfe. I have never had any 
correspondents to whom I was wont to write freely and fully. And 
I have always — ^perhaps wrongly — ^been very reserved about all the 
inner life which is really what makes a man. True, I have written 
long accounts, for my own remembrance and for recalling, for 
example, those moments when that inner Hfe has been emancipated 
from the pressure of work — ^many in the Httle chapel at Ballure which 
I call ‘the Cell’ and several happy and blessed Holy Weeks at Cud- 
desdon ; and it is in these moments that I feel I have Hved my real 
life — at least what I hope is my real Hfe. I must suppose that anyone 
into whose hands my private papers may fall might wish to make 
some use of these notes, but they are largely too intimate to be put 
before a pubhc gaze and are too illegible to be deciphered.” 

He adds that for the benefit of his biographer, whom he declares 
more tlian once that he sincerely pities, he has begun to “jot down” in 
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moments of leisure, such as occur during convalescence, some account 
of his life, and in particular of periods and episodes known only to him- 
self. As the years passed those jottings increased. They filled many 
notebooks and ran into scores of thousands of words. They are neces- 
sarily, as the Archbishop meant them to be, the hard core of this book, 
and any considerable quoted passages not otherwise assigned are taken 
firom them. Some may think I should have included more of Lang’s 
own words, even possibly have let them stand unbuttressed, or perhaps 
supported by a few explanatory notes. There were several reasons 
against ddtng this. One was that the result would have been not a Life 
but an autobiography, which is a very different thing. Another was 
that the jottings are of uneven literary quahty. Often he wrote so fully 
and with such care that the result could be printed as it stands. On 
the other hand, the notes are sometimes httle more than the jottings he 
professed them to be ; big gaps in his Hfe are left unfilled ; and occasion- 
ally more is written about an episode than, in a longer retrospect, its 
importance warrants. So, while I have drawn very freely on this auto- 
biographical material, I have omitted much whiSi the Archbishop 
evidently thought should be included and have supplemented from other 
sources the information he prepared. To this extent, however, I have 
complied with his expressed wishes. I have not attempted a “record of 
Church affairs,” but have rather tried to reveal “the man’s mind, purpose, 
character.” 

The other sources used are certain papers of his own on special 
subjects, Hke the death of King George V and the Abdication of Kin g 
Edward VTII ; the notebook diaries he kept at Ballure (to which he has 
alluded), almost but happily not quite undecipherable ; and a large 
collection of letters, mostly of a personal interest, which he left to his 
literary executor. These I have further supplemented with letters, 
memoranda and recollections which a large number of people, whose 
kindness I gratefully acknowledge, have placed at my disposal. 

My first and largest debt is to the Dean of Westminster, Dr. Don, 
who is the Archbishop’s Hterary executor and was undoubtedly the man 
he would himself have chosen to be his biographer. Unfortunately the 
weight of ecclesiastical duty made it impossible for the Dean to undertake 
this task ; but he has spared neither time nor trouble to make my work 
easier and without his help the book could hardly have been written. 

I am also deeply in the debt of the Archbishop of York, the Bishop 
of Chichester, the Bishop of Winchester, the Bishop of Pretoria, Bishop 

vi 



INTRODUCTION 


Norman Lang, Canon J. A. Douglas, the Archdeacon of Canterbury, 
the Rev. E. K. Talbot, the late Canon Crawley, Mrs. Crawley, the Rev. 
Lumley Green-Wilkinson, the Rev. C. S. Donald, Mrs. Macdonald 
of Largie, Mrs. Lionel Ford and the Rev. Ian White-Thomson. They 
have given me valuable, indeed mdispensable, help m a great variety of 
ways. The Archbishop of York, the Bishop of Chichester, the Bishop 
of Winchester and the Rev. E. K. Talbot, besides providing me with 
their personal recollections, have read, with comment and correction, 
several of the chapters ; and I should add that, hke everyone else who 
has written about anyone concerned m the ecclesiastical hisPbry of the 
first thirty years of this century, I must make grateful acknowledgment 
to Dr. Bell’s remarkable Life of Archbishop Davidson. The Bishop of 
Pretoria placed at my disposal all his letters from Archbishop Lang, who 
wrote to him almost weekly over a period of more than thirty-five years. 
Bishop Norman Lang also let me use his large collection of his brother’s 
letters and was most helpful on family history. Canon Douglas con- 
tributed a long paper, which probably he is the only living person quah- 
fied to write, on tlie Archbishop’s work for Reunion. The Archdeacon 
of Canterbury, Canon and Mrs. Crawley, the Rev. Lumley Green- 
Wilkinson, the Rev. C. S. Donald and Mrs. Lionel Ford have all suppHed 
me with memoranda and correspondence. Mrs Macdonald of Largie 
very kmdly invited me to Ballure, so that I was able to see something, on 
the ground and under her guidance, of the Archbishop’s much-loved 
Highland home. 

These were my principal creditors ; but I must also acknowledge an 
especial indebtedness to many other people who have sent me memoranda 
or letters or both : Mr. P. K. Lang and the Very Rev. Dr. Marshall Lang, 
brothers of the Archbishop ; Mrs. J. M. Mitchell for a paper written by 
her father, the late Canon Tupper-Carey ; the Master of the Temple for 
material about the early days ; Canon J. G. Simpson, who had known 
and corresponded with the Archbishop ever since they were both 
Ordinands at Cuddesdon, and sent me his recollections and many letters ; 
Dr. C. C. J. Webb for an estimate of the Archbishop’s services as Dean 
of Divinity at Magdalen ; the Bishop of Brechm for some memories of 
the Archbishop’s visits to Cuddesdon ; Sir Dougal Malcolm for his in- 
valuable assistance over the chapter on All Souls ; Mrs. Lancashire, for 
allowing me to print her account of the Mallard Feast of 1901 ; Lord 
Macmillan for information about the Archbishop’s work as a Trustee of 
the British Museum and in other connexions; Lord Quickswood for 
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an appreciation of his oratory ; Mr. Guy O. Grenier, who for many 
years collected press cuttings referring to the Archbishop and sent me 
these from Ceylon ; and Mr. Clifford Witting, who compiled the index. 

These are only some of the numerous people whose ample assistance 
has enabled this book to be written. Many more, some of whom have 
asked that no acknowledgment should be made, have been extremely 
kind in lending me letters and helping me in various ways. I hope they 
will accept a general and most grateful recognition of what they have 
done. 

While^the book owes much of any interest it may have to those, 
mentioned and unmentioned, who have contributed so largely in so 
many forms, I could hardly have written it at all, and would certainly 
have taken much longer to write it, had it not been for the generous 
hospitality of Colonel Edmondstoune Cranstoun of Corehouse and the 
late Miss Edmondstoune Cranstoun, and of Major and Mrs. Hope of 
Luffness, under whose respective roofs by far the greater part of the 
work was done. 

J. a LOCKHART. 


CoREHOusE, Lanark, Scotland. 
August 1948. 
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chapter I 

FORBEARS 

I N 1864 the Parish Minister of Fyvie, Aberdeenshire, was John Marshall 
Lang, a proanising young man who had come there five years earher 
from the city of Aberdeen. He was of good Scottish stock, stemming 
back on one side to a certain David Marshall, a surgeon in the Royal 
Navy in the early years of the eighteenth century. When David left the 
Service, he settled down on a property at Neilsland, in Lanarkshire. He 
and his wife, Anna Weir, had one son, also David, who in turn had 
another son, John, grandfather of the Munster of Fyvie. This John 
Marshall marned Elizabeth Stobie, of Luscar m Fife, a property which 
had been in the Stobie family since the reign of Charles H. A Stobie 
fought at Bothwell Brig (on the Covenanting side), and there is an 
intricate and not entirely convuicing connexion with the Woodrows, 
ancestors of Woodrow Wilson, President of the United States. 

John and Elizabeth Marshall had one child, a daughter, Anna by 
name, who was born in 1 807 and married Gavin Lang, Minister of the 
Parish of Glassford, a windswept village between Hamilton and Strathaven 
in the Middle Ward of Lanarkshire. Of the Langs nothmg seems to 
be known, beyond the solitary fact that Gavin’s father was a West India 
merchant. 

Genealogies are dry dead stuff until they are brought to life by 
persons, places or events, and with Gavin and Anna the story of the 
Langs may be said to have really begun. The little Manse at Glassford, 
with its nine acres of glebe and an accompanying stipend of about five 
pounds a week, was a quarter of a mile from the village, in country so 
open that when the wmd blew hard from the west, a whiff of the open 
sea would be carried from the Ayrshire coast, many miles away. The 
village was a simple and happy community. The men were mostly 
hand-loom weavers, great players of quoits m summer and curhng in 
winter ; and the women were careful housewives who came to church 
on Smiday with their Bibles wrapped up in their handkerchiefs. At 
about nine each evening the passer-by would hear the ‘‘sough” of psalms 
behmd the lighted cottage windows, and Communion Sunday was the 
great day in the Calendar. 
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Here in 1834 John Marshall Lang was bom, fourth of a future family 
of eleven children. Many years afterwards he recorded some memories 
of his parents. “My father,’’ he wrote, “was a pansh minister of the 
old school, a simple, straight, conscientious pastor, who tended his flock 
in his own way, and who had no ambitions beyond those of serving his 
parish, and maintaining the use and wont of the Church of Scotland.” 
“If he was not loved,” the son added, “he was greatly respected by his 
parishioners.” At least it would seem that the Year of Disruption (1843) 
passed with hardly more than a rippHng of the quiet waters, and although 
thereafter^&ome of Mr. Lang’s parishioners stole off on Sunday morning 
to the new Free Kirk at Strathaven, there was none of the bitterness 
found elsewhere and no rival rose up in Glassford to challenge the 
Establishment. 

The Minister’s wife was a more forceful character than her husband : 
she was to have a grandson who was said to take after her both in his 
face and in his ways. “She was a remarkable woman,” her son wrote 
of her. “Her early home had been a beautiful place (Neilsland) in the 
neighbourhood of Hamilton, then a most pleasant Iqcahty,^ a place that 
to her children was the dearest spot on earth. The environment of the 
young girl was that of a country house a century ago, where lairds 
assembled whose potations were sometimes long and deep. . . . Not- 
withstanding all her work and the anxiety of her household, my 
mother was the most sprightly of hostesses, her talk full of ripple 
and radiance, quick in jest and repartee, a sweet singer of ‘auld 
Scotch sangs,’ with a saving sense of humour and an indefinable 
charm of manner.” 

A manse in those days had to be an elastic and hospitable house, and 
Glassford followed the rule. At Christmas as many as eighteen people 
might be crowded under its roof, and of Mrs. Lang it was said that “if 
Satan himself rang the bell she would meet liim with a smile and a 
welcome.” A barrel of meal stood in the kitchen, and there was a plate 
of broth, a bowl of milk, and some oatcake for any himgry man or 
woman who came to the Minister’s door. 

The fourth son was to become the Very Rev. John Marshall Lang, 
a minister like his father, and a man of distinction in the Kirk. At one 
time he was regarded with mild suspicion by some of his more old- 
fashioned colleagues on account of his supposed “High Church” opinions 
and practices. As early as his first charge, at the East Church of Aberdeen, 
^ Evidently die coal had not yet been found. 
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he persuaded his congregation to stand instead of sitting “for praise/’ 
on the ground that if standing was right for the choir it was also right 
for the congregation ; and stand they did until the Presbytery of Aberdeen 
intervened, censured the Minister, and forbade the innovation, “We 
were told to sit down and we obeyed,” was the Minister’s rueful comment. 
But if he bowed to authority, he retained his opinions, and at Anderston 
in Glasgow and at Momingside in the suburbs of Edinburgh he intro- 
duced changes which to-day would appear quite usual but in those 
times were thought heterodox and dangerous. At Momi^side he 
even built an apse with an altar in the centre and shifted the pulpit to 
one side. 

In 1873, when he moved to the famous Barony Kirk of Glasgow, 
the reforms became still more drastic. He succeeded Norman Macleod, 
the noted preacher, wnter and philanthropist, whose sermons were much 
commended by Queen Victoria. Lang considered the “Auld Kirk” in 
which Macleod had won his fame and foimd it wanting. It was a square 
ugly buildmg, surrounded by galleries, “with a lofty pulpit flanked by 
steep stairs up whifli the Beadle panted to deposit ‘the Book* before 
service began.” So Lang, during his ministry, collected about ^^28,000, 
acquired a site close by the existing building, and raised a successor to 
the “Auld Kirk.” This was pure Gothic, a style at that time strange to 
the Church of Scotland, of sandstone, with tall pillars, chancel and nave, 
A chapel, provided by the Minister’s sister, Mrs. Cunlifie, in memory 
of her husband, contained the first fresco painting of Our Lord yet seen 
in that Church. Such things smacked of prelacy if not of popery. The 
Minister went further. He abohshed pew rents, held daily services, 
observed Holy Week, and had the Psalms chanted. No doubt a good 
many grey heads were shaken, and it says much for the tact, the talents 
and the persistence of the Minister that he was allowed to prevail in his 
practices. The murmurs soon died away, and as many as two thousand 
people would come to the church on Sunday evenings to hear him 
preach. Both in the pulpit and on the platform — and especially on the 
platform^ — ^he spoke with eloquence and power, and sometimes with an 
intensity that completely carried away his hearers. He gave one of his 
most moving addresses when presenting to the General Assembly a 
Report on the religious condition of Scotland. At the close, writes his 
son Norman, “members of the Assembly and Hsteners in the galleries 
all rose in a body waving hats, handkerchiefs and umbrellas,^ with 
applause lasting many minutes. , . 
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Or there is the tribute of another son : 

My father was a man of fine presence. He had. a noble courtesy of 
manner : towards the other sex it tended to become a rather elaborate 
old-world courtliness. Towards children it was full of a delightful 
blend of condescension and understanding and fun, which always 
put them at their ease and attracted them to him. Towards working 
folk and the poor it combined sympathy and kindly humour with 
respect. I shall always think of him as a great gentleman. He was 
not jwcholar, not a theologian, but in spite of hard public and pastoral 
work he read widely and eagerly. He was a very powerful preacher, 
with a real gift of eloquent speech and a fervour which was com- 
mended by his fine voice and presence. I suppose he might be 
described as a liberal Evangelical, but he was never a party man, and 
he had great sympathy with movements such as the Scottish Church 
Society for promoting the seemliness and liturgical order of public 
worship. Indeed, in his earher days he had been regarded as a 

dangerous innovator He was too busy with h;^ labours in Glasgow 

to have much time for the business of the General Assembly ; but 
he took a leading part in its debates, was Chairman of a very important 
Commission on the Religious Life of the people, and in due course 
(in 1893) was Moderator — and a Moderator of great dignity. 

It was a surprise to many — ^not least to himself— when, in 1900, 
on the nomination of his friend Lord Balfour of Burleigh, then 
Secretary for Scotland, he was appointed Principal of Aberdeen 
University. I suppose it was the last instance of the appointment of 
distinguished ministers to these chief academic posts ; and there were 
some who thought then that the day for such appointments was 
past and that this post ought to have been given to some eminent 
scholar. But no one could doubt that he was a success. His dignity 
and eloquence made him a worthy representative of the University ; 
his urbanity and experience of affairs made liim a good chairman ; 
and his personality had a strong influence on the sometimes turbulent 
students. Above all, he was a man of deep, unaffected, undemon- 
strative piety, whose religion was the inspiration of his life. 

In 1859 he married Hannah Keith, daughter of Dr. Peter Hay Keith, 
Mimster of the Collegiate Church of Hamilton. Langs and Keiths were 
not merely near neighbours : they had a common heritage in the Kirk, 
of which so many of them were or would be ministers, and in Lanarkshire, 
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die home of their forbears. The Keiths even share with the Langs their 
elusive claim to kinship with Woodrow Wilson ; indeed their right is 
the clearer, for the President’s maternal great-grandmother seems to have 
been a great-grand-aunt of Hannah’s father — 2 , relationship which a Scot 
at any rate will readily recognise, although an Englishman might shrink 
from attempting too close a definition of the kinship. Hannah herself 
was a lively pretty girl, with a strong sense of humour and '‘a pithy 
downrightness of speech.” She was a devoted wife and mother, never 
allowing the press of parish work to bring disorder to the house, nor the 
toil of looking after a husband and seven children to keep he^rom her 
part in the work of the parish. 

While Marshall Lang was in his first charge at Aberdeen his health 
suffered from overwork, and this explams the move in 1859 for six happy, 
healthy years to the small country parish of Fyvie. The place is famed 
for the castle, with its curse, attnbuted to Thomas the PJhymer himself, 
its ‘‘stanes three,” which have brought no luck to its owners, its hidden 
chamber and its hauntings ; the laird m those days being Colonel Wilham 
Cosmo Gordon, ofithe family of the Marquis of Aberdeen. To a “sunny 
howe” in the village close by Lang brought his young wife, and in it 
their first three sons, Gavin, Patrick and Cosmo, were bom. 



Chapter II 

BIRTH AND BOYHOOD 

“I3UIR wee lamb, it’ll be a mercy if die Lord takes him.” So the 
Jl nurse mournfully observed when, on Hallowe’en, 1864, a third 
child was bom to the Langs. The comment impHes a puling infant, 
with nothing about him to suggest that he would grow up to unusually 
good hesHi and a long life ; or indeed that he would survive those first 
doubtful weeks and an epidemic of whooping-cough which was presently 
to carry away an elder brother, Gavin, But survive he did, and in due 
course was baptised by a neighbounng minister, Dr. Gray. He was 
named Cosmo Gordon, after the Laird of Fyvie, Cosmo recalling an 
eighteenth-century connexion of the Gordons with the family of the 
Medici in Florence. The Laird was also “William,” and this name, too, 
the minister mistakenly or absent-mindedly bestowed on the infant, 
who, however, abandoned it soon after he was of-^n age to abandon 
anything. It continued to be used on official documents and formal 
occasions, as when he was ordamed deacon and priest, or received an 
honorary degree, but for all ordinary purposes it vanished. 

Some two months after Cosmo’s birth the family moved to Glasgow, 
where Mr, Lang had charge of a new church in the Anderston district 
of the Barony Parish. Cosmo was too young to remember anything of 
the house at 4 Ehllhead Gardens, which became the Manse. 

My earliest recollection is ... of the isle of Arran. It is of being 
chased, m the arms of my nurse, by a bull ; and I have even now a 
vivid remembrance of a white gate reached for safety by a panting 
woman. My next clear recollection is more pathetic : the sands of 
St. Andrews and my nurse after the manner of her tribe, at least in 
those days, ducking me mercilessly in the sea. Choking and breath- 
less I could stand this tyranny no longer. With a wild “will to 
freedom” I tore myself from her grasp and naked as I was ran for 
dear liberty along the sands. , . . 

In 1868 there was another move, to Momingside near Edinburgh, 
“at that time a quaint country village, with villas and quiet lanes, and 
no houses beyond it,” 

The real scene of my childhood was the garden of the Bank House, 
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Momingside. ... I suppose it was quite a small garden, but it was 
my world, from the age of four to nine. It was my own world, 
where my imagination for once had its unclouded day. It was a 
world of “make-believe.’’ Lessons there were, even for a while at 
an old dame’s school : brothers there were, three of them. Some- 
times I made the younger, next to me, the unwilling and mystified 
vassal to my dreams. But the world I remember is the garden — ^the 
trees behmd which robber-knights were stalked and slain ; the earth 
under a shrub where on a cold day unknown to all I sat, sej|^stripped, 
indulging in all the pathos of a beggar-child ; the bundle of sticks on 
which I stood enduring the fancied flames as a Christian martyr ; the 
great black roaring cat, who was to me the Devil walking about 
seeking whom he might devour — ^1 can see him now, stealthy and 
sinister, creeping along the waU — ^at whom I threw every missile of 
fervent and pious wrath. In aU that world I reigned supreme, fancy 
free. . . . These were the years, never to be repeated, when I was master 
of my own realm, the glorious realm of imagination, the “land of 
make-believe.’^. . . Of course there will be pains as well as pleasure in 
the kingdom of an imaginative child. How well I remember, during 
many nights after my mother had been reading the Pilgrirns Progress, 
watching in terror Apollyon’s face on the wall, rolling his fiery tongue ! 

Or again, a Uttle later, when I suppose I was eight or perhaps nine. 
It was at Ardrishaig on Loch Fyne and my young eyes saw the sun 
setting in the west. I became convinced that some great adventure 
or discovery was awaiting me there. I must at all costs go and find 
it. It was the call of the unknown, of the Ideal World. I set off, 
walked and ran for miles along the banks of the Crinan Canal, which 
led westwards. I became tired and hungry, and still the thrill I was 
seeking never came. Weary and disillusioned, I sank down on the 
bank. There the realities of life — ^the pursuers and the punishments — 
overtook me and I learned the bitter lesson of life, that ideals must 
ever be sought but never foimd. 

In 1873, when Cosmo was nine, Mr. Lang returned to Glasgow, on 
his appointment to the historic Barony Church itself The family’s home 
was at 5 Woodlands Terrace, a large house on high ground, near the 
valley of the Kelvin, with a view from the upper windows of the hills 
of Dumbarton and Renfrew. But there was no garden in which children 
could play without contention. For more children had arrived or were 
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to come— Douglas in 1866, Marshall in 1868, Hannah (the only girl) in 
1870, Norman in 1875 and David in 1878. The absence of a garden 
cramped the vigorous spirits of a family ultimately of seven, and this 
contraction led, I fear, to a good deal of quarrellmg, which never 
meant then or since any breach of unity, but was certainly unlovely. 

Cosmo and Patrick probably himted together as a rule ; but if near 
in age, they were widely different in temperament, a visitmg lawyer 
(with some injustice to Patrick) once dubbing them “Cosmos and Chaos.” 
PreseiiSy Cosmo was sent to the Park School, 
one of those admirable day schools for which Scotland is or was 
famous, imder D. W. F. Colher, whose school-books of the time 
were widely used, a good-looking, genial, cultured, gentlemanly 
man, with white hair and a ruddy complexion. But I was never 
greatly interested m its proceedmgs or ambitious to excel. The only 
prize which I used to get was for an essay in Enghsh literature — one, 
I remember, on Coleridge’s Ancient Mariner, I played football, but 
only intermittently. ^ 

He had other, more exciting interests. His fantasies had changed, 
become perhaps more mundane, but were as real as anythmg he had 
found in the garden at Momingside. “Indeed, when I was twelve and 
thirteen, my life was in a sense more full, important and responsible than 
it has ever been since.” Those were the great days of Disraeh’s Govern- 
ment, of the Turkish cnsis and, ultimately, of Peace with Honour. 
Cosmo therefore was in pubhc Hfe, even more, m the Government, for 
“I filled the posts first of Foreign Secretary and then of Prime Minister 
of the country.” 

It was an anxious time. The Russo-Turkish War broke out, and as 
Secretary for Foreign Affairs my mind was kept busy, and as Prime 
Minister I attended the Congress of Berhn. My speeches and de- 
spatches were written out in large notebooks winch I had constant 
difficulty in conceahng; and the speeches before hstening Senates 
were delivered either on long walks or m fields or in my bedroom. 

, . . When afterwards I knew the first Lord Goschen very well and 
he was most kind to me, it sometimes amused me to remember that 
I had sent him to Constantinople with my instructions and was 
concerned with him m the Treaty of San Stefano ! I can see myself 
now on a rainy day, sitting in a comer and inditing despatches to 
Constantinople and St. Petersburg. . . , 
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BIRTH AND BOYHOOD 

To these days belongs a fragment that has survived the years — ^no 
less than an imaginary entry in Who^s Who,^ so correct in form that up 
to a point it might almost be taken as a genuine extract. The early years 
of “Wilham Cosmo Gordon Lange’* (sic) were faithfully recorded. 
Then, at fourteen, he goes to Glasgow University (a likely forecast), 
where he graduated as a Master of Arts. He went up to Cambridge, 
was called to the Scottish Bar, and “his business at the Bar being not at 
first remunerative, he turned to literature, where he has achieved a 
marvellous success as novelist, poet, historian.** Success at the Bar 
followed, he married “the younger daughter of the Earl o^fantore,** 
and went into pohtics as a Conservative. “At once, he was a marked 
man.** In 1902 he was Under-Secretary for Foreign Aiffairs, and since 
in 1903 Lord Salisbury was conveniently ill, Mr “Lange** was in virtual 
control of foreign policy. Other high offices followed and finally in 
1912 he became Earl of Norham and Pnme Minister. Appended is the 
record of his marriage and its results — eight fine children, including an 
eldest son who became “Viscount Claverton** and a daughter Emily, 
who married the l 5 uke of Richmond and Gordon ; and a mention of 
his residences — a country seat m Norfolk, another in Wiltshire, and a 
third in Argyll. So the record ran, certainly not lackmg in ambition 
and confidence, but not quite so wild a surmise as it would have seemed 
to any of the brothers who had looked over his shoulder. 

That at any rate was how the world shaped itself to the handsome, 
dreaming boy, who had already shown, in childish essay and crude 
ballad, a gift of expression beyond his age. From the meagre records of 
these years two facts emerge of some significance for the future. The 
first is the presence of the Kirk in the background and m the bones of 
the boy’s family and forbears. His father and both his grandfathers 
were ministers ; their life and his (for a time) was the life of the Manse. 
The second is a habit of fantasy more persistent than is usual even with 
children of his age. His imagined world was almost, if not quite, as 
real as the one in which he lived ; his day-dreams were blended with 
his hopes and ambitions ; they were not fragmentary episodes, but were 
built up piece by piece into a consistent career. Nor — ^it is a fair con- 
jecture — ^in all the coming years did he ever entirely lose either the Kirk 
or the habit of gettmg outside his surroundings and, as it were, of super- 
imposing a picture of what might be on Hfe as it actually was. 

^ Appendix I. 
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Chapter III 

GLASGOW UNIVERSITY 

TN 1878 at the age of fourteen, Cosmo left Dr. Collier's school and 
A entered the Umversity of Glasgow. “Arrayed in a red gown flapping 
about lus^ees, with a black mortar-board set primly on his head,” one 
of his b^ers recaUs, he left the house morning by mommg with 
Fatnck, to attend classes and lectures which began at the early hour of 
eight. In those days the University was a land of giants. Sir Richard 
Jebb, one of the greatest Greek scholars not only of Hs time but of aU 
tune; Edward Caird, pupil of Jowett, We Master of Balliol and 
leadmg philosopher of his day; John Nichol, better as a teacher than as 
a poet; Sir William Thomson, afterwards Lord Kelvin, scientist and 
inventor; and George Ramsay, the genial and gifted Latinist and 
Professor of Humanioes-here was a galaxy of talent But the teaching 
was hardly equal to the talent. ^ 

I fear I niade httle use of the first years. Latin ... and Greek had as 
their Professors the bluff and genial George Ramsay and the refined 
^d shy and sensitive Richard Jebb. But the large classes were not 
fitted for teachmg and only those already well-taught could catch 
mspiration from the Professors. I never recovered from bad teaching 
at school and from the absorbing preoccupation with the affairs of 
btate; and alas! I We remained through life a very poor “scholar.” 

. . . I can never attempt to read Latin or Greek aloud without, like 
Agag, walkmg delicately and fearing ... that I am about to be found 

prophets, were not always accorded honour in 

™ » ^ 7 ’ " 

the indigmties which a refined scholar like Jebb and a world-renowned 

haXof^b^ f Thomson (Lord Kelvin) suffered at the 
Wds of the Scomsh boors who formed a large part of their classes. 

the case of Jebb, what he must have suffered was the atmosphere 
^ ^ ignormce and mdifference, natural enough in boys and^men 
who knew httle more than the elements of the Greek language, and 
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of incapacity to appreciate his own exquisite scholarship. Even they, 
however, could sometimes appreciate his quiet wit. Once the class 
of old Veitch, the Professor of Logic and Rhetoric inhabiting the 
room above Jebb’s, stamped on the floor with their feet in applauding 
one of the Professor’s well-knowm periods, so vigorously that some 
of the plaster of the ceiling fell on Jebb’s platform. “I fear,” he 
said drily, ‘‘that my premises cannot support my colleague’s con- 
clusions.” 

Jebb, at least, could look after himself with the “Scottyi boors,” 
painful as he might sometimes find them. He had a quick temper 
and has been described as “strikmg terror into the hearts of any 
students.” 

But the case of Thomson was more pathetic, or rather more scan- 
dalous. I suppose he was the worst conceivable teacher of the elements 
of a subject to ignorant pupils. He could not zijnst his mind to 
theirs. He was at home with logarithms, but kept an assistant at his 
side to do simj^e sums. When genmnely excited himself with pure 
scientific joy over some experiments, he would be interrupted by 
some vulgar noise from the back benches. I remember once he was 
making some experiments in sound. It involved the use of a series 
of little trumpets. He blew them with all the delight of a child. 
Suddenly a shower of pennies was thrown from the back benches, 
as if he were a street performer. His face changed, as if he had been 
struck, and became pale with impotent indignation. How he was 
able to endure these constant mdignities for more than a quarter of 
a century I can never understand. Seeing that he once remarked to 
me about an answer I was suddenly called to give, “Now, really, I 
don’t think I have ever heard anything so foohsh,” it may be supposed 
that I was a poor pupil. Indeed the whole realm of physics and 
mathematics was to me, then and always, unintelhgible. 

He found it indeed not only unintelhgible, but almost intolerably 
tedious; and one day at home, when he was grapphng with some 
mathematical problem, he yawned so widely that his jaws were locked. 
They remained immovable and Cosmo speechless until a doctor came 
in and put him right. 

Much more congenial than any mathematical study were the lectures 
on literature from John Nichol, “in his own desultory way a fine teacher” ; 
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but of all the giants of those days in Glasgow Caird had most to give 
the boy, and gave it in full measure. 

My mind . . . foimd its first real awakening through the lectures of 
Edward Caird ... on Philosophy, moral and metaphysical Then 
suddenly it leapt into life. I found myself in a new country, exciting 
and delightful, and yet one in which from the first I felt myself at 
home, an eager citizen of it. Caird’s lectures, delivered with all the 
earnestness of a preacher, were partly historical, a criticism of philo- 
sophers and their systems, partly expository of his own position, 
that oPS discriminating but fervent Hegelian. I recall the intellectual 
thrill when he introduced me to the great men of the Republic of 
Philosophy, one after another, Plato and Aristotle, Descartes with 
his **CagUo ergo Berkeley and Hume, Hamilton and Reid, the 
mighty Kant and the wonderful Spinoza, and above all the Master, 
at once acclaimed by me as mine — Hegel. Of course, the intro- 
ductions led only to a very slight and superficial acquaintance. But 
to hold any converse with those mighty men made a new and excitmg 
epoch in my life. For the time, like the universe (as I was taught), 
I ‘‘ existed ’’ only in and for thought. I smile now as I tliink of the 
boy of sixteen deep in Hutchison Stirlmg's Secret of Hegel ; and when 
within a year ^ I made for the first time the acquamtance of English 
public school boys at Balliol, it seemed to me that they belonged not 
only geographically but intellectually to another country. It took 
me some time to learn the language and habits of theirs, and though 
I soon became perhaps too easily accustomed to them, I always felt 
that I had moved about in a world which they had not begmi to 
realise. For Caird's class did not merely introduce me to the great 
masters of thought. It made me think. I almost feel as if I thought 
more constantly and steadily at sixteen than I have ever done since. 
It was a proud moment when, on receivmg back from the Professor 
one of my essays, I saw that he had written on it : “This essay shows 
signs of remarkable speculative abihty’’ ; and these essays gave me, 
by the votes of the class, the second place for the year, after a keen 
contest for the first. . . . 

Indeed, it was this intellectual awakening that led to the first real 
awakening of the spirit. I remember one experience, strange perhaps 
in a mere boy, which might be classed with the experience of sudden 
conversions. I was standing, full of thought, in Eelvingrove Park, 

^ Rather more than a year. He went to Balliol in 1882, just before he was eighteen. 
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when suddenly I cried aloud — anyone had heard he must have 
thought the boy was mad : “The Universe is one and its Unity and 
Ultimate Reality is God!’* Easy words, no doubt, but they were 
the quick and real expression of an overwhelming sense that then and 
there I had got behind phenomena to Reality and found that Reality 
was God. 

I have never wholly lost that sense. This half-mtellectual, half- 
spintual “conversion” has been as abidmg as, perhaps more abiding 
than, such experiences usually are. From that moment it lay at the 
root of all my rehgious life and thought. ^ 

I have just ^ been reading the Autobiography of my friend Lord 
Haldane. He too, another Scottish boy, had drunk early these waters 
of philosophy — drunk more deeply far ; but I used to tell him that 
my draught was at least earher in life even than his. I was sixteen 
and he was seventeen when we first “found ourselves” in philosophic 
study and thought. The “outlook,” as he calls it, which was thus 
gained sufficed him for his rehgious hfe. In my case, it was rather a 
foundation on*which later rehgious convictions and experiences were 
based. Eut in my case, as in his, these early studies hberated us from 
the bondage of the claims of mere physical science, which lay so 
heavy on the mind of the late nineteenth-century generation. I think 
I may add that even I, whose later religious development was in some 
ways so different, have always, like him, regarded any attempts, 
however authoritative, to formulate beliefs in God as necessarily only 
“symbols,” to express truths which transcend definition. Yet some 
of those “symbols,” though never exhaustive of the truth behind and 
beyond them, may give “sufficient light for us m the dark to rise by.” 
Of course, always in the background were the influences, habits, 
atmosphere of a Christian home, where the Christian faith was 
commended by the lives of my elders. But certainly it was the 
study of philosophy, however superficial, which, so to say, brought 
its background mto consciousness and gave it new meaning. I dis- 
covered the other day a long paper, almost a treatise, written when 
I was sixteen, which endeavoured to state the main Christian position 
in terms of HegeHan thought, as Caird was wont to present it, and 
I am bound to say that, in spite of many juvenile exaggerations and 
much untested philosophy, it surpnsed me by its range and vigour. 
It was not wholly “puerile.” 

1 This was wntten in 1919. 
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Looking back on those days he felt that this intense preoccupation 
with philosophy and day-dreams made his life “rather solitary.” He 
had no intimate friendships, few real mterests outside his books and his 
thoughts. “Perhaps to these early habits is due the fact that I have never 
found it easy to exchange deeper thoughts, even with the many friends 
of later days.” But the preoccupation, he protests, did not turn him 
into a “moody youth” or a prig. He had no particular affection or 
aptitude for games, but was an active member of the Dialectic Society, 
the debating club of the University, where he spoke as a Conservative 
of the Lefl^what would later have been dubbed a Tory Democrat, with 
Lord Beaconsfield as the star he would follow. 

His academic career, too, was full of promise, for after a little less 
than four years at the University he had passed all his examinations for 
the degree of Master of Arts and had won two prizes, the Gartmore 
Medal for an essay on Politics and the Henderson Prize for an essay on 
Church History. He also won prizes in class, for which, accordmg to the 
custom of the University, he was elected by the votes of his fellows. 
Once, when he had been voted the prize for Logic, he was obliged to 
appear with the other students, some two htmdred in number, before 
Sir William Thomson, in the class of Natural History and Science. 
When all were seated, the Professor called on Mr. Lang to answer some 
searching questions. “Tell me as briefly as possible,” he said in his high 
voice, “what are the movements of a curler when he plays his stone.” 
Cosmo pondered for a moment and then answered the question entirely 
to his own satisfaction and to that of his companions. Whereupon Sir 
William declared his explanation hopelessly “illogical,” a verdict which 
was received with jeers and cheers by those who had just voted Lang 
their chief logician. 

Behind these mterests and activities was his life at home. The Barony 
Church was a large undertaking, with its twenty-one elders, its thirteen 
hundred schoolchildren, its guilds, its Bible Classes, its numerous organ- 
isations, and all the coming and going and business of the pansh. The 
Minister’s days were well filled and much of his supposed leisure was 
perforce given to preparation of the sermons which drew a great con- 
gregation Sunday after Sunday to hear him. He had little enough time 
to spare for his growing family; and in addition his aloo&ess, his 
reticence, and a deep-seated reserve seem to have built barriers between 
him and them, and more especially between him and Cosmo. If there 
was no lack of affection, there was equally no intimacy. The father was 
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less a presence in the family circle than a Voice in the Study, especially 
on a Saturday morning, when the other occupants of the house were 
hushed and awed and the sermon for Sunday was being rehearsed, 
phrase by phrase and word by word. It is true that he tried to keep 
Saturday afternoon free for a walk with his wife and family, but in this 
he was not always successful. Only the two months’ annual holiday 
brought a break in the routine, 

when we migrated to houses, often farmhouses, in the country. AU 
the associations with home which have for me any remembrances of 
pleasure are bound up with these hohdays. They were dUen spent 
in different places in the beautiful island of Arran. Other hohdays 
were spent in Wigtownshire, the hill country of Lanarkshire, m 
Argyllshire and other parts of the Highlands. . . . There life was real, 
vivid, delightful. There, too, my father was set free from all his 
sermons and pubHc duties, which in Glasgow more or less completely 
withdrew him from companionship with his children, and my mother 
from her household cares ; and they entered fully and heartily into 
our play and pUins. During the long summer days (except when I 
was busy with affairs of State !) we bathed and rowed and took end- 
less walks and climbed the mountams. In the evenings and on wet 
days my father would read aloud the novels of Scott and Dickens 
and other stories. That is why Scotland to us means not the cities 
but the seas, the lochs, the glens, the mountains. AU of later hoHday 
sojourn for the last thirty-five years in my beloved West Argyll has 
only kept ever deep and fresh the spirit of the Highlands which I 
drank in during the days of boyhood. This, year after year, has 
sustained the enthusiastic, romantic, perhaps sentimental Highlander 
who lives within my breast. To this day there are no sounds that so 
immediately stir my deepest and most abiding memories and emotions 
as the plash of the waves on a Western sea or the call of the curlew 
on the hiUs. And often I hear them behind the voices of Bishops m 
debate or the endless speeches in the Church Assembly. They seem 
like the songs of Zion in a strange land, and “in my dreams I see the 
Hebrides.” ^ 

Those early hohdays were an enduring memory, with aU their Httle 
incidents and activities. In 1875 and 1876 the younger boys produced 
a family paper, The Blackwater Magazine, with Patrick as editor and 

^ “ And we m dreams behold the Hebrides ” (Galt). 
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Cosmo as “chief author/' aud blood-and-thunder stuff that Scott and 
Dickens would not have written but may possibly have inspired, and that 
doubtless the whole party enjoyed. 

But the enchanted days soon ended, the magic faded, and back in 
grey, foggy Glasgow the Minister returned to his old aloofness and his 
femily to their wonted awe. “I don’t feel that to the end any of us 
reached that sort of ready and free companionship which often, especially 
in England, brings fathers and sons close together.” Yet, looking back, 
Cosmo preferred the reverence he felt for his father to the “casual and 
jaunty fiwiharity” of a later generation. 

My mother’s personaUty, though even more distinctive and decided, 
was of another type. She was in mind and speech practical, down- 
right, frank and forcible. In a double sense her temper was quick — 
quick to rise and equally quick to subside. My father accustomed 
himself with a patient smile to let pass the hasty words which spoke 
out the first impression and to wait for those which spoke out the 
second. The surface waters were easily ruffled, the deeper currents 
of the real character remained undisturbed. I tiiink I inlierit from 
her a foohsh readiness to be irritated by the small surface annoyances, 
mishaps, provocations of life, while deeper, more important matters, 
which seem to vex the souls of others, leave me calm. She had many 
attached friends who rehshed her frank outspoken ways because they 
knew the inner truth and loyalty of her life. We, her children, though 
sometimes checked and, so to say, put off by this quickness of temper 
and speech, never failed to feel her unswervmg love and care. She 
was a wonderful manager, and I cannot imagme how she was able 
to provide unfailingly for her large family out of comparatively 
scanty resources. It must have been a long labour, but it was a labour 
of love, ungrudgingly offered. Perhaps we missed the gentle and 
wise sympathy with wliich a mother draws out the confidence of 
her chddren. But I shall always be thankful that I had a motlier who 
loved us intensely and toiled for us, but never spoiled us, and whose 
love was “without dissimulation” or sentimentality. The discipline 
was bracing and we knew that its source was love. The basis of her 
strong character was a deep and steadfast Christian faith. Every day, 
before addressing herself to its practical busmess, she would meditate 
quietly over the texts of her Daily Light 

She was nearer to die children than their father could ever be. 
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Although she was strict with them, and could be stem, she had an 
infectious laugh and a sense of humour which perhaps had as much to 
do with their disciphne as any homily. Though all had their fair share of 
her, Cosmo was probably nearest and dearest, the prime source of her 
pride and anxiety. “Your mother worships Cosmo,^’ a friend of the 
family observed. Cosmo understood her so well ; and later on, when 
sometimes she fell into an amusing kind of fractiousness about nothing 
in particular, he it was who would quell the sudden little squalls by some 
turn of humour which left his mother laughmg at herself. 

There were frequent visits to the grandmothers at BotKVell and 
Hamilton, to old Mrs. Lang, the singer of “auld Scotch sangs,'’ who 
presided over a generous tea-table at which the youngest of the company 
was always given the charge of asking a blessing, or to old Mrs. Keith, 
who had a cheerful and beautiful home which she loved to fill with her 
grandchildren. They were “both, in their different ways, remarkable 
women.'* 

I have little rect)llection of their husbands, only as to one, of a hand 
coming from a white bed laid upon my child-head, and as to the 
other, of a rather irritable old gentleman out of whose way it was 
wise to keep. The two grandmothers had a great place in my early 
life, if only because the Christmas holidays were always spent with 
them. My father's mother was a woman of outstanding ability of 
mind and fervour of piety. Though as I remember her she was 
always more or less an invahd, m the extent and power of her influence 
she was a true “Mother in Israel." Even as a boy I felt the moving 
power of her prayers ; in long and eloquent letters she used to pour 
out her longings for my young soul ; yet all this fervour was saved 
from oppressiveness by her rich sense of humour and width of 
sympathy and interests. She was a woman of the same quaUty as 
wonderful old Mrs. Haldane.^ . . . 

My mother's mother was a woman of singular beauty of face, 
great strength of character, and a piety as fen’-ent as my other grand- 
mother's, though perhaps of a rather narrower Evangelical type. In 
her house was a complete edition of Scott's novels, and holiday after 
hoHday I devoured them. I think I must have read almost all of them 
before I was fourteen, and still I never spend a holiday without taking 
one or other of them with me. It was fitting that I should have 


B 


^ Mrs. Haldane of Clean, mother of Viscotint Haldane. 
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learned to know and love Sir Walter in her house, for as a girl in 
Ayrshire she and her sisters used to feign colds in order to be able to 
stay indoors to read the Waverleys as they came out ; and she used 
to tell me of the thrill with which more than once she saw “the 
Sheriff’’ at her father’s table, when the knowledge that this bluff and 
kindly guest was himself the Wizard was still supposed to be a secret. 



chapter IV 

OVER THE BORDER 

I N 1 88 1, when not yet seventeen, Cosmo crossed the Border for the 
first time. He stayed in London and, in the company of his cousin, 
Richard Cunhife, visited Pans — an even greater adventure for a boy of 
his age. Some of the letters he wrote home describing his experiences 
and impressions have survived* 

He surveyed Paris with mixed feelingSv It shocked and yet attracted 
him. Perhaps he was still too young, a little too close to the Manse, and 
too deeply rooted m young Toryism to take its flavour. ‘‘To think,” 
he exclaimed after a visit to Versailles, “of its bemg the property of some 
measly Repubheans. Bah ! All over it they have carved their sham and 
disgusting false motto, 'Liberte, Egalite, Fraternite! ” Nor did he care 
for the look of the people he saw in the streets of the capital. ‘T notice 
here how much faint the fashionable ladies seem to use on their faces.” 
The French manners disgusted him, their “politeness” was overrated, a 
myth. The Bourse “appalled me,” and as for the Continental Sunday, 
an Auld Licht could not have spoken more forcefully. He attended 
Mass at Notre Dame — “Tell it not m Gath (Bothwell), publish it not 
in Askalon (Hamilton)”^ — and reported that the vestments “would 
cause the Vicar of St. Albans ^ to be filled with righteous envy.” Yet 
with all its shortcomings Paris had a charm which did not quite elude 
him. “It seemed as if Eternal youth had chosen this City of Beauty as 
his dwelling-place . . . and yet the nation is weak and sinful.” He was 
very young and very Scots, and his head was full of Hegel. 

Probably London, where he stayed at Highbury with his uncle, 
David Marshall Lang, was a more rewardmg experience. He wrote 
home enthusiastically, relating all that he had seen and heard. The 
Tower was a little disappointing ; not so the top of the Monument, with 
its vista of steeples. He visited Westmmster Abbey, where he spent 
five enthralling hours — there was ^‘something infinite about the Abbey” 
and he could hardly tear himself away. 

^ No doubt an allusion to the grandmothers. Mrs* Lang lived in Bothwell, and Mrs. 
Keith in Hamilton. 

* The Rev. A. H. Mackonochie, who at that time was having trouble with the ecclesi- 
astical authorities. It ended in 1882 with his resignation. 
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I went to St. Paxil’s to hear the great Liddon. There was a large 
crowd. I got squeezed into the south transept. I was myself spell- 
bound by the voice, rising up into this vast dome. But there was 
immediately in front of me a typical English lower middle-class 
family— father, mother, son and daughter. They were not spell- 
bound ; indeed they fidgeted and looked about ; and papa said to 
mamma : “What’s it all about ? ” That evening I went, again alone, 
to Spurgeon’s Tabernacle. The mighty Puritan was in possession of 
his platform, sometimes colloquial, even vulgar some might think, 
sometimes breaking out into bursts of fervid eloquence. Strangely 
enough, the same family as at St. Paul’s was in front of me. It was 
they who were spellbound now. As the long sermon ended, papa 
said to mamma, “Ah, that’s the stuff for me !” 

On this visit he made his first acquaintance with the Church of 
England, though not with the Anghcan Communion. The Langs had 
no prejudice against Episcopacy, and sometimes at Christmas in Glasgow 
Mrs. Lang would take the children to “St. Mary^s Cathedral”^ for 
services she thought more appropriate to the day than were those of the 
Kirk. The Church of England, now encountered, at once attracted 
him; but “all the same,” he wrote, “while I am m Scotland at least, I 
will never become an Episcopalian, for constitutional reasons.” There 
was a day in the Royal Academy and another in Richmond Park — “a 
most beautiful place. It made me tliink at once that it must have been 
the forest in which Rosalmd and Orlando made love, Jaques made 
speeches, and Touchstone made jokes” ; while Windsor Castle, also 
seen, “far exceeded my anticipations.” 

He '‘must go to Hughenden,” and was only waitmg for a fine day. 
But before the fine day came, his idol of many years, Lord Beaconsfield, 
had died. 

I went on a sohtary pilgrimage to Hughenden Church on the day 
after his funeral.^ There, by the way, I had a rather curious experience. 
I found myself in the church among a small group of people. They 
were conducted to a sort of vault xmder the church, on one side of it. 
With the ingenuous audacity of youth I went with them and saw the 

^ Probably St. Mary*s, Renfield Street, the predecessor of the present Cathedral. In 
those da3rs there was no Episcopalian Cathedral. 

^ In this memory may have played a trick, for Beaconsfield was buried on April adth 
and Cosmo’s pilgrimage seems to have been in the first days of May. 
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graves of my leader, his wife and Mr. Brydges Williams. I think it 
was a party of his own friends. 

A little later he had a sight of the dead man’s great rival. 

I had gone by myself to the Chapel Royal at St. James’s Palace. It 
was more crowded on Sundays then than now. As I had no card of 
admission, I was bidden to stand aside till the service began. Some- 
what later, Mr. and Mrs. Gladstone arrived. I was then allowed to 
pass in and, as I happened to follow Mr. and Mrs. G. immediately, 
I suppose the verger thought I was a young G. Anyhow, I found 
myself in the same pew with the great man. The sermon, I remember, 
was preached by Bishop Jackson of London, commending the newly 
formed Bishop of London’s Fund. The great man became drowsy. 
When the Bishop referred to the claims of the Fund on persons of 
great responsibihty, Mrs. G. poked her lord with her umbrella and 
whispered: ‘‘WilHam, you ought to be listening to this,” and the 
fiery eyes oper^^d on the preacher and the hand went up behind his 
ear. 

Cosmo was taken for a first visit to the House of Commons, but 
confessed in after years that his only recollections were of a severe attack 
of nose-bleedmg, brought on by his excitement, just as he was starting 
oif, and of his feeling, as he looked round him — “ Shall I ever be a member 
here?” His letters tell a httle more, for he was lucky enough to be in 
the House for the debate on the Land Bill and to hear speeches from 
Gladstone, Harrington and Chamberlain. 

There was also the theatre, hitherto a forbidden territory. Might he 
go and see Othello^. Irving and Booth were playing and, after all, 
Shakespeare was different. “Now don’t be alarmed . . , sooner than go 
to a modem comedy I would cut off my head.” There spoke the Manse 
again. The answer is unrecorded, but must have been favourable, for 
Cosmo went, to his ample gratification, so entering a world that would 
mean much to him a little later. But at the time he was still embedded 
in family life, and with all the excitements of this first major excursion, 
his thoughts were constantly returning to Glasgow. “Have you made 
up your mind about Summer quarters?” he wrote from London. 
“Remember — ^boat, bathing, and no snobbishness — ^three indispensable 
conditions.” At the time he asked for little more. 
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BALLIOL 

A LITTLE later in the same year (i88i) Cosmo crossed the Border 
again. 

I we«^, up to Cambridge to stay with a Scottish friend who had gone 
to Trinity. It was my first sight of an Enghsh University. I was 
fascinated— by the beauty, the history, the comradeship. King's 
College Chapel simply earned off my head and my heart. On 
emerging from it, widiout, of course, consulting anybody or even 
thinking of any prosaic details of ways and means, I went straight to 
the porter's lodge and asked him : “Whom must I see to become a 
member of this College?” The good porter was obviously un- 
accustomed to such a question from a stray yc^rth: not thus do 
Enghsh boys enter Oxford or Cambridge ; but he told me to go to 
Mr. George Prothero and pointed to his rooms. I went at once. 
Prothero was then, I think, Senior Tutor of King’s ... I was a very 
young Scot, unknown, umntroduced. I repeated my question. He 
was more taken aback even than the porter. But he was very in- 
dulgent and kmd and gave me all information. Then and there I 
determined to jom a college which possessed such a chapel. When 
I recrossed the Border and told my parents they were naturally 
surprised ; and I am surprised now to think of their readiness to accept 
my ambition, for my father had a large family and not more than 
5(^800 or ;^900 a year ! But sure enough, in the following January 
(1882), the ingenuous youth returned to King's for the entrance 
examination. The snow was on the ground and the “backs” were 
robed in white. I always remember my first quarters in an Enghsh 
College. They were the rooms of a Fellow and Tutor, Cook, on 
the ground floor on the right of the mam building. I easily passed 
the examination. 

“We have admitted you to the College on the results of your 
examJ^.,” wrote Prothero. “Your essay was very good but almost 
illegible ; your mathematics appear to have been shaky ; you should 
work them up before October, as it is very important you should 
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pass the whole of the Littlego, including the Additional Subjects, 
before the end of your first term. . . . 

‘‘You really should try to improve your handwritmg. I had 
great difSculty in makmg out much that you wrote, and this fault 
will stand m your way considerably if you do not mend it.” 

As the correspondents of over sixty years will testify, he never did 
mend it. 

I left accepted for matriculation and hopeful of a scholarship in the 
following October. But when I discovered that if, in thc^ days, I 
intended to read for a Tripos, I would have to pass what I think were 
called “Additional Subjects,” involving much mathematics, I turned 
away, faithless to my first enthusiasm, from the prospect of wading 
to the Moral Sciences or History Tripos through weary bogs of my 
hated mathematics. 

When in 1920 he went to Cambridge to receive the honorary degree 
of LL D., he washable to twit his hosts that he had got it without any 
mathematics, to puzzle them by claiming (improperly) to be a Kmgsman, 
and finally to console them and himself with the reminder that 

’Tis better to have loved and lost 
Than never to have loved at all. 

Fleetmg as his visits had been, they gave him a glimpse of Oscar 
Browning, then at the beginnmg of his long reign. 

He made me come twice to his rooms, once for a sort of musical 
party, repeated Prothero’s encouragement, and made me feel happy 
and at ease. In later days, when with all the world I heard stories of 
“ O. B.’s” cults of the great, I set agamst them this wholly spontaneous 
kindness to a young and obscure Scot. 

He had entered on this Cambndge venture entirely upon his own 
imtiative, without consulting anyone ; and later he would say that King’s 
had turned his life to an EngHsh University and away from the Scots 
Bar, hitherto his projected pathway into politics. “I always keep for 
King’s its own place in my heart.” 

It win be recaUed that “the Earl of Norham” in his youthful days 
had gone to Cambridge, so that the plan may neverdieless have been at 
the back of Cosmo’s mind, even if he were unconscious of its presence. 
Now that mathematics had ruled Cambridge out, there remained 
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another place — from his point of view, only one other place. Again 
without consulting anyone he took the first necessary steps, and when 
October came it was not to Cambridge and King s that he went, but to 
Oxford and Balhol. 

He chose Balhol for his College because Caird recommended it, and 
also possibly for its traditional connexion with Glasgow University. 
But he was no Snell Exhibitioner. He was a commoner, son of a minister 
with a big parish, a large family, and “not more than /jSoo or fyoo a 
year.” How could it be done ? How was it done ? The problem was 
no new'^^ne in Scotland, which has always counted education as some- 
thing above price. Years later, when the old life lay long behind him, 
Cosmo was to speak at a dinner of the London Society of Sons of the 
Scottish Manse. He began, Lord Macmillan recalls, by chaffing the 
company on the presence m their midst of a prelate, and more, of an 
archprelate. Then, obviously moved himself, he moved his hearers by 
suggesting that 

there is not one of us here who has not in his heart a vision of a 
Scottish Manse, perhaps m some remote parish of the Highlands, a 
hardy and happy home, where a revered father and mother sacri- 
ficed everythmg to give to their sons the nurture and the admoni- 
tion, the mspiration and the education to fit them to attain to a 
worthy station in life and to render good service in their day and 
generation. 

His own career at Balliol had made two very old demands on one 
Scottish household— self-sacrifice from the parents and thrift from the 
son. Both were met, and with some “generous help” from Cosmo’s 
maternal grandmother, Mrs. Keith, the venture was possible. 

On a damp, misty morning early in October, 1882, a rather forlorn 
and very obscure young Scot arrived in Oxford and took up his 
abode m small lodgings m New Inn Hill Street as a commoner of 
Balliol. , . . Encouraged by my expenence at King s, I hoped I might 
conceivably get a History Scholarship later. When I arrived, I knew 
literally no one in the College, or indeed at Oxford, except, I think, 
James Dodd, afterwards Permanent Secretary for Scotland, at 
Lincoln ; and in Balliol I had an introduction to a Snell Exhibitioner, 
George Saunders, afterwards well known as the correspondent of 
the Times at Berlin and of another paper at Paris. I can’t imagine 
anyone going up to an Oxford College more lonely. Soon through 
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Satinders I made some acquaintances, among the first the jovial 
Hepburn Miller, afterwards one of the Law Professors at Edinburgh, 
a son of Judge Lord Craigmillar, At first I was rather melancholy, 
and to this day the road to the Castle on dim October afternoons 
always brings back my feelings then. 

His letters to his mother, which she kept till her death, tell something 
of his life. At the outset Oxford and Oxford men disappointed him a 
little. '‘After a fortnight’s existence as an out-College freshman ... I 
must say that with one or two good exceptions I have rarc 4 ^ heard 
conversation that could be called intellectual.” English boys, fresh from 
their pubhc schools, seemed immature to a young Hegelian from Glasgow 
University. Possibly, too, he was missmg the family circle. “You seem 
to think,” he wrote to his mother on October 29th, “I can never have 
any qualms of home-sickness. Well, perhaps Tm not so sentimental as 
some people . , . but do you think it possible that a youth who has been 
in the midst of home-life, living alone in a little sitting-room in the top 
regions of a strange house, surrounded by no familiar faces or scenes, 
his only intercourse with comparative strangers — that such a one should 
not at times . . . feel that curious sensation which is produced by the 
memories of home ? ” 

Happily the “curious sensation” did not live very long. He began 
to make friends, even with his fellow-lodger, who tried him with un- 
seasonable flute-playing and proved on acquaintance to be infected with 
“High Churchism.” “I could not convince him on the irreconcilability 
of some of his points, such as the Divine appointment of Episcopal 
Orders.” He started to row, enduring good-humouredly much abuse 
from his coach, until on doctor’s advice he gave up his place in the boat. 
He heard one Scott Holland ^ preach, “ a coming man, I believe ; has a 
loud, strong voice and a good ‘English’ style ofpreachmg. He is very 
like a mediaeval monk,” He joined the Carlyle Society and moved a 
resolution against Women’s Bights. He made his maiden speech at 
the Oxford Union — on the decay of the Conservative Party. Oxford, 
as is her wont and in her way, was making him her own. 

The great Jo wett was the Master of Balliol. 

jowett, “the Jowler,” as we used to call him, was still the most 
conspicuous personality in Oxford. For part of my time he was 
Vice-Chancellor; and then all men and things in Oxford knew 

^ Canon Henry Scott Holland. 
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“litde Benjamin’’ to be ‘‘their ruler.” It is easy to describe his 
appearance — the little figure with its black swallow-tail coat and 
white shirt-front and “choker,” the ruddy chubby face with its 
rather fretful mouth “like a cherub out of condition,” the chirpy 
voice. But how difficult to describe either his character or his 
influence ! 

What he was to his friends is written in all the chronicles of his 
generation. I can only write of him as we knew him in my time in 
College. The days of his real influence were over, for those were 
the"^ys when he was tutor. Few of us knew him well or saw much 
of him ; but every man in College knew very definitely that he was 
there. However withdrawn, his personality was potent. Of course, 
we all circulated the stories about him and added our own. (Shortly 
before his death he asked his friend, Raper of Trmity, to tell him 
these Jowett stones. “I told them all,” the Master said drily, “of 
Jenkyns (a former Master) except one— and that’s not true.”) But 
in his presence the boldest was cowed or at least constrained, and he 
had a genius and a reputation for snubbing wMch kept the nerves 
quick. I well remember my first evening m his house. We were a 
small company of freshmen mvited to “take wine” with the Master. 
The ceremony, which took place after dmner in Hall, was sitting 
round the Master’s table in his dining-room, sipping light claret and 
eating preserved cherries. We were all so shy that, as often happened, 
our gaucherie irritated the Master and he gave up any effort to talk. 
Result — ^very soon a deadlock in the conversation. The silence was 
oppressive. At last, a scholar from Christ’s Hospital, accustomed to 
independence in the London streets, boldly broke it. “Master,” he 
said, “I like the painting in the Chapel awfully.” The Master looked 
at him and said in his direst, crispest tone: “Don’t say ‘awfully.’ 
This isn’t a girls’ school; and it isn’t paint: it’s alabaster.” It was 
really cruel. The luckless adventurer in the conversation, who had 
meant to help us all out of an intolerable situation, flushed as if a 
whip had struck his face and from that moment became an Ishmael 
in the College, his hand against every man of authority. 

But the Master did not mean to be cruel. In truth— and this is 
the real explanation of many similar situations — ^he was himself really 
a shy man in the sense of being acutely self-conscious ; and it was 
irritation with himself far more than irritation with the poor scholar 
that accounted for his sharp retort. The two things that brought 

2(5 



BALLIOL 


his snubbing into action were awkwardness and pretentiousness. I 
remember an instance of the latter which provoked the most telling 
snub I ever heard, deadly because of its icy restraint. We were reading 
an essay. One man, thinkmg himself clever, read out from his essay 
a preposterous phrase — “every social reformer from Jesus Chnst to 
Charles Bradlaugh.’' The Master, as was his wont, was walking 
round the table. He stopped, fixed the man with a scornful eye, and 
said, “Read that agam.’’ The wretched phrase was repeated. Twice 
over the Master insisted, “Read it again.*’ By that time it was fairly 
rubbed in and even the author looked ashamed of it. l^n the 
Master said with cutting quietness : “Not good. Go on.** It is 
impossible to convey m words the effectiveness of the snub. Any- 
thmg pompous, artificial, pretentious or crudely conventional stirred 
his irritability. What he liked was smcerity and reahty. 

The Master had a reputation for snobbery as well as snubbmg, 
for paying marked attention to men of what is called “ good family.’* 
The truth is that when he knew that a man, by virtue of his mere 
position, was bSmid to have some mfluence for good or evil, the 
Master felt bound to help him to make it for good. And he was 
right. No doubt, also, he took speaal notice of men of brams, the 
Asquiths of each generation. But there too his object was to do what 
he could to make brains effective for good. And again he was right. 
But he was often just as ready to help men who were poor and 
obscure. I know of one man, shy, very poor, an orphan, helping to 
maintain brothers and sisters, gifted mdeed but almost imknown m 
the College, to whom' the Master was a real father in kmdness and 
help. 

What did I owe him ? It is difficult to say^ I think mainly a sense 
of honesty and reahty in the use of words. I remember his saymg to 
me, after I had read an essay fuU, no doubt, of early untested meta- 
physical phrases : “You forget that words are not always ideas, nor 
are ideas always reahties.” He made you wish to think clearly and 
write and speak simply, a very salutary bit of education both of mind 
and character. Once he had been a very real influence in the reHgious 
life of his time, but in my day that time had largely passed. At 
least such influence never reached me. His sermons in Chapel excited 
my curiosity rather than impressed either my mind or my spirit. 
Two sermons I remember. One began with the text : “Man shall 
not live by bread alone but by every word that proceedeth out of 
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the mouth . . Then he stopped, and quietly resumed : ‘T propose 
to-day to omit the familiar and profound concluding words of this 
text and to address to you some remarks on Conversation/' And 
very good and shrewd remarks they were. The other sermon was 
one on Prayer, but I only remember his caustic illustrations of the 
wrong kmds of prayer — “from the prayer of the man who says, 
‘ O Lord, please give me that appointment for which I am so eminently 
fitted,' to the prayer of the beggar who says, ‘O Lord, please give me 
eighteen pence.'" . . . 

Tfhmk that in these later years of his life it was either to older 
people, men of affairs or literature, or, as so often happened to 
reserved men, to women that he opened himself out, rather than to 
undergraduates. He felt more at his ease with them, because they 
were more at ease with him. And there were many who owed to 
him, even in his old age, advice which cleared their minds in diffi- 
culties and strengthened their characters. 

Though I had no intimate relations with him, he was always very 
kind to me. ... 

In the opinion of Mrs. Lang, he was too kind. “It quite pams me to 
think," she wrote rather later, “how ‘the Master' leads you away from 
instead of into this highest life." She was especially distressed that Cosmo 
should have dined with him on Sunday and hoped her son would be 
preserved from his hurtful influence. 

In front of him, during that first term, loomed a formidable hurdle. 
He had determined to sit for the Brakenbury Scholarship, which was, 
and is, the Blue Ribbon of history scholarship at any University of 
the British Isles. It was his first serious test and he approached it with- 
out very much confidence. The competition threatened to be severe. 
There were Mallet,^ reputed one of the most bnUiant men of his year; 
Adkins,^ who had been third the previous year; Nichol, son of the 
Professor of Literature at Glasgow; and other candidates of promise. 
He was very conscious of temerity in challenging such a company. 
However, he persisted. “I had given up every hope," he wrote to his 
mother, “more than a sickly belief m a far-off possibiHty." When the 
result came out, he was sittmg by himself reading John InglesanL 
Presently a band of friends came whooping into the room. He had won 

^ Sir Charles Mallet, M.p. 

“ Sir William Ryland Adkins, M.P., Recorder of Birmii^ham. 
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the Brakenbury. Next morning he wrote gaily to his grandmother, 
Mrs. Lang : 

I thought you might like to hear how I had got on in the scholarship 
exam. The results were published last night; and alas! in the 
Brakenbury Competition fourteen or so good men have received a 
crushing disappointment. The successful candidate is a young Scotch 
freshman — ^from Glasgow University, I think. The result, he says, 
is a complete surprise to himself; though others declare that they 
expected it all along. Happy man ! His name, I think, is C. QJLang : 
I wonder if he is any relation of your grandson of that name. If he 
is, let me congratulate you for him. The competition seems to have 
been very close : there were a number of very formidable men in — 
young Nichol, the Glasgow Professor’s son, among them; and I 
believe two exhibitions will be given also to the second and third — 
Adkms and Mallet, clever both of them and disappointed. 

Dropping that mteresting third person, my dear Granny, I may 
say that my surprise exceeds my rejoicing almost, at the result. I had 
quite settled that I could not get it ; but it is otherwise — let us rejoice 
together. The position of a scholar at Balliol (no mean honour, let 
me assure you, though I say it), the advantages it brings — ^these are 
great factors in my enjoyment; but not the least factor is the rehef 
it will give to the good old people at Hamilton. Perhaps it was to 
their remembering me in my exam, in the best of all ways that I owe 
my success, such as it is. 

Apart from every other advantage, the scholarship brought much^ 
needed relief to the family finances. The frequent references to money 
difiiculties in the early letters recur at the rarest intervals after the winning 
of the Brakenbury. Yet money was not his father’s chief concern. '‘I 
am sure,*’ he wrote on hearing the news, ‘‘that you will take your victory 
in the right manner — ^not getting elated over it, but feehng all the more 
humble.” More than once he exhorts his son to read the I2ist Psalm.^ 

This success was accompanied by an absurd failure. I was ploughed 
in “Smalls” and had the satisfaction ofiknowing that Gladstone had 
suffered the same fate. My failure was in arithmetic, and neither 
then nor ever after have I been able to do anything with sums. My 
brain still reels before the simplest exercises of addition, subtraction 
or multiplication. I share Walter Scott’s Pet Marjorie’s opinion of 

^ “ I will lift up mine eyes unto the hills . . 
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them. With the help of a coach I struggled, through next term and 
the discreditable episode was forgotten. 

In January he moved into College, to first-floor rooms on the north- 
west comer of the Garden Quad. As winner of the Brakenbury he was 
now something of a marked man, and in tliese more favourable quarters 
he made a number of new friends : — Hubert Chitty, afterwards Bursar 
of Winchester, “then a great football player, known by all his friends 
as ‘the Crawler,’” “Tab” Brassey, afterwards Lord Brassey; Anthony 
Hope*Siawkms, better known as Anthony Hope, author of The Prisoner 
of Zenda ; J. A. Spender, editor of the Westminster Gazette in the days of 
its glory ; and many others. 

Among the more semor men was a group called “The Passionate 
Pilgrims,” surrounded with a hterary halo— J. W. Mackail, Henry 
Beeching, and Bowyer Nichols, who had just brought out a volume 
of verse. Love in Idleness. We were all then more or less in the school 
of Rossetti and Burne-Jones. . . . 

Two years senior to me was Francis Pembdr, our show-under- 
graduate, so to say, scholar, prolific pnze-winner and admirable 
atlilete, afterwards my dear friend as Warden of AU Souls, and 
Edward Grey, afterwards the great Foreign Secretary, then an idle, 
handsome man who did httle, but who even then, we all knew, 
might do anything. I have often recalled what I used to describe as 
his first introduction to pubhc life. The Master . . . used as part of 
his policy to invite chosen undergraduates to meet the big folk of the 
world who were staymg with him. On one occasion his guest was 
Bob Lowe, Lord Sherbrooke. Grey and I were the undergraduates 
honoured by an mvitation to meet him. We went m together. The 
Master, in his crispest tone, introduced the future Foreign Secretary 
thus : Lord Sherbrooke, let me introduce a young man, the bearer 

of an honoured name to which at present he is doing little credit 

Sir Edward Grey.” I remember Grey’s frank laugh as he said : “Not 
a very flattering mtroduction, but I fear only too well deserved.” 
The Master was quite deliberate. It was his way of saying : “Here 
is your proper^ company, and this is all you are doing to prepare 
yourself for it.” Yet he had another, gentler, and equally character- 
istic way of dealing with Grey, as he (Grey) himself told me. For 
his idleness he was sent down for a term. During its course he was 
surprised to get an invitation from the Master to spend a week-end 
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as the Master’s guest, an original treatment of a man sent down in 
disgrace. The time passed, the Master said little to Grey, and there 
was a large company. At last, on the Monday morning, just as Grey 
was leaving for the train, the Master put his hand lightly on his 
shoulder and said : ‘‘You will read, won’t you ?” These five words, 
said Grey afterwards, were worth more than many exhortations. 

Among other guests of the Master I remember meeting Robert 
Browning, looking more like a prosperous business man than a poet, 
exchangmg salhes and comphments with Miss Sellars of Edin^rgh ; 
and Henry Irving. To him I did a good turn. Little thought was 
given in the Master’s house to the comfort of smokers ; so I had the 
cheek to mvite Irving and his manager, Bram Stoker,^ to my rooms, 
where till early in the morning he told stories in a singularly un- 
dramatic way. 

In a letter to his mother he describes Browning as “a bald httle old 
gentleman, with a tasty little white beard, and blue eyes half keen and 
half mild, and a good Roman profile.” His manner was like that of 
“a good half-pay officer, with his venerable tales of men and things.” 

The friends multiphed, but in Oxford, as in Glasgow and after- 
wards, there was no uninhibited intimacy. As he himself said, he did 
not find it easy “to exchange deeper thoughts.” At Oxford he was 
admired and well hked, even if his friends, according to the late Lord 
Chamwood, laughed at him a little. Consciously, but in the kindliest 
way, “they made it their mission to humanise this young portent from 
the learned and rugged north, and I was a near enough spectator to have 
how a strong opinion that they did it very well.” 

I shall always regard it as a signal proof of the generosity, the frank- 
ness, the open-mindedness, the absence of any snobbery in Oxford 
life that it so fully opened out its friendship to the lonely young Scot 
of 1882. I came up with no introductions, I had no social position, I 
had no wealth — ^in spite of all sorts of social distractions I like to 
think that I never spent more than j[,200 a year and that I left without 
a penny of debt — I had no athletic eminence, nothmg but a place 
among the forwards of the College Rugby XV which I filled with 
more energy than distinction. Yet the doors were opened wide. 

The old Hfe at Glasgow was receding — ^but not very much as yet. 
Holidays were still spent with the family, or at any rate with one or 

^ Audior of Draadcu 
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other of the younger members Bishop Norman Lang recalls a journey 
in Cosmo's company to Sligachan in Skye, where he, aged fourteen, was 
taken to climb Scuir-nan-Gillean, a formidable ascent which the in- 
experienced should never attempt without a guide. Cosmo knew little 
or nothing about climbing, and when he and his brother reached the 
Pinnacles on the east side of the mountain, they stuck, unable to go 
either up or down and hanging above a precipice by their fingers and 
toes. Fortunately, just as they were at the end of their strength, a guide 
with mother party heard their cries and got them off with the help of a 
rope. Cosmo, his brother reported, was outwardly calm, but afterwards 
confessed that he was m a blue funk and did not feel at all ready to die. 

Cosmo wrote home with the greatest regularity and affection and 
made a point of attending chapel every mormng. ‘‘ I am so very pleased," 
his mother wrote, “to hear that you have never missed mornmg chapel, 
though I needn't say, I am sure, that doesn't come in place of your private 
prayers." A few days later he had to confess with distress that he had 
overslept and spoilt his record. 

“I am a Uttle afraid," his mother wrote again, ^"your Sundays are a 
little more secular than I would like." He was breakfasting and lunching 
out and spending the evening in “young men's rooms." 

It is easy perhaps to smile at her fears and her dislike of habits that 
seem harmless to-day; easier certainly than it is to, assess the value of 
such a standard of life and conduct as Cosmo received from his parents 
and his early environment, or of the prayers that followed him, then and 
always, wherever he went and whatever he did. He at least was con- 
scious to the end of his life that however far he had travelled from his 
father and mother and the life of the Manse, they had given him some- 
thing beyond any price a man could pay. 
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OXFORD 

T he new term threw Cosmo headlong into the life of the Oxford 
Clubs. He was a member of the Brakenbury and the Devo^uiUa 
at Balliol, and was shortly to join Vincent’s and the Canning and 
to be a founder of the Oxford University Dramatic Society. He had 
already spoken at the Union, and in February (1883) made his name 
there with a speech on the disestabhshment of the Church of Scotland, 
“At one bound I seemed to have leapt into fame.” Bruce Williamson 
of Balliol, afterwards historian to the Inner Temple, had moved the 
resolution in favour of disestablishment, “This stirred tlie ancestral 
blood in my veins and I found myself delivermg a fervent oration.” 

“It seems probable,” reported the Oxford Magazine, “that at last the 
Union Society may congratulate itself on the possession of an orator 
who is something more than a mere debater. The young gentleman 
who opposed the motion last Thursday m favour of the disestablish- 
ment of the Scottish Church spoke with such fire and mtensity of 
conviction that the House was fairly carried away, and accorded him 
a hearty ovation which was thoroughly deserved. 

“It IS the general opinion that no more eloquent speech has been 
heard in the Umon durmg the last three years.” 

Anthony Hope Hawkins was in the Chair, Charles Mallet (Cosmo’s 
rival for the Brakenbury) was Secretary, and although the audience was 
not large, when the comparatively unknown freshman from Balhol sat 
down he was given roimd upon roimd of applause. The great ones then 
got together in some excitement and agreed, in Mallet’s words, that a 
new Demosthenes had risen among them. “I have been told, what is 
very likely true, that never in my later life have I made a better speech.” 
At any rate its fame and his ran through the University and remained in 
the memories of those present. Nor can it have happened before or be 
hkeiy to happen agam that a future Archbishop of Canterbury should 
achieve his first great oratorical success with a speech m defence of the 
establishment of the Church of Scotland, 
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Lord Robert Cecil, ^ a contemporary at University College, who 
missed this occasion, doubts if m all his subsequent career Lang “sur- 
passed his speeches as an undergraduate”. They were, he went on to 
say, “addressed not to the emotions but to the reason. He had the power 
of dehvering an admirably phrased and closely knit argument in such a 
form that even the impatient and rather frivolous youth of Oxford 
listened intently.” 

Speaking of a later debate, another friend, Tupper-Carey,^ pays an 
cvenjmore enthusiastic tribute to Cosmo’s oratory : “I can see him now, 
standmg at the table, with his chest thrown out, his head thrown back, 
pouring out a torrent of words to the assembled undergraduates. I was 
enthralled ; I had never heard anything like it in my life.” 

He had, to an imusual degree, the gift of thinking upon his feet and 
of clothing the resulting thought in apt words and well-constructed 
sentences, such as come to others only after much preparation, if at all. 
Once he had to take an essay to a tutor, but had been pressed for time 
and the essay was unwritten. So he sat, with a blank sheet of paper in 
front of him, ostensibly readmg and in fact improvising. All went well 
until presently the tutor stopped him and asked him to repeat a sentence. 
Cosmo hesitated, apparently uncertain of the passage indicated, was told 
to hand over the essay, and of course there was nothing to see. 

The speech on disestablishment naturally had its successors, in which 
Cosmo took the Conservative side against Anthony Hawkins, the leader 
of the Liberals ; and at the end of that summer term he was elected 
President of the Union, without any opposition, an outstanding tribute 
to the fame he had won in debate. Tbs spread beyond the bounds of 
Oxford, for m 1885, when he was barely twenty-one, he was actually 
mvited to stand for Tredegar in the Conservative mterest. 

Nearly as significant as any triumph at the Union was his part m tlie 
Canning Club, the senior Conservative society at the University, wbch 
had lately flourished exceedmgly under the secretarysbp of George 
Nathaniel Curzon. It met, and still meets, in the rooms of its members, 
who listen to a paper from one of their number, drink the toast of 
Church and King, and then have a discussion. Cosmo, b bs second 
year, was chosen Secretary of the Club, wbch at that time mcbded 
among its members the Duke of Newcastle, Earl Ferrers, Sir Drummond 
Chaplin and the Bishop of ArgyU and the Isles (Kenneth Mackenzie), 

^ Now Viscount Cecil of Chelwood. 

* Cdtion A B. Tupper-Carey. 
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all, of course, in their undergraduate days. Lord Cecil, another 
member, says that Cosmo’s progressive opinions were not always 
appreciated by the sterner Tories, but his ability was unquestioned, 
Tupper-Carey, also a member and the not uncritical friend of a 
lifetime, pays a compliment that has the suspicion of a double edge. 

He dominated us all by his eloquence. When he had delivered his 
address, we all felt that nothing more was to be said. None of us 
was able to stand up against him except Ferard, afterwards Rector 
of the Academy at Edmburgh. In a little thin voice he used tg^rick 
holes in what we thought was an unanswerable argument, and in a 
few minutes we saw the whole bubble collapse, to our intense relief. 

But the general feeling in Oxford, Tupper-Carey adds, was that 
Lang was already fitted to be either Prime Minister or Archbishop of 
Canterbury. 

Tupper-Carey was already one of Cosmo’s closest friends, although 
there was not then, and still less was there later, a ‘‘marriage of true 
minds” or a match of temperament and character. “Tupper,” as his 
friends all called him, was at this time a lively attractive young man, 
fresh from Eton, and was to become a great parish priest. He could 
get at once on the easiest terms with every sort of person, from the 
“drunks” of Leeds and Lowestoft to the millionaires of Monte Carlo. 
“If you don’t love your people,” Dolling once said, “you can do nothing 
with them. If you do, you can do anything.” “Tupper” could do 
anything. Mercurial, overflowmg with high spirits, irrepressible, he 
was everybody’s friend and had a smile and a word for every passer-by 
in the streets of his parish. On the other hand, there was not much 
common ground between “Tupper” and bishops, still less between him 
and archbishops. Probably, too, being what he was, he could neither 
appreciate nor imderstand the intellectual fastidiousness and reserves of 
others, and in after years his ebulhence would often irritate his friend ; 
but Lang had and retained an affection for him, a respect for his human 
quahty and his pastoral zeal; and when “Tupper” died, he wrote a 
short account of his life and work. 

Cosmo already showed himself an admirable Chairman. Lord Cecil 
recalls a stormy meeting at the Umon, when for some reason the President 
was absent. The House got so out of hand that at length Cosmo, as an 
ex-President, was summoned to take the Chair. He did so, and in a very 
short time quiet was restored. 
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His connexion with the Oxford University Dramatic Society, 
foimded after the Philothespians had fallen into disfavour, was less 
spectacular, but shows the distance he had travelled since the days when 
he had asked for permission to go to Othello. 

I was one of the founders, with Artliur Bourchier, James Adderley, 
Alan McKmnon and others. ... It fell to me to open the first per- 
formance — ^Henry IV (First Part) — ^by reciting a prologue written 
by George Curzon, a rather dull and bombastic composition. 

It was, the Times reported, '‘fairly delivered by Mr. C. G. Lang, 
made up as a doctor of divinity, though for what reason he was so 
attired was scarcely apparent to the house.” Mr. Gilbert Colendge has 
supplied the reason: it was "to give a due solemnity to the occasion.” 
Many years afterwards Cosmo took the Chair at a dinner of old members 
of the O.U.D.S. and delighted the company by his recollections of 
incidents of the early days. He spoke in particular of this first per- 
formance, recalling how Gilbert Coleridge had borrowed Arthur 
Bourchier’s dress clothes in order to increase his girth in the part of 
FalstafF, 

The Clubs multiplied, and with them the friends — among others, 
F. Huth Jackson,^ a future Director of the Bank of England, Henry 
Bowlby, afterwards of Eton and Lancmg, Godfrey Bradby, Howard 
Pease, of the well-known North Country family, and Lionel Craufurd, 
afterwards Bishop of Stafford. At Oxford, friends and Clubs are old 
enemies of work, and Cosmo, like many others before and after him, 
no doubt found a difficulty m honouring an early resolution to work 
eight or nine hours a day. He was readmg for "Greats,” "where the 
combination of ancient literature, philosophy and history seemed to me 
then, as it seems still, to be the noblest basis of general culture ever 
conceived.” As he was conscious of defective scholarship, he did not 
try- for Honours in Classical Moderations, but took a Pass and went 
straight into his Finals. His tutor was Dr. Ritchie, ^ a Fellow of Jesus, 
"a thoughtful, friendly, rather mild and unmspiring teacher.” He 
attended lectures on Roman History by Strachan Davidson, ^ later Master 
of Balhol, who "discussed our essays in every kind of posture and 
through wreaths of tobacco smoke” ; and on Plato by "that fascinating 

^ The Rt. Hon, Frederick Huth Jackson. 

^ David George Ritchie. 

® J. L. Strachan Davidson, Master from 1907-16. 
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and guileless thinker,” Robert Louis Nettleship,^ who taught by asking 
questions rather than by answering them. Everybody, except Cosmo 
himself, expected he would get a First. Although in 1884 he had tried 
and just failed to win the Stanhope, he had had a career of almost un- 
broken success and a First seemed to be its natural cbmax and crown. 
But it was not to be ; and the postcard to Scotland from the College 
porter was “short, devastating” — “Sir, you have got a. Second.” 

Dr. Ritchie was surprised and could only conclude that his papers 
were not up to the standard of his prepared essays. 

“I consider (them),” he wrote, “the very ablest I have heard during 
my six years of teaching. If I may point to any fault, it was a certam 
too great uniformity of treatment which I have noticed among others 
who have come fresh from the influence of Professor Caird.” 

“It was long,” Cosmo wrote, “before hfe smiled again,” but in the 
following year (1885) he had a chance to repair his damaged reputation. 
He sat for the Honour School of Modern History, and this time he took 
no chances. 

I set myself to work hard. Lodgings in St. Giles, where my com- 
panions were Godfrey Bradby and Howard Pease, were less dis- 
tracting than my dehghtful rooms in College — “the Cottage,” by 
the Hall on the ground floor — and for most of the year I kept to a 
steady daily seven or eight hours’ average of work. My tutor was 
the rugged, original, forceful A. L. Smith (afterwards Master), the 
“Smuggins” of many men’s grateful memories, and I took essays to 
Arthiir Johnson at All Souls, and thus began a friendship ripened at 
All Souls and lasting for over forty years. In the Summer Term, I 
remember, I used to work till five, and then some of us used to row 
down to Sandford, bathe in the “ Casher,” have a light meal in the 
town, get back about 8.30 ; and then I worked again till midnight. 

At his viva voce the examiner asked him with a smile what he thought 
about the character of Queen Elizabeth, but dismissed him almost before 
he had begun to answer ; and he got a very good First. “The conscious- 
ness that the strength came from above will keep you humble his father 
wrote. “May you never lose the humility and simplicity which arc 
signs of the really blessed character.” 

With the pride of the parents in the successes of their son went a 

^ Fellow of Corpus Christ!. 
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constant anxiety, which appears in all their letters, lest the successes 
should spoil him. Worldly triumphs were all very well, but there was 
something that mattered more. To their prayers and affectionate 
exhortations were added those of the grandmothers, and especially of 
old Mrs. Lang : that God might “hold up his goings m Thy path that 
his footsteps slip not,'’ She was becoming an old woman, she declared, 
and her chief pleasure was in “thinking of her grandchildren,” particu- 
larly perhaps of her “own beloved Cosmo.” 

October 31st, 1885, he had come of age. 

“I can’t say,” he wrote to his mother, “I feel much more developed 
now that I have ceased to be an infant, but no doubt the feeling will 
come. Yet as a matter of fact I feel much more juvenile now than 
I did four years ago, when I suffered from the disease of consumption 
of the brain by premature metaphysics. 

“Yet in another sense I think I may say I feel more manly, less 
consumed by windy speculation, though possibly more consumed 
by equally windy self-conceit, and with a better eye to the practicali- 
ties of an active hfe. My friends tell me — and I am more or less 
conscious of it — that my character is Janus-like, double-faced, on one 
side metaphysical and even at times dreamy, on the other ‘eminently 
practical,’ possessmg ‘rigorous common sense’ to an amount approach- 
ing dullness. The latter side, I rejoice, is rapidly coming to the front. 
The silly little boy who used to make the Momingside garden a 
battleground or a slum, himself a Napoleon or a street arab, who at 
a later stage used to fill ‘straw paper’ with incongruous epics, sonnets, 
heroics and hymns, all more excellent for intention than performance ; 
the priggish ‘halflm” who slouched up to Glasgow College and 
smugged indoors over volumes of Hegel, which he foolishly thought 
he liked, and over religioso-philosophical eflfusions which he innocently 
imagined solutions of the universe — this interesting young person 
now becomes a man, respectable, worldly, rigorous and practical, 
still with a dash of the precocious prig. 

“More seriously, I do recognise the wonderful tenderness of the 
Hand that has hitherto laid out the path before me, smoothing away 
difficulties and yet warning too in season. I like the fable of the little 
boy who trusted to the Great Hands. 

“Of course a coming of age is a time for resolutions, and, like 
most people, I have made a good stock. Whether I shall dispose of 
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them with profit to Time, with whom all our life is a bargaining, I 
cannot tell. My best wish for myself is that as I wish my manhood 
to express my principles, so I hope that more and more these prin- 
ciples may become mine, the Perfect Man. And I am sure my parents 
translate the wish into their prayer.” 

The day passed without celebration — “rain outside, reading within, 
humble meals and a philosophical pipe, with the company of two quiet 
souls.” 

Rather earlier a new and serious interest had come into his liiS. In 
the late autumn of 1883 Samuel Barnett,^ Vicar of St. Jude’s, White- 
chapel, preached at St. Mary’s on the claims of the poor upon Oxford, 
and the quiet, restrained tone of the preacher struck answering chords 
in Cosmo, who was among the congregation. The sermon was followed 
by a meeting m the rooms of Sidney Ball, a Fellow of St. John’s, when 
Barnett read a paper on University Settlements. For audience Arthur 
Acland ^ had brought the members of a small society of which he was 
the ruling spirit, known to its members as the Inner Circle and to outsiders 
as the “Upper Suckles.” Cosmo does not appear to have belonged to it 
and was presumably taken by one of the members as a guest. 

We who heard the paper decided that we must act upon it. It was 
soon determined that a University Settlement would be a fitting 
memorial to Arnold Toynbee, a lecturer at BaUiol, whose self- 
sacrificing life of effort to bring Oxford’s ideals to working men 
had just been prematurely closed. He had died shortly after I came 
up, but I remember being greatly impressed by his beautiful face as 
I saw it in Chapel. So began Toynbee Hall in Whitechapel. The 
two first imdergraduate secretaries were Michael Sadler of Trinity 
(afterwards Master of University) and Lang of BaUiol ; and the first 
meeting of imdergraduates on behalf of the Hall was held in my 
rooms. Thereafter I used to address meetings in CoUcge HaUs and 
rooms to spread interest in the cause. To give reality to these speeches 
I paid my first visit to the East End, staying at 3 Hooper Square, 
Whitechapel, a house which had partiaUy suggested a University 
Settlement. . . . This new interest took up much — too much — of my 
time ; and I fear a very characteristic remark of the Master’s proved 

^ The Rev. Samuel Augustus Barnett, Warden and afterwards President of Toynhee Hall. 
Died in 1913. 

* Apparently the Rt. Hon. Sir Arthur Acland, Bt., M.P. 
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to be too well justified. It was at Collections, the ceremony at which 
at end of term we were brought before the Master’s judgment seat. 
'‘Mr. Lang,” he said drily, “you are making a great mistake. You 
forget that your business here is not to reform the East End of London, 
but to get a First Class in the School of Literae Humamores.” 

It was the social rather than the religious side of the venture that 
attracted him; and when, a httle later, Oxford House was projected, 
Cosmo actually wrote an article against the introduction of the “de- 
nominational spirit” into a social movement. His own religious position 
was as yet “very indefinite.” 

If It was not wholly negative, this was due mainly, I suppose, to the 
influence of home traditions. I attended Chapel regularly and I think 
that once or twice I received the Holy Communion there. As I had 
been admitted to Communion in the Church of Scotland, and as I was 
wholly ignorant of English ecclesiastical affairs, it did not ever occur 
to me that my being unconfirmed was any obstacle. But otherwise 
interest in religion was largely spec'ulative and impersonal. I think I 
was very slack and intermittent in any habit of personal prayer. I used 
sometimes to attend the University sermon at St. Mary’s and the special 
sermons for undergraduates just instituted . , . ; but I think the main 
motive was curiosity— to see what leading Anglican preachers were 

like and to hear what they had to say In my case I dare say it was 

partly due to an inherited interest in ministers and sermons. But I 
don’t remember any of their discourses having made any impression. 
Of course, there were in my own and other men’s rooms endless 
discussions on religious subjects, as on every subject under the sun, 
and I fancy that again, through hereditary influences, I would usually 
talk on the side of behef, but it was not till I had left Oxford that I 
cared enough positively and personally about religion even to be 
troubled by serious and searching doubt. 

As yet no thought that he might become a priest had so much as 
entered his mind. It may be that he was still too full of the coming 
career. This would continue to conform, with some necessary variations, 
to that imagined programme he had made for himself when he was 
twelve or thirteen years old. It was true that he had gone to Oxford 
and not to Cambridge; and that thereafter the English and not the 
Scottish Bar was to be his destination ; but in outline he was keeping 
to the plan. So it would go on. He would write, practise at the Bar, 
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enter the House of Commons, take office. The earldom, the premiership 
and the titled bride were moving measurably nearer. 

His time at Oxford was drawing to a close ; but one ambition 
remained, a Fellowship at All Souls, which, apart from the unequalled 
prestige it carried, would be a valuable aid during his first unrewarding 
years as a briefless barrister. In February 1884 he had dined at All Souls 
— “a imique experience,” which he described at length in his letters 
home. He sat for the Fellowship in October 1886. ‘T have done about 
as badly at All Souls as I could ha:ve done . . he wrote m depressed 
mood to his mother ‘T know that I now for this year have no Siance.” 
He was '‘dull, stale and confused.” His forebodmgs were justified ; he 
failed, and a few days later was writing again to his mother : “I am far 
more sorry for you and father than for myself. . . . But — there is always 
next year ; and even though it may never be granted to me to reach the 
chief end of my Oxford ambition, is it not the Divine Hand that is 
leading ? If it is in a hard path, that is only because I need discipline.” 

Years afterwards he asserted that his lack of scholarship, due to poor 
early training m Glasgow, was responsible for this setback, as well as for 
his failure to get a First in Greats. 

‘"There is always next year.” But next year there was no election 
at All Souls, and Cosmo had to wait longer and endure the pangs of 
exile before he was allowed to enter the Promised Land. 



chapter VII 

YEARS OF UNCERTAINTY 

D avid WYLIE, in sir James Barrie’s play, What Every Woman 
Knows, declares: “There are few more impressive sights in the 
world than a Scotsman on the make.” By this Barrie meant nothing 
derogat?©ry, rather a tribute to his own countrymen, in whose early 
careers there is often an element of planning and concentration less 
commonly found among the Enghsh. Lang’s early life had at least the 
appearance of conforming with Barrie’s dictum. His course had gone 
very much according to plan or pattern. He had had his “downs” as 
weU as his ‘"ups.” He had won the Brakenbury, been President of the 
Union, got a First in History ; on the other hand, he had also taken a 
Second in Greats and failed in his first assault on All Souls. But if it were 
possible to plot his career like a temperature chart, the general movement 
would have been up and the gradient steep. He came down in 1886 
with a remarkable reputation. It may safely be presumed that if anyone 
then at Oxford had been asked to give the names of the three or four 
coming men of the time, Lang would have been in the Hst. 

But the curtain was going up on a new Act, which began inevitably 
with a deflation. The small boy who has become a whale among other 
small boys finds himself a minnow when he goes to his public schooL 
Five years later, a Prefect and Captain of the Cricket Eleven, he moves 
on to Oxford or Cambridge and discovers that he is again nobody. 
Three years pass, and in an aroma of creditable achievements he leaves 
the University, to find that in London a great many people hardly know 
the difference between a First and a Second Class and have never even 
heard of the Union ; and that in most professions a Blue is not a negotiable 
asset. He has to start all over again, just as in one of those juvenile games, 
played with dice, an imlucky throw will send a player back to the 
beginning. 

This was to be Lang’s experience when he had finished his time at 
Oxford. 

I wonder if there is any descent comparable in its dismal completeness 
to that of a young god from the Oxford Olympus, full of ambition, 
but without money or influence, to the stark realities and overwhelm- 
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ing loneliness of London. At Oxford, it seemed but a short step 
from the Union or the Canning Club to at least the first rung in the 
ladder of a political career. But arrival in London disclosed a dark 
chasm. I had no income of my own, and I dared not now draw any 
longer upon my father’s. I betook myself to humble lodgings near 
Connaught Square; and there the change from Oxford life and 
hopes stood naked and without disguise. 

He spent the summer of 1887 in Germany, with the idea that a 
proficiency in modern languages would help him in his next attempt at 
a Fellowship. He went to Gottingen, attending lectures at the University 
and mixing with the students. He lodged 'with ‘‘an old widow lady, 
poor as a Church mouse and proud as Lucifer of her lineage.” 

She knew no English (except to speak of “a half past cup of tea”) 
and at first I knew no German ; but we soon became great friends. 
She lived with an idle son, who had been wounded in the 1870 war 
with France. They were constantly quarrelling, especially at meals, 
and my few German words were unequal to the task of keeping the 
peace. He hated the EngHsh, and after my second visit he decamped 
with a comely Frau, the wife of a friend. . . . 

I saw a good deal of student life, had long walks with one or two 
students in the Forest, and was invited to some of the beer-drinking 
evenings of their Corps and Clubs ; and I sometimes frequented the 
place where, with the connivance of the pohce, their duels took 
place. As to the “Kneipes,” they were to me amazing and somewhat 
disgusting performances. The amount of beer drunk was incredible 
— a man would consume 12 litres and think little of it. They were 
protected by getting physically sick before they could get drunk. 
It was an astonishmg thing to see a Professor of European reputation 
retiring, after the manner of the Romans at a banquet, to get rid of 
some of his beer and then returning to drink more. 

As to the duelling, no doubt in many ways it was a sorry affair, 
a poor substitute for the athletic contests at Oxford or Cambridge. 
Selected members of one Corps would offer a purely nominal and 
conventional insult to selected members of another, and the duels 
would result. But I am bound to say that it seemed to me a very 
real, if misplaced, trial of nerve as well as of skill to stand up against 
your adversary with the chance at any moment of having your nose 
split. Of course, the vital parts are carefully protected : you must 
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play your sword only with the wrist and you must keep your wrist 
at a certain level ; and a surgeon stands by to stop the fight if the 
wound is serious or the bleeding excessive. Yet even so, I repeat, 
it is a test of nerve. There are, or at least were, duels of a more serious 
kind, fought for other than conventional insults. In my short time 
at Gottingen there were two deaths from real sword fights. 

Lang himself came unpleasantly near being involved in one of these 
childish and sanguinary affairs. 

One^of my familiar acquamtances at Gottingen was an American 
tutor in “pure mathemattcs” at an American University, who was 
taking a special course of study at the University. He became 
“betrothed’’ to a girl of the town, daughter of one of the innumerable 
State officials. All was certainly in order accordmg to social con- 
ventions. She was a beautiful and very charming girl. One evening 
he and I were walking with her in Maavedel’s Garden, the open-air 
garden where at that time many of the Corps of Students sat at their 
tables drinking beer. As we approached the table of one of the most 
swagger Corps — even now I shall not mention its name — we noticed 
that our approach seemed to cause immediate excitement. The 
President of the Corps rose and, as we came up, advanced and sud- 
denly, though not violently, struck the girl on the face. It appeared 
that she was the toast of the Corps, and they were indignant at her 
choice of an Enghshman, as they thought my American friend was. 
Having dehvered this gross insult, he said (or m words to this effect) : 

“Now, gnadiges Frdukin, we shall see whether you will find in 
your Englishman the honour you would find in a Prussian.” 

He then turned to her betrothed and said: “Sir, I am ready to 
offer you any satisfaction: choose your weapon, your place, and 
your time.” 

To my consternation — ^I am bound to confess — another student 
addressed me, saying that as I was the Englishman’s friend, he was 
ready to meet me also. Of course, we were furious at their behaviour 
to this mnocent girl, but what was to be done ? We knew that this 
was a crack fighting Corps, that these men were experts in the 
business, and that to gratify them would be to run the certain risk of 
being badly, it might be even fatally, wounded. 

After a hurried consultation in Enghsh, we decided on a course 
of bluff; and the young lady afterwards entreated us not to notice 
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their insult. So we said we would communicate with them, and a 
formal exchange of cards followed. When we got home we sent a 
letter to the President and his second telling them that the weapon 
with which we of our race were accustomed to deal with men who 
insulted offenceless women was the horsewhip, and that if they liked 
to come to a named place at a named hour, we would be ready to 
apply It to them. The reply, of course, was that we were plainly 

men who did not know what honour was, and that Fraulein 

would doubtless take note of our cowardice. But there the episode 
ended, except that for some time we were apt to hear sneers muttered 
as we passed members of this famous Corps. Certainly the episode 
revealed a strange perversion of the claims of honour. Whether my 
friend and I came out of it well I must leave others to judge. 

All the students, however, were not of this swashbuckhng temper. 
Lang struck up acquamtance with several who were “genial, kindly, 
thoughtful” ; and many of the people he met outside the Umversity 
were “full of amiabdity and hospitahty, and often of a very simple but 
real culture.” With their help and encouragement he was “soon able 
to talk a sort of German which was described as tapfer (courageous).” 
Afterwards he looked back with genuine pleasure to his five months at 
Gottingen ; and when, in the following summer, he revisited his former 
haunts, he was once more dehghted to see “the excellent old Frau,” to 
walk in the woods, and to listen to the singing of the peasants. 

One day I heard two really admirable female voices sounding m 
duet through the wood, and then saw through the darkening branches 
two lively maidens walkmg hand m hand and smging. It was the 
sort of scene that brings back the old romantic hfe of the German 
Walde. 

He also went to Munich, where he discovered that 

every man, woman and child . . . reckoned by the average drinks 
485 litres of beer — ^i.e. about 800 pints — every year. 

But since in his wanderings he saw only three drunk men, he wondered 
why we could not “have such beer for our working-men in England.” 
The royal palace, with its pomp and circumstance, affronted him, for 
what, after all, were the Wittelsbachs compared with the older royal 
houses of Europe ? Henry Bowlby was with him on this second visit, 
“the best companion a man could wish.” They went together to see 
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the sights and to hear “The Ring,” but sometimes Lang would slip away 
by himself for a walk in the “English Garden,” when he was troubled 
by gloomy thoughts and broodmg speculations. For the future was 
indeed uncertain. Presently Bowlby returned home, to a fiancee, a job 
at Eton, and a private income of five hundred a year. Lucky chap ! 
ruefully commented Lang, who had neither fiancee, nor job, nor private 
income. 

He also visited Switzerland that summer with George Goschen,^ 
who was ill for most of the time they were there. They stayed in the 
Engadine. 

I remember in one of our hotels a formidable Victorian lady of high 
degree and strong EvangeHcal prmciples, who was travelling with 
her two very agreeable daughters. I once asked them whether they 
had read a certain novel. “Oh no,” they demurely replied, “you 
see, Mamma does not allow us to read novels.” “Well,” I said, 
“that subject may be dismissed.” “ No,” said one of them as demurely, 
“not qmte; for, if we may tell you a secret, we promised Mamma 
that we would not read novels, but our maid reads them to us,” 

The mother of these ingenuous damsels delighted Lang with the 
information : “I have a nephew, such a noble young man, a clergyman 
who works in that dreadful East End of London ; and he tells me of the 
dreadful things the people say about the aristocracy and Our Lord.” 

After the first visit to Germany Lang had to settle down to his new 
life in London, and the chill of the change from Oxford struck him like 
the blast of a winter wind. The return “marks the darkest and most 
depressing stage of my life,” he wrote. 

He had already been entered at the Inner Temple and eaten some of 
his dinners, but could not afford the fee he would have to pay to be a 
barrister’s pupil and read in Chambers. He had somehow to enlarge 
his resources and, as All Souls was offering no Fellowship that autumn — 
“the fates seem to be agamst me at present” — ^he decided to compete for 
a University Prize Essay on the subject of Thomas Cromwell, Earl of 
Essex. He worked away at it in the Readmg-room of the British 
Museum ; and in after years, when he became Chairman of the Trustees 
of the Museum, he would recall “those rather dreary days when I sat 
with the strange and motley crowd of readers.” Another disappointment 
followed. The Essay was nearing completion when he discovered that, 

^ The 2nd Viscount Goschen^ Governor of Madras 1924-29. 
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owing to a change in the date for sending it in, he was too late to compete. 
Rather than waste the work he had done, he then resolved to turn the 
Essay into a hook. Ill fortune, however, still followed him. One day 
he went out of his lodgings at lo Portsea Place, Connaught Square, 
leaving the unfinished manuscnpt behind, and the little general servant, 
who was cleaning the room, took it for waste-paper and threw it on the 
fire. Lang was hardly consoled for the loss by the reflexion that he and 
Thomas Carlyle were fellow-sufferers. 

Meanwhile the parents in Glasgow were becoming a little anxious 
about him. Without fully appreciating the circumstances, they thought 
it was time he settled down seriously to take his Bar examinations and 
serve his apprenticeship. With the support of the Brakenbury no longer 
behind him, his financial situation was most precanous ; and on Wood- 
lands Terrace “hohdays” abroad sounded suspiciously like a waste of 
time and money he could ill afford. The necessity of explaining to the 
parents that he was not frittering away the hours unprofitably was an 
irksome addition to the other discouraging circumstances of his life in 
London. However, 

Some rehef in this time of depression came from a special experiment. 

. . . Still nursing political ambitions, I wanted to get alongside work- 
ing men in their real thoughts and interests, as my Tory Democratic 
ideas convinced me that no party could be either useful or successful 
which did not imderstand and sympathise with them. Moreover, 
I was qmte genuinely eager, with the memory and example of Arnold 
Toynbee before me and the teaching of Samuel Barnett, to share 
with them some of the gifts which Oxford had bestowed on me. 
Accordingly I arranged with the Oxford University Extension 
Delegacy to give a series of lectures on history, hterature and eco- 
nomics to workers in the North of England. . . . These were the days 
when, under the influence of men at Cambridge Hke James Stuart 
and of men at Oxford like Hudson Shaw and Michael Sadler, the 
University Extension movement had all the glow of a young en- 
thusiasm. It was really in spirit a true apostolate of University ideals 
among the people. My lectures and classes were almost all arranged 
through the Education Committees of the Co-operative Societies. 
In those early days these Committees had a far wider and fuller 
conception of education than they seem to have now. I had a round 
of centres across the industrial North in places like Bolton, Rochdale, 
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Wallsend, and not least the httle Co-operative Wholesale Fustian 
Manufactunng Society at Hebden Bridge. 

I really enjoyed my time: there was then such a real, often 
pathetic desire in the breasts of these workmg men to learn, to reach 
out to a wider hfe. There was then Httle of the later economic or 
pohtical bias or class consciousness. I often stayed in their own 
homes, sharing their simple but deHghtfuUy courteous hospitality. 
It was especially at Hebden Badge that I made some lastmg friend- 
ships, and I remember now with real affection old Joe Craven, the 
chairman, Joseph Greenwood, the manager, and Leonard Stocks, 
the secretary of the httle Corporation enterprise. They presented 
me with a complete suit of brown fustian, made by them, which I 
often wore. It was at Hebden Bridge that I made the acquaintance 
of a weaver-scholar, whom I have often taken as my text in speaking 
about Adult Education all over the country. I had begun some 
lectures on Browning — z sign that these were Victorian days ! I told 
my working people that they would not make much of him unless 
they possessed some keys to open his treasures. I gave them one : 
“Ay, but a man’s reach should exceed his grasp, or what’s a heaven 
for ?” After the class my friend walked with me very silent to the 
station. We walked still silent along the platform. Then he said : 
“Tell me that key again : I haven’t got it yet.” I repeated tlie words. 
After another length of the platform he said : “Tell it again,” and I 
did so. Then the tram came in and he said : “I haven’t got it yet.” 
Next week he met me with a radiant face : “I’ve got it now.” You 
see how determined he was to grip thmgs for himself—the right 
stuff for a scholar. From that day he devoted his leisure to the 
readmg of Enghsh literature. Some years later he died, worn out 
by hard work and hard study, but not before he had written for one 
of the Quarterhes an essay on Milton, which some good writers 
declared to be a most original and interesting study of the great 
Puritan. He was a type of many others. 

Here is another episode of those days— the first appearance among 
these simple, earnest workmg folk of the New Woman. She came 
in the charming person of Miss Beatrice Potter, afterwards Mrs. 
Sidney Webb. She was then engaged in compilmg her history of 
the Co-operative movement. She had asked to be allowed to come 
to the Hebden Bridge Society. She came. I was there. We met 
in Joseph Greenwood’s house. The wives considered that it was 
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only proper that they should be with their husbands and they sat 
silent in their best beaded gowns. All went well till Miss Potter 
asked if she might smoke — an innocent request nowadays. But the 
ladies were obviously greatly shocked and became suspicious. I had 
arranged to take a long walk with the men next day to Haworth 
Moor, the home of the Brontes. Miss Potter said she would like to 
come. The ladies were now all the more convinced that they must 
be at hand to protect their lords. We started, an odd-lookmg party. 
But the good women, in their long dresses and elastic-sided boots, 
wholly unaccustomed to walk further than the distance between 
their homes and shop or chapel, soon gave up. They intimated to 
the New Woman that they must return. “Tm so sorry,” said she, 
with engaging frankness, “but Tm going on.” Then one guardian 
of the proprieties turned to another and said grimly : “The impident 
huzzy !” 

These experiences refreshed and encouraged him, and afterwards he 
would say that he had learned far more from his new friends than they 
could have learned from him. In order to augment his slender income 
a little more, he also undertook some lectures outside the University 
Extension Courses and made his first ventures in joumahsm. He wrote 
reviews for the Guardian, the leading Church newspaper of the day, 
and found himself putting Lecky right about the history of England in 
the eighteenth century and correcting the Duke of Argyll’s version of 
the economic history of Scotland. James Greenwood was then the 
editor of the St. James's Gazette, and to him too some articles went. 

I once wrote a series of papers on Scottish Hfe and character and sent 
them to him. He asked me to come and see him. He said he liked 
the papers and would have taken them, but for a strange coincidence. 
He had just accepted a series of papers on precisely the same subject 
from a writer who called himself Gavin Ogilvie. It was then the 
nom deplume of James Barrie. I think his papers were the Auld Licht 
Idylls, 

Yet despite this little disappointment, things were looking up. Some 
of his Oxford friends were now in London and would take him away 
for a few hours from his books and gloomy thoughts. He paid a visit 
to Hatfield, presumably on the invitation of Lord Robert Cecil, and 
went to an evening party at the Foreign Ofiice, where his eyes were 
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dazzled by the reigning beauties. He began to find his way about 
London and to learn its charm. 

I shall always maintain that modern London can show nothing to 
compare with Hyde Park m the height of the season — the Victorias 
with their great ladies and splendid horses and, dashing through the 
midst of them, the fairy carriage of '‘the Prmcess,” the centre of all 
admiring eyes, then in the height of her charm and beauty. Once, 
when I was talkmg to Arthur Balfour and Asquith at Grilhons Club, 
I asked what in their judgment was something m those late Victorian 
days which would never be seen again and which nothing could 
replace. And it so happened that all three of us came to the same 
conclusion — ^Hyde Park on a summer afternoon in the season. 

He did not, however, allow the attractions of Hyde Park on an 
afternoon m the season to lure him from his old allegiance to the East 
End. He went occasionally to Toynbee Hall, gave a few lectures, and 
visited the clubs for boys ; but he found that in spite of his admiration 
for the Barnetts and their work, he got a little weary of some of the 
rather ‘'‘superior*’ persons who frequented the Hall. 

In contrast, I began to find the atmosphere at the Oxford House 
under Jimmy Adderley more congenial. It seemed to me less 
strained and self-conscious. The residents and visitors seemed to 
have less sense that they were, no doubt quite dismterestedly, studying 
problems or testing theories. At the Oxford House they were, rather, 
loyally accepting something old and tried and sure and bnnging it 
as a gospel, a good gift, to the people. This seemed to give them a 
greater simphcity and cheerfulness. I was still quite detached from 
the Church ; but I think this difference gave me my first insight into 
the truth that, while I thought the Church would cramp, it might 
in fact hberate, at least so far as social work was concerned. But this 
was only dimly conceived. I was indeed persuaded by Adderley to 
give some addresses on rehgion to working men. One was, with 
Ae assurance characteristic of the independent layman, called 
‘ Commonsense Christianity.” . . . They wfere just the sort of thing 
I am always hearing from my good lay friends, who say they want 
Christianity without dogmas or creeds. I can at least understand 
them, for I was once myself one of these. AU the same, Adderley 
seemed to find some merit in these talks, as he astounded me by 
asking whether I would not conduct a sort of Layman’s Mission in 
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Bethnal Green ! That was enough. I registered a vow that never 
again in my life would I be such a humbug as to give a reUgious 
address. I fear this is among my broken vows ! 

I had another check to my casual enterprises in East London. I 
was asked to speak for Oxford House at the annual meeting on its 
behalf at Oxford. The other speaker, if you please, was Temple, 
then Bishop of London. He spoke with force and fire and made a 
fine appeal for self-sacrifice. Then, to my consternation, he wound 
up by saying : ‘‘But why should I speak longer ? I am to be followed 
by a young layman of Oxford House, who is doing what iVe been 
talking about.” I was dumbfounded, and could scarcely bring myself 
to begin my speech. Here was I, a casual layman who only varied 
an ordinary London layman’s life by an occasional visit to the East 
End, posing as an example of Christian self-sacrifice! By myself, 
at least, I was pitifully found out, and in mere honesty determined, 
“No more of this for me.” 

He had a gnawing sense of his own insecurity and uncertainty. Ever 
since he went to Oxford, a strong tide had swept him along ; but now 
he was in slack water. 

It was the time, I suppose, which comes to all men of twenty-two 
or thereabouts, who have read or thought at all, and who are not 
absorbed in pleasure or business, when the ultimate problems of hfe 
begin to stir uneasy questions. Among tliem was the problem of 
God, intellectually very difficult, morally apt to be postponed, but 
always hovermg in the background of the mind. Add to this that 
I had not yet found my environment and had nothmg to which to 
adjust my inner Hfe. And the frost of disillusionment had bitten the 
spring flowers rather badly. Small wonder that then hfe seemed 
rather drab and difficult. , . . 

It was then, or shortly after, that I happened by chance to read 
these words from St. John’s Gospel : “I am the light of the world : 
he that foUoweth me shall not walk in darkness, but shall have the 
light of life.” I remember saying to myself: “I must trust the Man 
Who spoke those words and try my best to follow Him.” 

We should perhaps discount a Httle from his tale of gloom, A strong 
sense of the dramatic disposed him, quite unconsciously, to accentuate 
his contrasts. His black had to be very black, in order that the white 
which followed should stand out more clearly. In the garden at Moming- 
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side the “ beggar-child’ "" was never very far from Napoleon winning his 
battles ; nor afterwards the schoolboy in Glasgow from the Earl of 
Norham governing an Empire, He liked, especially in retrospect, to 
emphasise the startling changes in a career suiSiciently remarkable to need 
no emphasis. This same sense of drama possibly led him also, in all 
sincerity, to represent himself as more aloof from religion and its problems 
than he actually was in his Oxford days. For the purpose of the contrast 
the future Prince of the Church should rightly begin as a Gallic, caring 
for none of these things, or at least tabng only a detached and impersonal 
interest in them. But his letters at the time tell a rather different story ; 
nor do some rough notes of his own, written apparently in 1898, quite 
sustain the contrast. 

Early training and a sort of innate, perhaps hereditary respect for the 
Church kept up some good decorous habits such as Church-going. 
I used to go pretty regularly to the Temple Church and occasionally 
to St. Paul’s. I don’t remember any sermon that impressed me, 
except, oddly enough, one of Wilson, the then headmaster of Clifton, 
at St. Paul’s, I was struck by the manhness of it. Liddon never 
appealed to anything in me but admiration for his voice and the 
structure of his sermons. But Holland first began to set new thoughts 
moving. Of Vaughan’s discourses at the Temple I remember nothing 
except that I used to think them very much out of touch with modem 
hfe and thought. Aingef s readmg and the music attracted me much 
more. I can remember staying once or twice to Communion there. 
... I used to say my prayers, in a hurried perfunctory sort of way ; 
but I fear not seldom they were forgotten, after some yieldmg to the 
temptations of youth deliberately left unsaid. Thank God I never 
“went wrong” in the moral sense; though I must confess that I 
played sometimes with those external temptations which our Christian 
London flaunts in the face of its young men, with such force and 
persistence that I believe nothing but the grace of God can keep a 
young fellow straight. ... I had a liking for sermons as such. ... I 
never read the Bible, except that once I remember sittmg up to read 
Isaiah through. . . . Yet there was always a curious interest in religious 
things and persons, and a strong intellectual belief in the mam Christian 
docmnes. Of the Church’s Sacraments I knew absolutely nothing ; 
but the ordinary sceptical difficulties of the average layman, which 
were quite famihar to me in boo^ks and conversations, neVer 
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gripped me. The arguments did not impress ; and I knew that if 
I only would hve for my better self I must be a Christian. I suppose 
that sort of conviction must have been stronger than I can now 
remember. ... I believe I sometimes said to my friends that ‘‘If I 
were only good enough I would be a parson to-morrow.' ' 

In the autumn of 1887 he turned at last to the Bar. Jowett had 
commended him as a promising prospective pupil to J. A. Hamilton.^ 
The latter, when approached, excused himself on the grounds of in- 
sufScient work, but sent him on to W. S. Robson,^ who had a good 
general practice and agreed to take Lang into his Chambers. 

Robson was not a learned lawyer, but he had a singularly quick brain 
and great agihty of argument. We became very good friends. His 
vehement radicahsm was an admirable stimulus and corrective to 
my hberal Conservatism ; and likewise he dabbled in metaphysics. 
When work was urgent, we had many good talks over a chop and 
a pint of champagne in the old Cock Tavern. His Chambers were a 
nest of radical pohticians, like Corrie Grant and E. J. C. Morton, 
already in the House and burning with indignation at the Irish policy 
of “bloody Balfour." There was only one other pupil, a pleasant 
debonnair man of the world, who played at his work ; so I had my 
fill of pleadings and papers. I don't know whether I was of any use 
to Robson, but the work was full of intellectual zest and interest. 
I migrated from my first obscure lodgings to share rooms in Palace 
Chambers, Westminster, now offices, then one of the first of service 
flats, with my friend Fritz (F. Huth Jackson), afterwards Director of 
the Bank of England and a Pnvy Councillor. 

Here he was joined by his brother Patrick, who had just come back 
from South India and had started to work in the City. 

In 1910, soon after Lang had become Archbishop of York, he visited 
South Shields, where Robson was fighting a seat for the Liberals in the 
General Election ; and both Liberals and Conservatives agreed to cancel 
their meetings on a particular evening, so that they might support the 
Archbishop on his platform. In the course of his speech, thanking the 
candidates for this courtesy, Lang said : ‘T used to be Mr. Robson's 

^ Afterwards Lord Suirmer. 

^ He later became Lord Robson, a Lord of Appeal in Ordinary, after being successively 
Solicitor-General and Attorney-General. 


53 



COSMO GORDON LANG 

devil. And now,” he added, drawing himself up to his fioll height, “I 
am his Archbishop ! ” 

In October 1888 Lang had his second try for a Fellowship at All 
Souls, again wnth no great expectation of success. His reading had been 
much interrupted and his performance in the examination left him 
depressed. He was spending a week-end with Mr. Sydney Buxton ^ at 
Fox Warren in Surrey, when he got a telegram from his friend George 
Talbot. He had been elected. For a moment, he wrote to his mother, 
he “thought ... it must be a hoax” ; and then, after spending, he told 
Buxton, the happiest night of his hfe, he travelled on Sunday to Oxford 
on the happiest journey. The clouds at last had lifted ; a new tide had 
gripped his drifting ship. 

“I had now an income assured for seven years, a position of my own, 
and an abode once again in my beloved Oxford.” 

^ Sydney Charles Buxton, afterwards ist Earl Buxton, High Commissioner and 
Governor-General of South Africa. Died in 1934. 
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ALL SOULS 

F rom iSSS, when Lang became a Fellow of All Souls, until his 
death m 1945, the College counted for so much to him that, without 
apology for anticipating events, this chapter will be given to a connexion 
which covered more than two-thirds of his hfe. He had a tag, as he 
called it, which he was fond of reproducing on what he deemed to be 
appropriate occasions : 

Balliol was my mother, to whom I am bound by ties of filial grati- 
tude ; 

All Souls is my wife, who gave me a home and most generously 
received me back after a temporary residence with 
Magdalen, my very beautiful mistress, for whom during three years 
I forsook my wife ! 

He would sometimes add that since receiving his wife’s forgiveness 
for this lapse their conjugal fehaty had been unbroken. 

All Souls College was founded by Archbishop Chichele in 1438 and 
differs from the other Oxford Colleges in not professing to be an educa- 
tional institution for imdergraduates. It was m part purpose, though 
not in name, a Chantry, in which prayers were to be offered for the 
repose of the soul of the Founder, of King Henry VI, of his father and 
uncle, and of those who had fallen in the French Wars. A further in- 
tention of the Foxmder was that the Fellows should be tramed to ‘‘serve 
God in Church and State,” a forecast of a function which in later days 
AU Souls was faithfully to fulfil, so that it is, as it were, a link between 
the academic world of Oxford and the world of affairs outside. This 
second purpose may possibly have been the reason why the College 
escaped the rough attentions of the Reformers and the predatory hands 
of more than one monarch. Happily it did survive, to be, through its 
Fellowships, a sort of corps d'ilite for the University, a unique com- 
bination of professors, teaching and research Fellows, and prize and 
non-resident Fellows. A Fellowship at All Souls became the highest 
academic prize that Oxford could offer and, apart from the credit it 
conveyed by association with a long roll of distinguished men, in 1888 
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place, and when lie returned and was unwilling to continue, I became 
Lord Mallard, and succeeded to the office and retained it ever after. 

One of the Lord Mallard’s duties is to smg the Song of the Mallard 
at the All Souls Day Gaudy and at the annual Bursar’s Dinner. The 
Song is a doggerel dating back to the seventeenth century, or possibly 
to an earlier age. It was, Lang wrote, “a song like Melchizedek, without 
known origin, but the dear and odd expression of the College spirit from 
unknown times.” For the benefit of those who may be interested a 
version of the words is printed in an Appendix.^ Lang sang this strange 
ditty at every Gaudy from 1898 till 1928, even in the years after he had 
ceased to carry out the duties of Lord Mallard, and thereafter occasionally 
and by special request until his death. He sang it for the last time at the 
Gaudy of 1945, a few weeks before he died. But much earlier, after he 
had become Archbishop of York, he had felt “with excessive prudery” 
that he could no longer with propriety discharge the duties of Lord 
Mallard, and accordingly appointed first the late Professor W. P. Ker,^ 
and later, on Ker’s death, Sir Dougal Malcolm, to serve as his deputies. 

Lang left his own account of the most notable occasion in his tenure 
of the office. 

The most outstanding and historic duty of the Lord Mallard is to 
take charge of the Mallard Feast, once frequent and disorderly, and 
now restricted to the opening year of each century. I prize the 
memory that it fell to me in January 1900 [1901] to do this great 
thing. Little is known of what happened in 1800 [1801], except that 
Reginald Heber recorded that he observed the strange performance 
from Brasenose College. But there is a full record of what happened 
in 1900 [1901], kept by the Warden. Suffice it here to say that I 
was carried in a chair by four stalwart Fellows — ^Wilbraham,^ Gwyer,^ 
Steel-Maitland ^ and Fossie Cunliffe,® I think they were — for nearly 
two hours after midnight round the quadrangles and roofs of the 
College, with a dead mallard borne in front on a long pole (which 

1 still possess), singing the Mallard Song all the time, preceded by 
the seniors — such grave and reverend persons as Warden Anson, 

^ Appendix II. 

2 Professor of Poetry. Died in 1920. 

^ Sir Philip W. Baker-Wilbraham, First Church Estates Commissioner. 

^ Sir Maurice L. Gwyer, K.C.B., K.C.S.L, later Chief Justice of India. 

® The Rt. Hon. Sir Arthur Steel-Maidand, M.P., Minister of Labour 1924-29. Died in 
1935 - 

® Sir Foster Cunliffe, Bt. Killed in 1916. 

’ The Rt. fton. Sir William Anson, M.P., Warden of All Souls 1881-1914. Died in 1914. 
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Dicey Holland ® and tlie like— and followed by the juniors, all of 
th f i n carrying staves and torches, a scene unimaginable in any place 
in the world except Oxford, or there in any society except All Souls. 
The whole strange ceremony had been kept secret ; only late workers 
in the night can have heard the unusual sound, though it is said that 
Provost McGrath of Queen’s muttered in his sleep ; “I must send 
the Torpid down for this noise.” ® 

Subsequently a medal, the work of John Tweed the sculptor, was 
struck to commemorate the celebratton. On one side is a picture of 
Lang as Lord Mallard, dressed (prematurely) in the robes of a bishop, 
and on the other a picture of him being borne on his chair. 

Such elaborate junketing may sound a little odd to anyone imcon- 
nected with All Souls, or at any rate with Oxford. But presumably, if 
Homer may be excused an occasional nod, a Fellow of All Souls may 
be allowed, once m a hundred years, to play the fool. 

Lang adds that at the dmner a cable was sent to George Curzon, then 
Viceroy of India and an enthusiastic Quondam Fellow. It consisted of 
the one word “Swapping,” from the chorus of the song ; and very soon, 
from Government House, Calcutta, came the reply, in two words — 
It was. 

In the past the Mallard Feast had often been attended by revels and 
rites more unseemly than those of 1901, and even than those which in 
January 1801 Bishop Heber observed from his attic window. One or 
two of these old customs did not meet with the approval of the Lord 
Mallard of 1901. 

Some changes I made from the ceremony of 1800 [1801]. I thought 
it unseemly that surplices should be worn and we contented ourselves 
with black gowns. There seemed sometliing approaching irreverence 
in the notion of making the junior Fellows eat of the mallard’s flesh 
and drink its blood so as to be incorporated into the spirit of All 
Souls. Instead of this I had a small silver mallard made and filled 
with wine, which the Jimiors drank. But when the bird was burned 
in the small hours in a bonfire, some of them could not be restrained 
from eating portions of his charred flesh. 

^ Professor A. V. Dicey, Vinenan Professor of English Law. Died in 1922. 

2 Thomas Erskine Holland, Professor of International Law and Diplomacy. Died in 
1926. 

® Mrs. Lancashire, daughter of Professor Holland, was an unauthorised observer of this 
frolic and, by the kind permission of the present Warden of All Souls, I am able to reproduce 
her account in an Appendix (III). 
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Sir Douglas Malcolm describes Lang as 

most admirably equipped for his ofEce by his gracious cheery person- 
ahty, by his clear pure tenor voice, and by that marvellous facihty 
in oratory of any kind which, in so many different fields, distinguished 
him throughout his life. 

He goes on to say : 

Lang’s vocalism was not confined to the Song of the Mallard. There 
were many other songs with which he would dehght the company 
on All Souls Gaudy Nights. There was one in particular supposed 
to be addressed by one old Peninsular War veteran to another, 
recalhng the battles of that long struggle. It was known as “Dost 
thou remember?”^ and, as given by Lang, touched a note of real 
pathos. The ex-Warden of All Souls has drawn my attention to 
the fact that the words and music of this song are to be found m a 
mid-nineteenth century novel entitled The Starling ^ about the Presby- 
terian folk of a tiny lowland Scottish town. (This was long before 
“Thrums” was heard of.) I have never seen them anywhere else. 

Sir Charles Grant Robertson ^ and Sir Charles Oman ^ were others 
who have given their sense of Lang’s value to the College. “It was All 
Souls that knew Lang,” Grant Robertson wrote. It was a man “that 
the larger world scarcely guessed at and in which all were equals and 
friends.” He was at his best in that congenial atmosphere. Though not 
himself a scholar, he had a profound respect for learning in all its forms, 
yet “could chaff professors and other men of erudition with a subtle 
and delicious sauciness.” He had formed very definite views about the 
part All Souls should play in the life of the University, and at the College 
meetings, which he never failed to attend, would intervene with in- 
variable good sense and effect. Oman, too, in Memories of Victorian 
Oxford, emphasises the excellence of his company, especially at the Feb- 
ruary Bursar’s Dinner, when, after the singing of the Mallard, every 
Fellow would be asked in turn to give a song. The results were of un- 
certain merit, but Lang, Oman says, had the best voice in the College, 

1 “ Dost thou remember, O my comrade hoary, 

The Days we fought and conquered side by side ? ” 

2 By Norman Macleod, who preceded Langes father at the Barony Church. 

^ Sir Charles Grant Robertson, Pnncipal of Birmingham University 1920-38. Died 
m 1946. 

^ Sir Charles Oman, M.P. for Oxford University and Chichele Professor of Modem 
History. 
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His favourite contributions, besides “Dost thou remember?”, being 
Jacobite melodies. After the singmg the Fellows would adjourn to the 
smoking-room to talk or play whist, and at midnight sat down to an 
oyster supper m Hall. This last item was dropped from the programme 
during the war of 1914-1918 and was never revived. 

Lang, too, left a few memories of his happy association widi the 
College. 

Wherever I was living I used to come up to my rooms for the College 
meetings and Gaudies three times a year, and often at other times. 
I cannot describe what a dehght and rehef it was to pass mto this 
family life, with its old and new friends year after year, a family life 
in which we were all on equal terms and there was no respect of 
persons. I remember a great occasion when Mr. Gladstone, escaping 
for once from Mrs. G., spent most of a week in College as our 
Honorary Fellow. I think it was in my first year and I had to address 
him, and of course addressed him, as “Mr. Gladstone.” The old 
man smiled and said, “Gladstone here, please.” That was, of course, 
a counsel of perfection ; but he entered dehghtfully mto the life of 
the College. He indulged in the most Tory sentiments and m many 
reminiscences of his days at Christ Church. We asked him once 
what he thought was the most conspicuous difference between the 
undergraduates of his day and those of 1890. “I have no hesitation 
in replying,” he said in his full tones. “It is the difference in dress. 
In my time we were so careful of our dress in walking in the High 
that some of my friends used to wear trousers in which they never 
sat down lest they should be creased. Now I observe undergraduates 
in the High with no trousers at all, their legs naked from above the 
knees.” . . . 

I shall never forget his readmg the lessons in the Chapel. By a 
happy Sors Liturgica the Lessons for the day were from the Book of 
Revelation. His deep, melodious voice revelled in the sounding 
phrases, and the old man seemed himself to see the prophetic visions. 
The words “And I saw a great white horse” are inseparably linked 
in my memory with the G.O.M. But this is by the way ; and a 
charming account of the visit was written by my friend Charles 
Fletcher 1 and pubhshed by Blackwell of Oxford. 

To me the centre of the College and its life has always been the 
Chapel. It is there that old fnends who have passed from us live — 
^ C. R. L. Fletcher, historian and Fellow of Magdalen. Died m 1934. 
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such as Henry Wakeman,^ John Doyle, ^ Algy Whitmore,^ Tom 
Raleigh, Robert Mowbray,^ the immortal W. P. Ker, Edgeworth,® 
and not least dear old Arthur Johnson,^ our Chaplain for some fifty 
years, whose reading of the Service with the rising and faUing of his 
voice remains an imperishable memory. I at least am ever faithful 
to the original purpose of Chichele’s College — to make remembrance 
of the souls of the departed. 

Indeed, All Souls was more to him than an academic home. When 
he spoke of the College as his “wife,” he was uttermg no idle jest ; for 
there, as in no other place on earth, he found that family Hfe which in 
one form he had lost and in the other form he was never to have. So in 
1929, when he became Visitor, he was able to write : 

No words of mine can express the love I bear to the College, the 
gratitude of which my heart is full, or the sorrow with which I must 
now pass from the frequent residence in the College, with all its easy 
intimacy, mto the remote digmty of its Visitor. . . . My Fellowship 
there, as I have said, meant that I never really left Oxford : it remained 
for all these years one of my homes and the centre of an abiding 
interest and love. 

^ Henry Offley Wakeman, Bursar of All Souls. Died m 1899. 

2 John A. Doyle, histonan. Died in 1907. 

® Charles Algernon Whitmore, M.P. Died in 1908. 

* Sir Robert Mowbray, Bt., M.P. Died in 1916. 

® F. Y. Edgeworth, Emeritus Professor of Pohtical Economy. Died in 1926, 

® Arthur Johnson, also of University College. Died in 1927. 
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chapter IX 

‘‘WHY SHOULDN’T YOU BE ORDAINED?” 


“TN the springtime of 1889 all was outwardly bright and promising. 

X However ill at ease I may still have been in such inward hfe as there 
was, thuigs seemed to be shaping well. I had my Fellowship and I had 
its income, to which occasional lectures and articles added. I had many 
friends. I liked my work in Chambers. It must have been fairly well 
done : I say this merely to explain what was to come. Robson always 
said I was bound to have succeeded. I learned later that when he took 
silk one of his best clients, a solicitor in large practice, who gave Robson 
a great deal of work, came to his clerk and asked for my address, saying 
that he wished to give me some of the work he had given to Robson. 
I was about to be called, with the mtention of gomg on m Robson’s 
Chambers as his ‘devil.’ There was then no sense of failure or dis- 
appointment, but rather a sense of reasonable hope and confidence. 

“In this mood I went for a short sprmg hohday to stay with my 
lively young friend of the Union and Canning Club, Darrell Tupper- 
Carey, at his home in Wiltshire One evenmg we were returning from 
a long nde on the Downs. He was intending to take Holy Orders, but 
naturally he was troubled by last doubts and difBculties I expended my 
eloquence as a layman m trying to persuade him to go forward. Then 
suddenly — I can see the scene now — as the horses were walking down 
the slope in the settmg sun, a question unbidden, wholly irrelevant to 
anything that had previously entered my thoughts, shot itself into my 
mind — ‘After all, why shouldn’t you be ordamed ? ’ 

“I laughed inwardly at this foohsh question and dismissed it. But 
next morning it returned. It kept obtruding itself in the train on my 
way back to London. It haunted me when I returned to Robson’s 
Chambers. All my efforts to silence it seemed only to make it more 
insistent. It began, so to say, to look out at me from the briefs and 
pleadings on the table. ‘After all, why shouldn’t you be ordamed ?’ 

“Tins went on for some weeks At last I felt that I must deal seriously 
with this mtrusive and persistent thmg. For, of course, it was mere 
foolishness. Why on earth should I be ordained ? It was clean contrary 
to my set ambiuons. Nothmg had occurred to change them, much, 

62 



“WHY SHOULDN’T YOU BE ORDAINED?” 


rather, to encourage them. I had had no sort of reUgious experience to 
justify the question. My attitude to the Christian reHgion was much 
what it had been at Oxford — respectful, resentful of the ordmary modes 
of attack on philosophic grounds, but in practice casual and mtermittent. 
I was not much of a churchgoer in London. Sometimes I went to the 
Temple Church, but Vaughan’s sermons affected me less than Ainger’s 
reading. Occasionally I went to St. Paul’s, and I remeniber being im- 
pressed, and that but for the time, by only two sermons — one by Wilson, 
then Headmaster of Clifton, for its honesty ; the other one on an Easter 
Day by one Scott Holland (afterwards my dearest fnend and spiritual 
counsellor), who had just become Canon, which made me think, ‘Here’s 
a man with something to say to me,’ I knew no clergyman in London 
except Barnett. At Oxford, chiefly from cunosity, I had got an intro- 
duction to Charles Gore, then beginning the Pusey House. I remember 
his taking me a walk to the Cherwell meadows and my pounding him 
with objections to the High Church position, and I have been told that 
he returned to say that he had been talking to an intelligent man who 
seemed mcapable of grasping Cathohc principles ! Certainly no man was 
ever less under ecclesiastical influence. And I fear, m spite of those ill- 
starred East End addresses, my prayers were few and formal. 

“How, then, could I explain this absurdly msistent question ? Was 
it an emergence from the subconscious hfe or some trace of heredity ? 
But why should this emerge now s Was it some belated effect of the 
first post-Oxford depression ? But why should this become active when 
the reasons for depression had gone ? Was it, as it were, some germ 
which I had unknowingly caught in the East End, some unthought-out 
impression that after all only die spirit of Christianity could heal social 
evils, or that human personaHty was a nobler care than legal disputes ? 
Perhaps, to some extent ; for I remember the effect of walking home 
from his club with an East End boy. His talk, so frank and confidential, 
made the papers in Chambers next day seem strangely remote from 
human interest. Was it the prattle of this boy that injected the germ ? 
Smrely not. 

“I could find no real reason behind the persistent question. Yet it 
dfj persist, and with growing force. ‘After all, why shouldn’t you be 
ordained ?’ As I could not get rid of it myself, I thought I had better 
get some help from others to get rid of it. I made Robert Cecil my 
confidant, the only one of my friends whom I cared to trouble about it. 
I was rather surpnsed and a Uttle disconcerted when he said: ‘Well, 
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iVe always thought that you would make a better parson than lawyer’ ; 
and he added, what I think he would still say, that the pursuit of politics 
was a far poorer thing than the witness to religion. He advised me to 
see some wise clergyman who might help to rid me of my burden. I 
mentioned Scott Holland on the strength of that Easter sermon. He 
gave me a letter of introduction. But I could not bring myself to use it. 
For I was persuaded the whole thmg was some odd obsession. 

‘‘At last, as I could not get nd of it and it was really disturbing my 
work, I was dnven to pray about it. The result was only to increase 
its pressure ; and more tlian this, to persuade me that a pressure more 
real and deep than itself was moving through it. Up and down the 
struggle went ; imtil I knew that in my inmost self I was really saying, 
‘Yes, after all, I beheve that I ought to be ordained.’ 

“Then I resolved to see Scott Holland. I bade him tell me what 
signs a perplexed man ought to have of any real vocation to Holy Orders. 
When he mentioned ‘a love of souls’ I could not understand his language. 
I think he was as much perplexed as I was, and no light came. 

“It so happened that I had arranged to go and see a man who had 
attracted me at Oxford House — Freddy Sewell, long since in his early 
promise transferred to service in the Unseen World. He was at Cuddes- 
don College. I knew nothing of the place, but some instmct made me 
think : ‘Perhaps I may get some light there.’ 

“I went to All Souls as usual for the week-end and on the Sunday 
walked over to Cuddesdon with Henry Wakeman of All Souls. It was 
a beautiful early summer day. I said nothing of what was in my mind 
to Sewell and watched the young men with a critical scrutmy. I liked 
the look of them, but plainly they were not ‘my sort.’ I went to the 
Parish Church for evensong. The whole scene is mdehbly impressed 
on my memory. I sat in the second pew from tlie pulpit, then on the 
north side. I paid little attention to the service and less to the sermon, 
preached, I don’t know about what, by the curate. But I had a strong 
sense that something was about to happen. I was not in the least excited ; 
there was no sort of nervous tension ; I had only prayed in a rather weary 
way during the service in some such manner as this— ‘I can’t go on with 
this strange struggle. End it, O God, one way or another. If there 
anything real, anything of Ihy wiH, in this question, help me to answer 
it. Then suddenly, while the unheeded sermon went on, I was gripped 
by a clear conviction. It had all the strength of a master&l inward voice. 
You are wanted. You are called. You must obey.’ 
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‘‘I knew at once that the thing was settled. The burden of the long 
struggle dropped. My mind was free. I don't want to write emotion- 
ally, but it is only recording fact to say that a wave of such peace and 
indeed joy as I had never known before filled my whole being. In the 
Chapel later, at Compline, it seemed to flow out in happy worship. I 
said nothing to anyone. But when, having missed the tram at Wheatley, 
Wakeman and I (with J. A. R. Marriott,^ who had jomed us) set out to 
walk back to Oxford over Shotover Hill in the moonlight, I felt hke a 
man who had been suddenly set free from chains ; and I really could 
have shouted for joy. Little did my companions realise what was 
passing m my mind as we ran down the hill with the Ughts of Oxford 
twinkling beneath us. That night in my rooms at All Souls I prayed as 
I had never prayed in my hfe before. But all my prayers had the one 
refrain: T obey and I am free.' Later the words came to my mind : 
T will run the way of Thy Commandments when Thou hast set my 
heart at liberty.' 

‘T have set all this down simply as a record of experience. I dare say 
the pathologist or the psychologist could easily explam it away as an 
‘obsession' or a ‘complex' or a nervous excitement thereby induced, 
with a consequent reaction of rehef when it had gone, or the emergence 
under this excitement of subconscious impressions. And of course 
these things may have had their place. No experience, I suppose, is 
sudden without some previous inward preparation All I know is that 
the experience itself was more real than any other in my inward hfe and 
more abiding. If there be a personal God, if He is ever concerned with 
or speaks to the individual spirit. He then and thus spoke to me. I have 
staked my hfe on this, and though the remembrance of it brings not 
only trust, but also, when I think of my sins and unworthiness, rebuke 
and humihation, I dare not doubt its truth. 

“Other decisions followed swiftly after. I resolved to stay on at 
All Souls and begin my reading of theology. I wrote to Robson to 
explain that my place in his Chambers would know me no more. He 
was greatly surprised, but most kind and sympathetic. I asked the 
Principal of Cuddesdon to take me in the ensuing August, as I thought 
this would be a test to show whether I could really carry on this new 
venture. I suppose others as well as Robson were equally surprised. 
Certainly my father was, and I think a little disappointed. I remember 
George Brodrick, Warden of Merton, who used to be very kind to me 
1 Sir John Marriott, M.P. for Oxford City and York, Fellow of Worcester. Died in 1945. 
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its a budding politician, saying after his manner: ‘My dear fellow, 
when I heard that you proposed to be ordained I felt that between you 
and me there was a great gulf fixed ; but when I heard that you were 
going to Cuddesdon, I reahsed that it was impassable/ 

“As I had not been confirmed, Henry Wakeman wrote to that most 
beautiful, sane and cheerful of saints, Edward King, the Bishop of Lincoln, 
asking him to confirm me. I went to Lincoln in a mood of unwonted 
shyness and nervousness. This mood was not reheved when I arnved. 
There was an Ordmands’ Retreat going on and I was ushered straight 
into the room where the Bishop was supping with his Ordmands, and 
someone was reading to them in their silence. I had never seen men in 
cassocks before and I felt desperately Hke a fish out of water. But when 
I took my place beside him, the dear old Bishop seemed to discern my 
discomfort of mind and, putting his hand on my thigh, wliispered to 
me : ‘They’re not half as good as they look and I’m the naughtiest of 
them all.’ Next morning, very early, he confirmed me in his Chapel 
and I made my Communion immediately after and returned to All 
Souls, at last a full member of the Church of England. 

“The next step was formally to sever my connexion with the Bar. 
I had passed all the examinations and was down to be called at the next 
calhng day. Naturally I hesitated, but finally on the very day I tele- 
graphed that my name must be removed. And so the tie was cut. It 
was not without some heart-searchmg and pain. But what brought 
pain was not so much severance from the Bar as severance from the 
hopes of a pohtical career to which the Bar was to lead. Indeed, some 
fifteen years passed before I could trust myself to visit the House of 
Commons. I was afraid that old wounds would bleed anew. 

“Then came inevitably hesitations and difficulties about the obhga- 
tions, intellectual and spiritual, of the new venture. I knew little or 
nothing about Anglican theology, and had only the vaguest notions 
about the principles or prejudices which determined ecclesiastical parties. 
For a long time I had known that if I were ever to identify myself with 
the AngHcan Church it would be on its Catholic side. Why else would 
any such step be worth while, for with all that’s best on the evangehcal 
side I had been famihar from childhood ? And such philosophic readmg 
as I had had inchned me in the same direction. Yet now, as ever since, 
the remembrance of my home, of the currents of concerted hfe and 
thought which had flowed through it, made it impossible to accept the 
rigorous and exclusive aspects of Catholicism. There were indeed times 
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when the more fundamental question thrust itself forward: ‘If you 
are to be ordamed to the priesthood, are you sure it ought to be priest- 
hood in the Anghcan Church and not priesthood in the Roman Church ? ’ 

“Here I may recall a very vivid dream in which these questions took 
shape and which for a time vaguely troubled me. With the mconsequence 
of dreams I was at Exeter station, possessed of a first-class ticket to London, 
and a warm rug, waituig for the London express and pleasurably antici- 
pating a comfortable journey. When the train drew up and I was 
shppmg into my first-class carriage, a hand was laid on my shoulder 
from behind and a voice of smgular sweetness and yet decisiveness said : 
‘I think you must turn and come third-class with me.’ I looked round 
and saw a figure holding a cloak before its face. I could not but obey 
the voice. I followed the figure into a third-class carriage. It sat down 
in front of me, withdrew the cloak from its face, and disclosed the 
features of— John Henry, Cardinal Newman ! Moral — leave the security 
and comfort of the Anglican Estabhshment and face the strangeness and 
ascetic disciphne of Rome. No man, I suppose, who has had to think 
out his rehgious position for himself, and who is by temperament inclined 
to the Cathohc position, can ever have failed to feel the immense attrac- 
tiveness of that august and world-wide communion. But a hberal bent 
of mmd and the evangehcal strain in my blood prevented me from 
yielding to it. I soon came to be convmced that the Anghcan Church, 
if true to its ideal, stands for a truer, higher, more spintual Catholicism 
than Rome. I must emphasise ‘if true to its ideal,’ for then and ever 
since I have felt here a difference from many at least who have been bom 
and bred in the Church of England. It is not to that Church as it is at 
any particular time or in any particular place that my loyalty is given, 
but to that Church in its ideal, as it might be, as I beHeve it is meant to be, 
as It is capable of becoming. And after all, it is to the ideal of any 
institution — the State, marriage, pohtical party — that ultimate loyalty 
is due and right. 

“The purely mtellectual difficulties which beset the Christian faith 
had already been met. As I have said before, such philosophic foundation 
as I had been able to build stood secure against their assault, though 
never agamst a full understanding of their force or a deep sympathy 
with those whom they assail. But it was difficult to find scope for a 
hberal bent of mmd m the Tractarian tradiuon ; and to me, as to many 
others then, a great and timely help towards reachmg a hberal Cathohcism 
came with the pubhcation of the essays in the volume called Lux Mundu 
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'‘On the intellectual side, therefore, I was ready to go forward 
towards Anglican ordination, but what of the spiritual side? It was 
there that I felt myself most lacking, for plainly it is only as protecting, 
vmdicating, interpreting reahty of spiritual experience that intellectual 
apprehension has any value. And here what had I but vague aspirations, 
imperfect prayers, and the memory of a strange summons ? Hence I 
went to Cuddesdon College, partly to test myself, partly because it had 
been the scene of that summons, chiefly because I hoped I might there 
learn something of the spiritual hfe of the Church. Here only the most 
humble and guarded language is fitting, for this is holy ground. But it 
would show a mere lack of gratitude — gratitude which I cannot fully 
acknowledge or bestow— if I did not record that under God the life at 
Cuddesdon did fulfil my need and my hope. There, assuredly, I at 
least learned what that spiritual life was, learned for the first time what 
mward communion with God in Christ meant in actual experience. 
Would to God I had been true to what I learned, followed it, and 
completed it.’’ 

It is a temptation to leave the story as Lang himself has told it, without 
comment or addition, for on so pnvate a matter a man is surely his own 
best witness. Yet it must be remembered that Lang wrote his account 
in 1929, and although the events of those spring weeks must often have 
been in his mind, and more and more as he grew older, after forty years 
time plays tricks with the memory. Adost people have had the expen— 
ence of being positive that something long past had happened in a 
particular way, only to be faced with irrefragable proof that it had 
happened otherwise, or of being quite sure of the geography of a par- 
ticular spot, seen many years before, only to discover, on revisiting it, 
that it was so different as to be almost unrecognisable. To the normal 
tricks of time in blurring or distorting the memory must be added Lang’s 
tendency, already observed, to give to the events of his life a dramatic 
form beyond their actual content; so that his testimony, though offered 
with confidence and in the utmost sincerity, cannot necessarily be 
accepted as final. ^ 

In these circumstances the letters he wrote at the time have an especial 
value. They leave out much that he has recorded ; they add some 
facts tliat he had apparently forgotten ; they give something of the 
background of his life during those weeks of decision ; and in the main 
although not entirely, they confirm his later narrative. 
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The relevance of what he wrote in 1889 and of what he wrote, in 
retrospect and after much reflexion, forty years later, cannot be ques- 
tioned. Nor are the opinions of those who knew him best, both at the 
time and afterwards, entirely valueless. He took few into his confidence, 
either then or ever, and none completely. Even his father and mother 
were unaware of the crisis through which their son was passing, of the 
momentous choice he was about to make, until he stood on the threshold 
of decision. Yet it is helpful to learn what they thought about it all, on 
the strength of what they knew of him and what he told them. To all 
this ancillary evidence should be added some rough notes possibly 
compiled by Lang in 1898, and if so antedating his other record by thirty 
years. 

Tupper-Carey, who rode with Lang on that afternoon in the early 
spring of 1889, had a perfect recollection of the occasion and the talk, 
which turned, as Lang has said, on whether or not “Tupper” himself 
should take Orders. As they walked their horses along the edge of the 
chalk downs above Ebberbourne, “Tupper” never suspected that his 
friend had begun to ask himself the same question ; he had no hint of 
what was happening until, on the day before Lang was due to be called 
to the Bar, he walked into ‘‘Tupper’s’’ rooms at Oxford. 

“What do you think I am going to do ? he asked. 

“You are going to be married,"’ said “Tapper,” whose own thoughts 
had begun to stray in that direction. 

“No, I am going to take Orders.” 

Lang has told how in the weeks that followed that ride on the Downs, 
always between him and his books or his briefs the same question kept 
thrusting itself forward : “Why shouldn’t you be ordained ? ” 

At last the debate upset my work. The question stared at me from 
the blue foolscap on which I was drawing pleadings ; it lurked in 
the pages of briefs ; it met me in the Courts ; it encountered me in 
the underground railway ; it followed me down the Embankment 
to Chambers ; it went to bed with me at night ; it rose with me in 
the morning. 

On April 30th he wrote at last to his father, feeling it “somewhat 
selfish” to trouble him when he was so preoccupied with the new 
church. But this was “a question of a change in my whole scheme of 
life.” He had had for some years “a vague uneasiness,” which had 
lately resolved itself into a feeling that “my true vocation is after all to 
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serve as a clergyman in the Church.” He realised that he would be 
putting behind him the allurements of political life, to which the Bar 
was to have been the key. But were pohtics so desirable and was success 
at the Bar so sure ? Those were “the lower grounds of my present state 
of mind . , . but you will believe me when I say simply that I kept down 
the feehng for the Church because I did not thmk I was in any way 
worthy of the holy office.” At least he was ready to give up his pohtical 
ambitions and fight against his besetting sms. And he beheved “in all 
humihty that I have some talents given to me by God which I can use 
for tbe good of others.” He was, however, still bothered by a sense of 
his unfitness. ‘ ‘ The thought forces itself upon me — ‘ Have you enough — 
shall I call it ^.—spiritual stock with which to begm ? ’ Candidly I say, 
‘No.’” But he had the hope that by honest effort this would come in 
time. He had not yet decided ; but if he should choose the Bar, his 
name must go in the next day and he would be called ten days later ; 
so time was short. He wrote at great length and begged for his father’s 
counsel and help. 

Four days later he had his answer. His father was indeed surprised. 
Except for a hint dropped once to Mrs. Lang, neither of the parents had 
had an inkhng of this new idea. Why had his son left it till so late an 
hour, when his trainmg was finished and he was about to be called ? 
“My feehng is that, unless there is a bias so strong that you must accept 
it as God’s biddmg, a bias to the Holy Ministry which means a positive 
antipathy to any prospect opened up by the Bar — all your discipline and 
all your traming for many years should be accepted as marking the way 
along which to do your part m the world.” If he had that bias and 
antipathy, “then one can only say Amen.” But let him consider well. 
He had spoken of the uncertainties of political hfe, but what was the 
prospect of the Church of England, with the case of the Bishop of 
Lincoln pending and Disestabhshment in the offing ? Of course, if his 
mind were really made up, there was no more to be said, save to remmd 
him that while “there is no callmg in which one’s life is more distinctly 
associated with things Highest and Hohest,” it was a vocation that 
“separates or should separate him from the ordmary ambitions of men 
and shuts him off to a consecrated life.” He had to admit a feeling of 
personal disappointment. He had entered too completely mto his son’s 
plans for himself not to be distressed by the thought of castmg them 
aside. But such a feeling did not really signify. “What you think, 
prayerfully and solemnly, you ought to do — ^you must do — ^we will 
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accept.” ‘‘Your mother sends her love. She has read over what I have 
written and concurs.” 

When we recall the sacrifices which father and mother had made to 
enable their son to receive the education necessary for a legal and poHtical 
career, their forbearance, when his letter dropped like a bomb on the 
breakfast-table of the Manse, must be judged remarkable ; the more so 
that it was not his father’s Church in which he would minister and that 
they were being rushed headlong into offering advice which would 
anyhow probably be too late to affect the decision either way. 

Lang replied at once. He still felt the fascmation of the old ambitions, 
but this that had come to him was something stronger. He had tried to 
put the life he had once hoped for in the most favourable hght, “and still 
and still the feeling that I can leave it all has been, I may almost say, 
weUing up in renewmg strength.” 

“I have not,” he went on, “perhaps reahsed to myself or conveyed 
to you how long this desire to enter the Church has been present with 
me, pushed aside by the rapidity and heedlessness of daily life, and yet 
assertmg itself again and again at special periods. So it is m no way a 
new idea.” 

At least It was not as new as Lang’s later account suggests. He was 
deeply sorry for his father’s disappointment. “But, my dear father, is 
It nothing to me to give up the dreams of my youth ? They are still 
there, bright and engaging as ever, spite of passing cold and freezing 
blasts of the real world. I have of course lived in them far more than 
you, and may I not, let me repeat, feel justified by being able calmly to 
watch them fade and vanish ? I know they will come back again. I 
know that that will be one of the great temptations and dangers of my 
new life.” But God would help him to overcome the temptation. 
Meanwhile his purpose had hardened and he had telegraphed to the 
authorities of the Inner Temple to ask them to withdraw his name from 
the list of those who were to be called. Much had happened since he 
had received his father’s letter. On the Saturday he had been to see 
Scott Holland and together they had discussed his difficulties. Scott 
Holland had been “most sympathetic and helpful,” but dubious of his 
vocation. Then he had gone to Oxford and on Sunday morning had 
received the Sacrament, asking for God’s guidance and getting, “more 
than on any other occasion, a real sense of God moving in my heart.” 
In the afternoon, agamst Scott Holland’s advice, he had walked over to 
Cuddesdon for the evening service at the parish church. There “I felt 
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that the request was in some measure answered and that I could not go 
back to the old hfe.” 

I did feel, as we rose to sing “Lead, Kindly Light” and the first strains 
of the beautiful hymn wandered down the aisle, that the hght of God 
was leading and that I must follow. 

The notes tell a httle more of his experience. 

Then we went to Evensong at the Parish Church. How well I 
remember the scene, the summer sun, the peace and shade of the old 
church, the white surphces of the students in the Sanctuary ! I sat 
alone in the httle seat immediately below where the pulpit used to 
be. The service passed, and the sermon. I only remember a curious 
feehng: “When is the answer to be given to me?” That it was 
coming, that it was inevitable, I could not doubt. “It” seemed then 
as ever strangely impersonal. The sermon closed, the hymn was 
given out. It was “Lead, Ejndly Light.” I knew that the answer 
had come. It fell upon me and I yielded. “ So long Thy power hath 
blest me, sure it still will lead me on.” The long debate was over, the 
grip had tightened; I had long ceased to resist, now I accepted. 
When the hymn was over I was on my knees, praying as I had never 
prayed before. When I left the Church I was already a candidate for 
Holy Orders. 

“Why should not you be ordained?” It was no longer an inter- 
mittent but insistent whisper : it was a Voice thundering in his ear. It 
was no longer a question : it was a command ; and he had walked back 
to Oxford over Shotover Hill with his mind at peace. 

In his notes Lang added details of the walk. He and Wakeman and 
Marriott had missed the last train at Wheatley, so they set off to walk, 
or rather to trot, to Oxford in the dark. They laughed and talked, 
walked and ran, and neither Wakeman nor Marriott, Lang supposed, 
had an idea of what had just happened to him. “As for me, I could have 
run for miles that night.” 

But Marriott at any rate had a sense of some strange event. Many 
years afterwards he wrote in The Memories of Four-^score Years : 

One Sunday in May 1889 I had gone over to Cuddesdon to spend 
the day with my old friend Bishop Stubbs.^ Lang had gone out the 
same day with Henry Offley Wakeman, like himself a Fellow of All 

^ The Rt. Rev. William Stubbs, Bishop of Oxford. 
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Sotils, to spend the day at the college for ordinands. After Compline 
at the college the three of us set out to walk hack to Oxford — some 
six miles away — over Shotover. It was a truly heavenly mght ; the 
sky was unclouded ; the soft air was fragrant with May blossom ; 
to the exquisite song of the mghtingales we tarried again and again 
to Hsten. It was stnkmg midnight as we crossed Magdalen Bridge, 
said good-night, and went our several ways. We had talked Httle : 
somehow I felt a sense of solemmty which has never left me. 

Had something happened to my old friend then just about to be 
called to the Bar ? I did not know ; hut very soon afterwards we 
learned that Lang had decided to abandon a career which would 
assuredly have led him either to lo Downing Street or to the Wool- 
sack, and to seek Holy Orders in the Church of England. 

A long time afterwards Marnott met Lang, then Archbishop ofY ork, 
staying at Lockinge for the week-end. On Sunday afternoon they went 
for a long walk togetlier on the Downs. Marriott continues : 

I asked him tentatively, “Do you remember another Sunday when 
we walked home together from Cuddesdon 

“Am I ever likely to forget it ?” he replied, very seriously. 

“May I tell you what my own feelings were that night ?” 

“Do,” he said. 

Then I made my confession: “I felt somehow that I had been 
in the presence of one who had been on the Mount of Transfigura- 
tion.” 

“That,” he said, “was exactly where I had been: that day was 
the tummg point of my Hfe.” 

So Lang always regarded that evenmg at Cuddesdon. Did he have, as 
he firmly beheved, a genmne spiritual experience, God’s direct answer 
to his prayers ? Or, as he himself hints, would a pathologist or psychol- 
ogist explain it all as the reaction of an overwrought and naturally 
emotional temperament to the circumstances of time and place, an 
evenmg of early summer in an old church and the moving strains of 
Newman’s hymn? The two answers do not exclude each other, for 
God works His Will in His own way, taking account of and using the 
human instrument. People will answer the question according to pre- 
disposition, but perhaps the opinion which Lang gave on page 65 is as 
near to the truth as we are likely to get. 

It was settled, and he removed his name finally from the Hst of those 
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who were to be called to the Bar in a few days" time. He had made his 
decision and already his mind was beginning to form an idea of the 
place he would occupy in the Church of England. 

I should wish to take my stand with those who have incorporated 
many of the best elements in the High Church ideal with the teaching 
of men hke Maurice and Kingsley. 

"‘The mention of Kingsley,’" he wrote in some notes on his time in 
London, "‘is the mention of the only personality which had so far 
got a hold of such rehgious hfe as I had. I remember reading his life 
in the duigy httle lodgings. . . . Well, that book spoke to me as no 
living voice ever had, and I remember distmctly closing it with the 
feehng that had I been good enough I should have liked to take 
Orders and witness to the Kmgsley ideal of Christianity.” 

He expanded his thoughts m letters to his mother a little later in the 
month. He had been reading Liddon’s Bampton Lectures and Gore’s 
book on the Church and the Ministry, the first with admiration, the 
second with misgivings. He found Gore’s doctrine of strict Apostohc 
Succession very difficult to accept. “Even if logically and historically 
sound in itself, the theory cannot be so much as safely stated without 
the widest quahfications.” It should be a source of quiet confidence to 
the Church of England in her own historical and doctrinal position, 
“not a blast of war against all outside it.” Nothing counted beside the 
supreme fact that “Jesus Christ, the Son of God, died and reigns.” 

He had met Gore, walked and talked with him. “He is a really fine 
man . . . and it is easy to see how the whole fabric of his inner hfe is 
based upon two tilings — the Real Presence of Our Lord m die Eucharist 
and the Apostolic Succession. And they undoubtedly give him and his 
hke an immense strength and confidence.” 

His ecclesiastical views apparently were causmg his mother some 
distress, for presently he was writing : “You are evidently in great fear 
at my gradual High Churchmg, Very terrible, isn’t it ? But I am not 
yet so shaven as to be an ideal member of the true fold. There are one 
or two tough and shaggy hairs which are likely to prove obstinate.” 
There was, once more, the Apostohc Succession. While he accepted it, 
he beheved that a Church possessing it might still err and the error be 
“so serious as almost to justify, at least to excuse, historical breaks from 
her.” The seceding bodies, although lacking the Apostohc Succession, 
could nevertheless be channels of God’s grace ; but the separation should 
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be temporary and their work transitional. One day they should seek 
readmittance to a Church which had purified itself. So much he con- 
ceded to the Kirk. 

PIis mother had also been shocked by his ready acceptance of the 
Real Presence, but the truth was that “we Scots are so steeped in anti- 
Roman suspicions that we don’t see the true force of words.” What 
he meant by “Real” was quite different from what she thought he 
meant. Finally, “Don’t be alarmed about people influencing me. I 
only wish I were a httle more open to influence. My fault is over-self- 
confidence, a tendency to stand too much on my own legs.” 

Indeed, at this stage he owed httle to any man’s influence, something 
perhaps to Scott Holland, but far more to his own mind and tempera- 
ment, modified by early doses of Hegel and the upbrmging of the 
Manse, Cathohc faith and order attracted him, both theologically and 
emotionally. It satisfied his historical sense and brought a dignity and 
seemliness to worship. But its more extreme adherents never failed to 
irritate him. Some of them seemed to set far too much store on trifles, 
to the neglect of essentials, to be more concerned with ecclesiastical 
millinery than with the truths it was intended to symbolise ; others were 
too distrustful of mtellectual exploration ; and few of them were suffi- 
ciently conscious of the social duty of the Church or of its evangehcal 
mission. So he launched his ship neither on the turbulent torrent, whose 
rapids the rituahsts were shooting, at some peril to themselves ; nor on 
the narrow but placid stream which Liddon and the lawful successors 
of Pusey and the Tractarians were carefully navigating. He chose, 
rather, a third arm of the river, that of Liberal Cathohcism, where he 
would be in the company of Gore, Scott Holland, and those who, a 
httle later, were to be the comrades of Lux Mundi. He would not 
always agree with them, nor they with him, but he was and remained 
nearer to them than to any other body in the Church. 

All this time he was writing to his mother of his doubts and diffi- 
culties. He needed confidants and so far he had told no one of his 
intentions, except Robert Cecil, Bowlby (the compamon of his journey 
to Germany), and Scott Holland. The last had put tests to him and 
now was apparently satisfied that he had a vocation. But to make quite 
sure, before committing himself finally, he should spend a short time 
in “the hot smelling dismalness of Bethnal Green, at the Oxford House.” 

Then Robson had to be told, not a task to which he looked forward. 
Bsobson would be overcome with surprise and do his best to dissuade 
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him. ‘‘Like so many of his gown, he thinks the Church only a sort of 
moral grandmother, best tended by meek and pious nonentities.” In 
the end Robson proved more sympathetic than Lang had dared to 
hope. 

At the end of May he went down to Barking in Essex to visit Hensley 
Henson,^ whose acquaintance he had made at All Souls and Oxford 
House. “He is exceedingly young — ^his only experience was as head of 
Oxford House — ^but of a fiery and contagious energy and most eloquent. 
He came six months ago to a parish dead—2so a good congregation in 
the church; and now, when he preaches, every seat is filled — iioo!” 
He had, Lang admitted, an “imruly tongue” and a “power of denuncia- 
tion and sarcasm ; but if these don’t spoil him, he will become a great 
cleric.” And a little later : “He is hy no means the extreme High Church- 
man you think, but m many ways what people call ‘broad.’ ” 

Henson had the attractive notion of estabhshing a kind of outpost of 
All Souls at Barking and asked Lang to come as his curate when he had 
finished his training. Lang was not sure that this would be wise. They 
were too much of an age, too “famihar,” and he felt that his first vicar 
should be someone who could treat him with authority. In the end he 
sent Henson a reluctant refusal. 

Where was I to begin my work J . . . The urge was strong to get 
among the people and to share with them that Gospel of the Revela- 
tion of God in Christ which had now laid hold on my loyalty. I 
knew no clergy working in populous parishes, but Edward Talbot 
had just left the Wardenship of Keble College to be Vicar of Leeds. 
I remembered my days and lectures among the artisans of Yorkshire. 
I did not know him well, but I had stayed with him at Keble for that 
humiliating meeting on behalf of Oxford House already recorded,^ 
So I ventured to write to him and ask whether he had a place for me 
on his staff. 

“It will be a great favour and, I think, a great boon to nie,” he told 
his mother. A few days later Talbot replied : “Your letter has refreshed 
my heart as few things could. ... I cannot hesitate a moment now to 
answer it. There shall be a place for you.” Lang could go to Leeds as 
soon as he was ordained. “I certainly feel that much the best thing I can 
do is to work under such strong and sagacious leadership as Dr. Talbot’s, 
in a great parish like Leeds.” 

^ The Rt. Rev. H. H. Henson, Bishop of Durham 1920-39. * See page 51. 
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Meanwhile, in spite of all these hard decisions, his ordinary life went 
on, divided between London and Oxford. He was dining out and 
meeting people, with much of his old enjoyment and interest. 

On Friday I rowed — or rather helped to row — a party down the 
river, among them Mrs. Humphry Ward of Robert Elsmere fame and 
her husband. She is a sedate, rather sad-looking woman of middle 
age, widi thoughtful eyes and a broad forehead, a Jewish nose and a 
not at all humorous mouth. No affectation and quiet, Hke a lady ; 
in fact I was rather pleased, but not fascinated. 

On Jime i6th he told his mother of his Confirmation at Lincoln, 
whose Bishop, Edward King, had just been cited to appear before the 
Archbishop of Canterbury on a charge of unlawful practices and rites. 

I was very glad of the opportunity of seeing and making the acquaint- 
ance of the Bishop, Not of course (to calm your suspicious mind) 
because I look upon him as our new Apostle and Martyr — ^not at all — 
but because he is himself one of the most saintly and delightful of 
men. Also I knew that he would not, as many would, hurry over a 
single Confirmation as a merely formal proceeding ; but that he 
would regard it as no less a spiritual reaHty because there was only 
one candidate. ... I had an hour’s talk with the Bishop. He is cer- 
tainly a beautiful old man. As an agnostic friend once said to me of 
him, “He at least has the Divine light in his eyes.” He was very 
kind and free in his manner and talk ; and one saw that beneath what 
many think his outward obstmacy is a really wonderful fund of 
sympathy and tolerance. It would do many good to hear the kindly 
and indeed brotherly way in which he spoke of dissenters. 

He arranged to confirm me in the chapel at half-past seven next 
mommg, before his usual morning Celebration. Accordingly, at 
that hour the little service took place in the old chapel, which had 
served Bishops from St. Hugh downwards. No one was there but 
myself and the chaplains as witnesses. As if to show how real and 
solemn even he deemed the service, he wore the full gorgeous dress 
of an Apostolical Bishop.” His address, too, was very careful, 
suggestive and full, . . . And so he laid his hands upon me. It was 
impossible not to feel that it was a very solemn ceremony, leaving 
behind it also increased means of helpfulness, increased responsibiUty 
for the ordering of life. The Holy Communion shortly afterwards 
in the same chapel was a fitting end. 
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Next week he was in London, saying good-bye to Robson and to 
Palace Chambers, ‘'the scene of many ambitions never to be fulfilled, 
of many sms to be wiped out, I trust, by a lifetime of higher service, of 
some depression, of more hopes, still possibly to be reahsed in fuller 
measure, of a strange mixed traming, through which, may I without 
hypocrisy believe ?, God was leadmg me in secret to this unthought-of 
end.’’ On one of his evenings he went by himself to see Irving and 
Ellen Terry in Macheth — "One of the finest things I ever saw” — and 
recalled a recent talk he had had with Canon Barnett of Whitechapel. 
He had asked Barnett what theology he should read, and the Canon had 
replied, "Brownmg and Shakespeare” — "m a way an absurd answer, but 
with a good kernel of truth, assuredly as to Shakespeare.” 

He had arranged to take his training at Cuddesdon. Where else 
would he go ? But first he had a short holiday in Jersey, much needed 
“after the turbulence of this change and the anxiety of making so 
momentous a decision.” 

The version of the letters, of his friends, and of his rough notes 
differs, as will have been seen, very little in essentials from the account 
he himself wrote forty years afterwards. The change of mind and heart 
was not qmte so sudden as, looking back, he thought it to have been. 
He had had a “vague uneasiness” for some years before he took his 
fateful ride with “Tupper.” The idea that his true vocation was the 
priesthood was in the background of his thoughts, in his subconsciousness. 
For a long time, perhaps, it had been piling up, hke a heap of explosives 
only waitmg for a spark to touch them off. So it is with many ; and 
some tiny, unrehearsed incident is the spark which releases all the power 
of an unsuspected charge. 





chapter X 

CUDDESDON 

T he choice of Cuddesdon was inevitable. Apart from an intimate 
association with Lang's recent spiritual crisis, it was close to Oxford 
and All Souls ; and the tradition of men like Liddon and Edward Eling 
was a magnet to any prospective ordinand who was attracted by the 
faith and practice of the Oxford Movement. So, on a day late in August 
1889, he and “Tapper" went there together. 

“After dimng with him (Lang) at All Souls," wrote “Tupper," “we 
drove out in a hansom to Cuddesdon, where he was deferentially 
received by the Principal. Although he was a Fellow of All Souls, 
and was on the eve of becoming a barrister, and might have been an 
M.P., yet he settled down quite happily among his fellow-students, 
who were all younger than himself." 

Onginally Lang had meant to stay for only one term and then to 
continue his theological reading at All Souls. He did not see himself 
happy for long m the juvemle and unfamiliar company at Cuddesdon, 
so plainly not his “sort," as he had observed on his first visit; “but 
gradually I found in most of them gifts of spirit which I lacked." Two 
of the students he mentions by name — ^F. W. Douglass, afterwards of 
the Oxford Mission to Calcutta, and Thomas Cook, who was to be 
Bishop of Lewes and died in 1928. “Nor can I forget the beautiful face 
and mind and spirit of Robert Ottley, the Vice-Principal." After Ottley's 
marriage the friendship, for some miexplained reason, flagged and finally 
failed, to Lang's lastmg regret. “ Ottley, the ‘ Vice,' I knew as an intimate 
friend : Ottley, the Canon of Christ Church, I never knew at all." 

There gradually came the sense of a new comradeship at once spiritual 
and human, a taste, as it were, of what the Fellowship of the Church 
might be. And more and more completely the place itself in the 
beauty of the Oxfordshire country, the view of the Chiltems across 
the wide plain, wound its spell around me. . . . When I recall these 
things, I think with surprise of the wise men who beHttle or indeed 
actively criticise a theological college such as Cuddesdon. For me 
at least the spirit of “the seminary" was unknown. The Prinapal, 
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good, quiet, shrewd Ducat, left me much to myself. I read in my 
own way and was not expected to attend lectures. 

Canon Ducat was a kindly httle man, a Tractarian of the School of 
Pusey and Liddon, steermg his ship with its human freight a trifle nerv- 
ously between the Scylla of Biblical criticism, where stood the beckoning 
and formidable figure of Charles Gore, and the Charybdis of Rome, 
whither two of his most promising ordinands, thereafter to be known 
as Dom Chapman and Dom Bede Camm, had lately been drawn. 

As might be expected, the events of the previous weeks had not only 
agitated the placid pool of the family circle at Woodlands Terrace, but 
had sent a few ripples into the wider waters of the Barony. Some of the 
parishioners were disposed to treat it almost as a scandal that the 
Ivlinister’s son not only should have apostatised from the Church of his 
upbringing, but was even touching the dangerous playthings of the 
Oxford Movement. Lang’s family shared the qualms about Cuddesdon. 
It is true that his father, after those first hesitations, does not seem to have 
offered any further counsel. If he wrote, the letters no longer exist. 

Though always loyal to his own Church, he had many sympathies 
with the Church of England. When I told him of my intention to 
be ordained in that Church, he was in no way displeased, though he 
was, I think, a little disappomted that I had turned from other 
ambitions, and sometimes, though very quietly and gently, troubled 
by some of the consequences which my new life brought with it. 
There was never any kind of breach between us. 

Lang kept his old regard for the Church of Scotland, which he had 
once defended so eloquently in a speech to the Oxford Union. He had 
a particular esteem for the ministers of the Church. Years after he had" 
left it he wrote ; 

With all my experience of English ecclesiastics, I am bound to say 
that I have not met among them many men of the personal dignity, 
impressiveness, elevation of tone and manner, which I associate with 
the great Scottish ministers whom I can remember in my youth. 

The Minister, though “gently troubled,” may have kept silence; 
but Mrs. Lang appears to have conveyed to her son the misgivings felt 
by her and some of her friends in the congregation. Their chief dislike 
was of ritualism, but on this Lang was quite unrepentant. Side by side 
with the supreme truths of which the Church was the repository, details 
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of rites ‘‘were really too small to worry about.” If some people were 
helped in their worship by these suspected practices, provided no wide 
doctrine of the Church was contradicted, “why in heaven’s name 
shouldn’t they be let alone?” That remamed very much his attitude 
to such questions all his hfe, to the equal disappointment of those who 
upheld and those who challenged Catholic ceremonial. In the same 
letter Lang commented with amusement on Patrick’s conviction that 
his younger brother had changed all his plans because “he had fallen in 
love and wished to marry.” 

He still wrote to his mother every week, but his path and that of his 
family, which had begun to diverge in his first days at Oxford, were 
drawmg further and further apart. Until 1886 Lang had always taken 
his holidays with them ; after that year he had his own separate plans. 
The days when he had demanded “boat, bathing, and no snobbishness” 
were indeed over. His friends and his interests were no longer theirs ; 
and while there was never any estrangement and no single year marks 
the change in relationship, they came to mean less and less in his life, 
and he in theirs. Patrick was to be a banker, to stand for Parhament, 
and to serve his country in the Ministries of Reconstruction and Muni- 
tions. Douglas made his home in South Africa, where eventually he 
became Public Accountant and Auditor in Johannesburg. Marshall 
was to be a minister, and m time Moderator of the Church of Scotland, 
like his father before him. Norman, following his brother’s example, 
was to enter the Church of England, to be Bishop Suffragan of Leicester 
and later Assistant Bishop of Peterborough, a career which brought 
him closer to his brother than were the other members of the family. 
David, the youngest, was an invahd all his life and never left the family 
circle. Hannah, the only sister, in the family tradition married the Rev. 
Robert Barclay, Minister of the West Kirk, Greenock. 

In the coming years they would see their brother from time to time, 
visit him and stay with him, but rather as guests than as members of the 
same family. With his mother alone the old relationship endured until 
the day of her death. If the others henceforth have little place in the 
story, it is because they had, it must be owned, httle place m his life. 

He had engaged himself for the autumn of 1889 to deliver some 
lectures in Cornwall; and after viewmg the prospect with dread, he 
rather enjoyed the tour. At Redruth he had tea with a curate, discover- 
ing some of the less attractive features of clerical life and an argument 
for the cehbacy of the clergy. He was lecturing on the very diverse 
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subjects of the Tudors and Tennyson, and once agam found his most 
repaying audiences among working men. He made time between 
lectures to see a little of the country, and a visit to Land's End, with the 
Atlantic breaking thunderously on the chffs, left him reflecting, ‘T can 
feel what a poor, sorry fool I am, for all this brave show of words." 

November saw him back at Cuddesdon; for he had decided to 
continue his reading there and not, as he had first intended, at All Souls. 
His letters to his mother begin to be largely about the books he has been 
reading : the Life of F. D. Maurice (not for the first time), as an antidote 
to too much doctrine ; the Prophecies of Isaiah ; the First Epistle to the 
Corinthians, which set him wondering “whether to admire St. Paul 
more as a saint or as a gentleman ! " Fmally there was Lux Mundi, which 
had just appeared. His father must get it at once. “ It marks — especially 
Gore's essay on Inspiration — the absorption of the best ‘Broad Church' 
thought with ‘High Church.’ To me it is a specially interesting book." 

In December he preached his first sermon. “When I was at the 
Temple I used to think with characteristic presumption that I might 
have been a ‘great hand' at preachmg. Now I am so humiliated by my 
want of knowledge and, above all, of personal experience that I feel as 
if I could not and dared not say anythmg." 

But Cuddesdon had a hghter side too. He played football, with 
vigour but without much proficiency. The irrepressible “Tupper," 
who was taking his training in a spirit of devotion tempered by gaiety, 
was one of his most frequent companions. In later years Lang would 
tell how “Tupper" once asked Mrs. Stubbs from the Bishop's Palace to 
tea. She had never been mside the College and, hke the ladies of the 
Barony, regarded it with fear and suspicion. As “Tupper" took her 
round, they came across a collection of doormats in a passage. “These," 
he whispered conspiratorially to his horrified guest, “are the hair shirts 
for the students, for use in Lent." 

“Tupper" too was to go after ordmation to the Pansh Church at 
Leeds ; and he and Lang made a preliminary reconnaissance in company, 
staying with the Talbots and arranging to set up house together. “It's 
strange how our hves, otherwise utterly dissimilar, are running," com- 
mented Lang. But his greatest friend at Cuddesdon was Thomas Cook. 
“I am, I suspect, at bottom a naturally soHtary person, who has some- 
where, rather hard to reach, a strong craving for particular affection." 
Thomas Cook was one of the very few who ever penetrated to this 
hidden spot. 
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Mr. Harold Anson, afterwards Master of the Temple, joined the 
College in the autumn and has some recollections of Lang. 

He lived in lodgings between the College and the Church, and we 
did not see a great deal of him. He gave one a feeling of reserve, 
and some of his fellow-students stood somewhat in awe of him. His 
chief friends were A. D. Tupper-Carey . . . Kenneth Mackenzie, 
afterwards Bishop of Argyll and the Isles, F. W. Douglass, now of the 
Oxford Mission to Calcutta, and Cook, afterwards Bishop of Lewes. 
A few of us sat at a small table for meals, which gamed the unhappy 
name of the ‘‘Scomers’’’ Table, perhaps because we were apt to jibe 
at some of the ritual excesses of some of our fellow-students and at 
a few mmor regulations of the College which we thought irksome 
and unnecessary. 

I remember Lang’s indignation when the Principal gave out in a 
lecture that marriage with a deceased wife’s sister must be utterly 
condemned because of the Old Testament prohibition and the 
tradition of the Church. Lang asked for a debate on the subject 
and suggested to me that I should act as soHcitor and he as Counsel. 
An open debate on Church prohibitions was something rather new 
and rather shocking to the Principal. When the hour came, the 
Principal laid down the law to which we were expected to conform. 
Then Lang rose up and ‘‘wiped the floor,” demohshing mercilessly 
the Prmcipal’s argument and carrying all the students with him. I 
think the Prmcipal, proud as he was of Lang, felt that this was a scene 
which must not occur agam. 

We always recognised that Lang was far away ahead of us all. 
We each had to read a sermon to the staff and students m church. 
This was an awesome imdertaking, and we went through the ordeal 
with fear and trembling ; but when Lang’s turn came, he spoke with 
entire self-assurance and without a note. We called him the Lord 
High Cosmopolitan. . . . 

I always found him most friendly, but he never let one get inside 
his mtellectual and emotional defences. I thmk the highly charged 
but entirely sincere rehgious corporate hfe was something quite new 
to liim, and all his life he looked back to it as a turning point. 

In early April he spent his first Holy Week and Easter as an Anghcan, 
It was, he reported, “a spiritual dissipation” of services, culminating, as 
midnight struck on Easter Eve, with “the sudden burst of long-sup- 
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pressed jubilation. — ‘Jesus Christ is risen to-day, Alleluia,’ followed by 
the beautiful old Nocturne for Easter Eve and then by the Hallelujah 
Chorus on the organ ; while the bells of the Church outside were ringing 
a peal of joy.” “God did enable me during the past week,” he wrote, 
“to get a Httle further into the secret of the Christian mystery and to 
realise a httle more fully what the Passion and Resurrection of Our Lord 
mean, not only in the history of the world, but in the history of the 
individual soul.” He ended with a lament : “It made me quite sad on 
Easter Sunday to think how feeble and beggarly was the welcome of 
my native country to the Risen Kmg.” 

A more mundane mcident is related by “ Tupper.” It was the custom 
for the students to give up smoking during Lent, and he recalled seeing 
Lang enter the Chapel at midnight with a face as white as a sheet, having 
just had his first pipe after the Lenten abstinence. 

He was to be ordained on Trmity Sunday by the Bishop of Oxford. 
His opimons were settlmg and takmg shape. “More and more I become 
convinced that the way of viewing the Christian Faith which is wanted 
in our time is one that shall combine that firm sacramental teaching 
which was the kernel of the Oxford Movement with the candour, 
freedom and breadth of view which marked Maurice, Kingsley and 
Robertson of Brighton.” Lux Mundu with all its imperfections and 
despite the shadow of Liddon’s disapproval, pointed the way. 

As for himself, as the day drew near, to his doubts of his own spiritual 
adequacy was added a fear that he might turn into the “spiky” and 
dogmatic type of young clergyman he had always disliked. “One of 
the Cecils and young Peel came out to see me the other day, to examine 
how far I had degenerated into the mere cleric, or worse still, the 
Cuddesdon cleric. I think their report was favourable.” “I hope,” he 
wrote a little later, “the coat won’t wholly parsonise me.” 

On the Tuesday before Whitsunday he went into retreat. “If it 
isn’t real to me,” he wrote of his coming Ordination, “ . . . then God help 
me. Life will henceforth be an intolerable imposture.” But real it 
would be, he trusted, for God’s Kindly Light had been leadmg him, 
from Glasgow to Oxford, from Oxford to London, from London to 
Cuddesdon, and so to this moment. “Surely everywhere are the signs 
of His pardon and guidance.” 

He was ordained by the Bishop of Oxford (on the title of his Fellow- 
ship at AE Souls) at half-past ten on the morning of Trinity Sunday, in 
Cuddesdon Parish Church. “It is over,” he wrote to his father and 
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mother, neither of whom could be present “I am a deacon in the 
Church of Christ, dedicated to His service for life.” He had been moved, 
“even to tears,” when he had entered the church in procession to the 
strains of Bright’s Ordmation hymn, and when presently the hands were 
laid on his head and he heard the solemn words of commission. He 
never forgot the awe and joy of the occasion. He read the Gospel at 
the service, of which neither then nor later would he write or speak much. 
I suppose we Scotsmen are men of such strong emotions that we are 
compelled to keep them under strict restraint. Suffice it to say that 
on that day restramt was impossible, and a tide of overwhelming 
emotions rose. Little wonder, surely, if only because this Church 
was the very place where that unexpected summons had come and 
where I had learned the best and deepest secrets of life. 

Among his papers, after his death, a scrap of writing was found on 
which he had jotted down the prayers he would use and the resolutions 
he would make on that Trinity Sunday. 

O Love, I give myself to Thee, 

Thine ever, only TThine to be. 

This day I consecrate all that I have or hope to be to Thy service — 
— all that I have been I lay at the foot of Thy Cross. O Crucified 
Lord ! forgive the sins of my past hfe ; fold me within the embrace 
of Thy all-prevailing sacrifice ; purify me by Thy Passion ; raise me 
by Thy perfect submission. Son of Man, hallow all my emotions 
and affections ; gather them to Thyself and make them strong only 
for Thy service, enduring through Thy Presence. Eternal Word, 
sanctify my thoughts ; make them free with the freedom of Thy 
Spirit. Son of God, consecrate my will to Thyself; imite it with 
Thine ; and so fill me with Thine own abundant Hfe. King of Glory, 
my Lord and Master, take my whole being, redeem it by Thy Blood ; 
engird it with Thy power ; use it in Thy service ; and draw it ever 
closer to Thyself From this day forth, O Master, take my life and 
let it be ever, only, all for Thee. 

Attached is a Hst of his resolutions. 

1. To be more strict in self-examination, that sense of sin and of 
dependence on Christ may be deepened. 

2. To rise daily at latest at 7 a.m. and to spend at least half an hour 
before breakfast in prayer and meditation. 

3. To spend at least i ( ? hour) every day in studying the Bible. 
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Sins to be specially guarded against. 

Self-conceit and jealousy, with self-consciousness. (Illegible 
words) — careless use of time. 

Ambitions. 

1. To found at some time, if God will, an Order of the Cross, lay 
and clerical, to combine for prayer and communion and active 
warfare against evil, spe [daily] drunkenness, impurity and in- 
fidehty. 

2. To have influence over men and esp[edally] young men. 

3. To promote the Unity of the Church in Great Britain. 

So his time at Cuddesdon ended, but not, so long as he lived, his 
association with the College. Like All Souls and later Ballure, but 
differently, Cuddesdon was a place to which, year after year, he would 
return as to a home. 

I look back to that year at Cuddesdon not only as the happiest I had 
ever spent, but as one which brought to me things widiout which 
all my after life would have been a weary and perhaps a barren toil. 
. . . However pitiful the lapses of life have been, it was at Cuddesdon 
that I discovered, as a quiet inward joy such as nothing in the world 
can give, the sense of a Divme Companionship in thought and prayer. 

After he had become Archbishop, when other claims upon him 
allowed, he would spend Holy Week at Cuddesdon. 

“The Parish Church of Cuddesdon is the true Mecca of my religion,’* 
he wrote, “the most sacred spot on earth to me.” 
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LEEDS 

L ang’s next port, after Cuddesdon, was Leeds ; but it was nearly 
All Souls agam. Just before Ordmation, the Warden offered him 
the post of Chaplam and Domestic Bursar for one year. Lang was much 
tempted, since the position would give him the opportunity he needed 
of filhng up the gaps in his readmg. In the end, however, he refused. 
To go back to All Souls would be too much of a return on his tracks 
and he wanted to be “up and domg.” So to Leeds he went. 

Once, when he was reading for the Bar, a speech-making journey 
had taken him through the city. 

The train stopped just under the tower of what I came to know and 
love as the old Pansh Church. Below the railway embankment v^as 
a group of dirty hovels. I said to myself, “There’s a church and I 
suppose some poor devil of a parson is working m this slum.” Then 
I saw a figure in a black coat and top-hat ^ moving through the slum ; 
and I said, “And there goes the poor devil himself!” I httle thought 
that within some eighteen months I would myself be the parson in 
that very place. 

The Parish Church at Leeds has a noble tradition dating back to 1837 
and Dr. Hook’s famous ministry, in which the garnered fruits of the 
Tractarians were brought to a great industrial city. In Hook’s day new 
churches and schools were founded ; old churches were rebuilt ; missions 
were launched. A city which for generations had been doimnated by 
Nonconformity became a stronghold of the Church of England, and the 
Parish Church, the centre and powerhouse of these activities, had almost 
the status of a cathedral. Thither in 1888 went Edward Stuart Talbot, 
after eighteen years as Warden of Keble. 

He was a reverent disciple of the great Tractarians, but he had learnt 
from his master (whom longo intervallo I would also humbly call my 
own), Richard Church, Dean of St. Paul’s, to combine this reverence 

^ A note is added : “ It was then a point of honour that curates of the Parish Church 
should wear top-hats and long frock-coats, as a badge of aristocracy, to distinguish them 
from the more common or garden curates in the aty.’^ 
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with a larger outlook ; and he had been one of that brilliant company 
of Oxford Churchmen— such as Gore, Holland, Ulmgworth, Francis 
Paget, Aubrey Moore — ^whose spirit of hberal Cathohcism had been 
expressed in the volume Lux Mundi. Indeed, so wide were hi$ sym- 
pathies that it used to be said at Leeds that if you wanted to be a really 
intimate fnend of the Vicar you had better profess to be agnostic ! 
No man was ever a more devoted ‘‘Catholic” in the best sense of 
the term : no man was ever less of the mere ecclesiastic. His sermons 
were rather over the heads of the average Leeds man or woman and 
sometimes suffered . , . from lack of compression. But to those who 
had ears to hear they always stimulated both mmd and spirit ; and 
often he would emerge from the tangle of his thoughts into some 
clear, rmgmg phrase. It was perhaps in the Chapter of the huge 
Leeds Deanery, containing some forty clergy, and in private con- 
versation that his noble spirit and large mind had most influence. 
For he was one of the comparatively few men I have known whose 
mere personaHty was itself a potent influence for good. 

Lang liked to tell a story, subsequently printed in Lady Stephenson’s 
Edward Stuart Talhoty illustrating how slowly but surely the new Vicar 
gained his hold on Leeds. 

Just before I left I was talking to a typical, downright, good-hearted, 
self-made business man, who kept his Yorkshire speech. “ I can’t mak* 
nowt o’ that Vicar. He’s a good man, right enoof, and a clever, I 
suppose, but he’s too ’oomble for the likes of uz : we want a strong 
man i’ Leeds.” 

I merely said, “Wait a year or two and you’ll change your mind.” 

Returning to Leeds just before the Vicar’s departure as Bishop 
of Rochester, I met my fnend again. He had no recollection, though 
I had, of our own previous conversation. But he said; “Nay, it’s 
a bad business is this o’ t’owd Vicar goin’. He’s gotten a hold o’ this 
place, sure enoof. He’s taught me summat I never thowt, that it’s 
the ’oomble man that’s strong.” 

Mrs. Talbot was a Lyttelton by birth. 

She was then ... in what for anyone else would have been called a 
full age, just delightful, so bright and fresh and keen, flavouring real 
goodness with a charming spice of diablerie (I can find no other word). 
I always used to say that she at least managed to make the best of 
both worlds. 
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I can’t resist telling the story of the day when a representative of 
the Leeds ladies — a very earnest woman — brought her the present 
she had chosen on her leaving Leeds. I think the ladies were surprised 
by her choice : it was a set of diamonds. But the earnest woman 
who brought the gift looked even more surprised when Mrs. Talbot 
held the diamonds up before the light and slowly said, with eyes 
sparkling like the diamonds themselves : “ O diamonds, diamonds ! 
I think I could sell my soul for diamonds.” Her many friends will 
recogmse how well these spontaneous words expressed that frankness 
and unconventionahty which was one of her many charms ; yet how 
they travestied her real depth of faith and goodness. It must be 
difficult for younger folk who have known her only when she has 
suffered from the deafness which she has borne with such gallantry,^ 
to realise that in the days of her prime she was the life and soul of 
any talk that was going on, hopping from pomt to point like a bright 
and cheerful bird among the twigs of a tree. She made the Vicarage 
a place of light and life. It was to me a delightful home. 

Lang was nearly twenty-six when he went to Leeds. He and 
“Tupper” had taken a small but comfortable house in Brxmswick Place, 
just outside the parish, where they lived together for three months, until 
‘‘Tupper” married. Lang was best man at the wedding and later joined 
the “Tuppers” in the Tirol, where they were spending their honey- 
moon. “Tupper” gave him a warm welcome and characteristically 
asked him to look after the bride for a day or two while he went climb- 
ing! 

On returning to Leeds, Lang had to find fresh quarters. 

With the ardour of youth I had at once set my heart on living in the 
midst of the poor folk who surrounded the Parish Church. One 
who had as a layman enthused about University Settlements could 
scarcely as a parson be content to hve ekewhere. Simpson ^ and an 
elder curate known as Father Marks promised to join me. The other 
curates were very snifiy about our project, but the Vicar smiled upon 
our zeal. The difficulty was to get any sort of house in what was 
then a very derelict quarter of Leeds. At last an old public-house, 
which had been deprived of its licence, was secured. It was placed 
most conveniently, just beside the church, at the end of old Church 
^ She died in 1939. 

* Canon J. G. Simpson, Canon and Precentor of St. Paid^s Cathedral, 1911-1928, Dean 
of Peterborough, 1928-1942. 
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Row. But other conveniences besides that of site there were none. 
The public bar-room (retainmg the bar) became our refectory, the 
more private bar-parlour with its stone floor became at first my 
study. My bedroom, which was never carpeted, was over one of 
the single rooms which aboimded in that district, where tramp-folk 
lodged at sixpence a night. I used often to be disturbed by the oaths 
and screams of quarrelsome couples below. I once found in that 
room in utter squalor a man who had been a boy at Eton. I was then, 
Tve been ever since, a drifter,’’ so he said, ‘‘and I’ve drifted down to 
this.” After a year I migrated to another small house next door — 
so small that it had been condemned as a dwelhng-house — a ground- 
floor room which could just hold a wnting-table, a small bookcase 
and two chairs, which was my study, an upper room for bedroom 
(uncarpeted), contaimng an iron bedstead (on which I slept even at 
Bishopthorpe !), a small wash-stand, a chair and a tin bath. There 
was no bathroom m either house. This bedroom was so low that 
I could just stand upright within it and no more. This was my home 
for nearly three years, and I found it quite sufficient. 

Sufficient it may have been : luxurious it certainly was not. Once, 
when fiang was away, “Tupper” had the misfortune to sleep in his bed 
and reported the mght the most uncomfortable he had ever spent. The 
bed had only a blanket and sheet over a chain mattress. The chams ate 
into poor “Tupper’s” bones; the wind whistled through the ill-fitting 
boards ; and in the end, to get any sleep at all, he took the blanket off 
the bed and spent the rest of the night on the floor. 

When Lang was Archbishop of York, he had to make a speech on 
Housing. He surprised his audience by remarking that once on a time 
he had lived most comfortably in a condemned tenement. 

A few days later he received the following letter : 

The Committee of the Ananias and Sapphira Club present their 
compliments to the Archbishop of York and beg to inform him that 
he has been elected an honorary member of the Club by virtue of 
the services rendered to the Club by the following extract. 

An enclosed cutting from a newspaper gave the Archbishop’s remarks. 

To this old “pub” came with me Marks and Simpson and Charles 
Tyler, whom later, when he married, we called “Demas,” as he had 
forsaken us, having loved this present world, and his new house we 
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called Thessalomca. He was succeeded by a cheery Mullins from 
South Africa. 

At first we were served by an ex-soldier and his wife. We had 
advertised for a couple without “encumbrances’’ in the way of 
children. Ere long the lady became unwell and we suffered much 
in consequence. But we were too innocent to divine the reason. 
One day I met Heygate, the Clerk in Orders (as the second Senior 
Curate was called), and on my approach he was convulsed by 
laughter and gasped congratulations on the birth of a baby at the 
Clergy House ! For many days and from many quarters we received 
tender enquiries as to the welfare of the Clergy House baby. As 
soon as possible the parents and their “encumbrance” were removed, 
and we ran no such risks again. We were a very happy and merry 
party, and so successful was our pioneer experiment that after I left 
Leeds the present commodious Clergy House was built, almost in 
the same place. 

The staff of the Parish Church was indeed “a very happy and merry 
party.” 

There was Wynne Healey (afterwards in my episcopal district in 
London as Vicar of St. Clave’s, Woodberry Down), a bachelor of 
bachelors, a clerical Comey Grain, an accomplished artist ahke in 
musical sketch and cookery, who disciplined our young enthusiasms 
by caustic criticism, yet who really loved his work and won much 
love in return. 

There was “ Rat” Heygate, the “ Clerk in Orders,” a most devoted 
parish priest, and there was Simpson, “the Prophet” as we called 
him, whom we tried to tame, and who combined prophetic zeal with 
a boisterous humour. His sermons even then reached a high level, 
both of thought and rhetoric, in the best sense of that often misused 
word. There was Tupper-Carey, then as ever since “Tupper,” our 
Peter Pan who could never grow up, unconventional and lovable, 
at home in public-houses and yet devout with an almost French 
fervour, a really heroic worker among the poor. There was “Father” 
Marks, blending an earnest seriousness with a sly humour. 

Happy as Lang was in their companionship, he yet felt that some- 
thing was lacking. 

“It sometimes makes me sad,” he wrote to the Vicar towards the end 
of his time in Leeds, *to reflect that among all my fellow-curates 
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there is hardly one, with the exception of that dear boy ‘Tapper,’ 
with whom I can exchange any thought that bears on one’s own inner 
life. I hate hlahhing about such things ; but the want of such talk 
occasionally does give a degree of loneliness to one’s life which seems 
strange in one of outward fellowship.” 

The craving contmually recurred throughout his hfe, undiminished 
by a regretful awareness that the fault was not wholly with his com- 
panions. 

They too were conscious of this aloofness. Canon Simpson, “the 
Prophet,” recalls him as a friendly, even an affectionate, colleague, who 
dispensed nicknames to the other curates and “ragged” them in a good- 
tempered way. “But we hardly ventured to return the compliment. 
. . . His relationship with us was rather that of the friendly young don 
than of the feUow-undergraduate.” Canon Simpson repeats the remark 
of a Dundee lady who heard Lang preach in Edinburgh : “Mr. Lang 
seems to me one of those Scotsmen who never allow you to see their 
mmds in undress. His ideas are presented to you ready-made in the 
shop window.” 

Then there was the Vicar himself, who won at once and ever retained 
Lang’s warm affection and respect. 

Certainly contact with his personahty was the richest gift he gave to 
me and — ^in greater or less measure — to all his curates. He knew then 
little or nothing of parish work ; he was there a learner like our- 
selves. But, what was of infinitely greater value, we felt that in his 
presence all our little meannesses and faults were rebuked, all our 
rash and ready judgments sifted, all our best ideals both disciplined 
and quickened. I can’t well express what I owed then, and have 
owed ever since, to his mind, his spirit, his example. I only wish I 
had proved more worthy of them. 

Lang was in and out of the Vicarage constantly. A man would never 
know whom he would find there. There was a sprinkling of young 
Talbots and Lytteltons about. There would be some of the men who 
counted in the life of Leeds ; there would be friends from Oxford and 
London, dons, scientists, or pohticians like Arthur Balfour, an occasional 
visitor at Easter, with whom Lang walked and talked. “Through the 
gate of the Vicarage,” Lang recalled, “there was a new intercourse 
between the grit of Leeds and the grace of the outside world.” 

His visits there were not, of course, simply social. Once a week two 
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or three of the curates were summoned to the Vicarage at seven-thirty 
in the morning to read with Dr. Talbot for an hour, usually from "‘the 
Fathers,” over a cup of coffee. Lang remarks that the exurates endured 
the walk of two miles uphill from the Clergy House to the Vicarage at 
seven in the morning in the cause of sustaining the tradition of sound 
learning among the English clergy. 

“To be in the Vicar’s presence, once you knew him,” Lang wrote 
to his mother when he was leaving Leeds, “was at once an inspiration 
and a rebuke. God bless the' ramshackle old creature,^ one of the best 
of His sons on earth.” 

Dr. Talbot returned the regard in full measure. “Tupper” has it 
that Lang “was consulted on matters of poHcy by the Vicar far more 
than the senior curate” ; and accordmg to Canon Topham, then curate 
at an adjacent church. Dr. Talbot was heard to say at luncheon that 
“Lang will some day be Archbishop of Canterbury.” 

His talent for preachmg was at once recogmsed — though two of his 
earliest sermons were ruined by unhappy circumstances. 

I shall never forget my first sermon. It was delivered on my very 
first Sunday in Leeds at a neighbouring half-country parish church, 
where the parson was ill and I was sent to take his place. There was 
a tiny congregation. Half-way through my discourse there suddenly 
rose a roar as of a bull of Bashan. An immense man was seized with 
an apoplectic fit. The children who were near the door rushed out 
in terror and would not return. Two or three men in the choir tried 
to carry the poor man out, but he thrust out his great legs, like 
weaver’s beams, and smashed the seats. By this time hardly any 
congregation was left and only three or four nerve-wracked survivors 
heard the end of my discourse. 

Afterwards he told his mother that he had had to endure much chaff 
from his clerical colleagues on the catastrophic result of his first sermon. 

Then there was the occasion when he made his debut at the Men’s 
Service. 

It was at the Pansh Church. I was in the full flood of youthful 
eloquence when an old, tall, white-haired man rose and said aloud : 
“ Yoong man, stow that : I’ve heard it all before ; aw’m for home,” 
And he strode out. 


^ Dr. Talbot was not yet fifty I 
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himself and Father Talbot suggest, that what later he gained in facilit5r 
and experience, he lost in freshness and fire. When he was Bishop of 
Stepney he came back to preach at the Leeds Parish Church ; and as 
he came out after his sermon, one of the girls he had known in the old 
days stopped him and said: “Nay, but ye preached better than that 
when ye were nobbut a curate.” 

So swiftly did his reputation grow that, although still a deacon,^ he 
was mvited to the Minster by the Dean of York. Unfortunately the 
Dean (A. P. Purey-Cust had not reahsed Lang's ecclesiastical status, 
and when told that he was only a deacon, was greatly disturbed. 

“I fear,” he said, "‘it is agamst all the rules for a deacon to preach in 
the Minster. 

Lang at once offered to withdraw. 

“No, no,” said the Dean, “that won't do.” A Quondam Fellow of 
All Souls himself, a perfect solution had occurred to him. Lang should 
preach, not as a deacon, but as a Fellow of All Souls ; and through this 
odd hole in the regulations Lang chmbed for the first time into the pulpit 
of the Minster. 

As time went on, he was asked to preach outside the diocese. In 
November 1892 he was at Westmmster Abbey and, as he wrote to his 
mother, could not help recalling his visit there at the age of sixteen, when 
he had looked at the statues of the statesmen and wondered if one day 
his own statue would be among them. 

Besides the services, the visiting, the Missions, and all the routine of 
the Parish Church, other work crowded in on him. On the death of 
the Principal of the Clergy School, now vanished but then high in 
reputation, for two terms he took charge as actmg Prmcipal, an unusual 
post for a curate who was still a deacon. He still gave occasional lectures, 
mostly for the University Extension Delegacy, and, entering the columns 
of the local press, contributed to the Leeds Mercury and the Yorkshire 
Post, His journalistic enterprises did not win the unmixed favour of all 
his colleagues, and one evening Simpson posted on the board of the 
Clergy House what purported to be a message from the editor of the 
Leeds Mercury inviting Lang to write a leading article on the Boxmg 
Kangaroo ! 

In 1891, when the Parish Church kept its jubilee, Lang was almost 

^ He was ordained priest at St. Mary's, Reading, on May 24th, 1891, but left no account 
of the ceremony either in his letters or in his autobiographical notes. 

* Dean of York from 1880 to 1916, when he died. 
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inevitably charged with the compilation of a commemorative volume, 
which duly appeared under the title of Church and Town for Fifty Years, 
Although in literary merit far excelling other works of the kmd, un- 
guarded references to previous vicars still alive were the cause of some 
offence. 

But, as he looked back on those days at Leeds, the memories that 
held and moved him most were of the humble people among whom 
he had worked. Of them he wrote at length. 

My district was the Kirkgate and the courts opening out from it, 
including the dirty slum on which I had looked down from the train. 
To this later was added the Marsh Lane district, the most squalid part 
of Leeds. ... I never saw anything worse, or indeed as bad, in East 
London. A few of my folk were decent artisans and small shop- 
keepers, more were casual labourers, most were the demzens of 
common lodging-houses or single rooms let out for the night. I 
don’t think I exaggerate when I say that my first flock contained 
2000 human ( ?) beings whose homes were either rooms let at sixpence 
a night or a corner in a lodgmg-house kitchen. I wonder where they 
all went when these squalid hovels were at last swept away. Some 
of them, especially the women in the Marsh Lane courts, were worse 
than beasts, for beasts are not degraded. I seem to see now their 
unkempt hair, their tattered clothes, their bleared eyes looking out 
at me with sullen suspicion. Many of them were the lowest class of 
prostitutes, but indeed, to put it bluntly, the unashamed promiscu- 
ousness of living made even the ordmary brothel respectable in com- 
parison. . . . 

I often had to interfere . . . with fierce fights. I found that it was 
generally possible to separate men, but never women, if they had 
once had their hands in each other’s hair ! Once that stage had been 
reached, they would fall on each other anywhere until they had 
had it out. 

There were mdeed lighter experiences which a sense of humour 
made even enjoyable. There was, for example, one lodging-house 
which was the chosen home of the ladies and gentlemen who traded 
on the compassion of passers-by. At first they resented my coming 
among them, but when, rightly or wrongly, I promised I would 
never divulge their secrets, I was made free of their company. There 
I would see the blind man who had lost his sight m a colliery disaster 
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going cheerfully to his locker and cooking his dinner with open eyes ; 
the sailor who had lost his leg at the bombardment of Alexandria 
unstrapping it and letting it down ; the soldier who had lost his arm 
in the service of his King and Country releasing it to put his potatoes 
on the fire. 

There was another lodging-house frequented by street musicians, 
and we used to have wonderful concerts of trumpets, whistles, con- 
certinas, and sentimental ballads round the kitchen fire. To act 
among such people as a minister of rehgion demanded more faith 
than courage, for in a dull, listless way they were ready enough to 
Hsten to such simple reKgious words as they could understand. I 
used often to speak in the lodging-houses of Him who had been bom 
in that lodging-house at Bethlehem, and to try m their foetid single 
rooms to arouse the sense of shame or the spirit of hope. But there 
was Uttle chance of any seed getting into, much less growing m, such 
a soil. It was, of course, hopeless to think of gettmg them mside a 
church. What would the “Cathedral service’' in the Parish Church 
mean to them ? And I had no sort of Mission room available. I 
remember succeeding in persuadmg a few of the more decent to 
attend the service of a Parochial Mission conducted with much 
fervour by E. J. Gough (afterwards Vicar of Newcastle). Only one 
of them, an anaemic, emotional youth, filled in a “resolution card" 
with my assistance ; and next day I found he was usmg it for begging 
purposes ! Most of them were really not human enough to get 
within the zone of rehgion ; and how could they be human in such 
an environment 5 

Yet even there signs of a true humanity would sometimes break 
through the squalor. I have elsewhere told a tale of one of these 
poor wretched girls in a Marsh Lane court. She took pity on a young 
coimtry lad far advanced in consumption, who had drifted mto Leeds 
and, failing through illness to get employment and fearing the work- 
house, had drifted down to Marsh Lane. She fed him with the 
rewards of her shame ; she tended, protected, nursed him without 
reward. When he was dying, she fetched me, telling me that he 
had been bred a Christian and ought to die hke one. When I buried 
him, in heavy rain, I saw her standmg afar off. I met her as we left 
the cemetery and asked her why she had not come nearer, and then 
she said passionately, with tears in her eyes, “I wasn’t going to let 
my black soul spoil his white one as it was passing." . . * 

97 


Q 



COSMO GORDON LANG 

I have always said that the two places where I learned hope for 
humanity were the slums of Leeds and the prison at Portsmouth. . . . 

There was one section ... in whom I took a special interest — the 
street boys, sellers of matches and newspapers, who then abounded 
in the streets of Leeds, many of them parentless and homeless, hving 
even at the age of eleven or twelve a lodging-house life. I took, at 
my own charges, helped ultimately by some friends in Leeds, a shop 
in Ejrkgate with a dwelhng-house over it, and converted it into a 
home for eight or ten of them. I got a good-hearted artisan and his 
cheerful wife to act as caretakers and parents of the Home. It was 
a queer, irresponsible, yet in many ways attractive family. In spite 
of all my care I don’t think any of them came to much good. The 
tricks and shifts and fascinations of the street were too much for my 
good advice or my ejSbrts to get them into regular jobs. Once, after 
a sermon on Christian hopefulness, to test its sincerity I made the 
quixotic resolve that I would stick to the next waif who came into 
the Home, whatever happened, till he was twenty-one. Next day my 
testing case arrived — a little bnght homeless lad. I kept my resolve. 
I got him work, in due course I got him apprenticed to a trade. I 
was rewarded by much affection, but by nothing else. Long before 
the age of twenty-one was reached I knew my experiment was a 
failure. It is not enough to give chances : there must be the will to 
use them. . . . 

In the midst of all these rather derelict folk one unfailing delight 
was the children ; and, like Bishop Andrewes, I blessed God for “the 
sweetening of the world by infants.” For some time I used to have 
an open party once a week for any of them who liked to come, in a 
large parochial room which I was allowed to use — ^little, tattered, 
dirty, charming guests, we had great fim, of a very boisterous and 
to me rather exhausting sort. 

Afterwards Lang was thankful for these experiences at the beginning 
of his ministry. They took him mto a world of which later he would 
see little and were good for him m other ways. “Visiting in the Leeds 
alleys,” he wrote to his mother, “knocks a deal of false pride out of me.” 

He was also given the charge of what was known as the “ A Division,” 
a Sxmday afternoon meeting of young men in the twenties and thirties. 
About eighty to a hundred of them, mostly from the families of superior 
artisans or shopkeepers, would assemble every Sxmday. At first they 
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were inclined to be suspicious of the new curate, and when he asked 
why they were shy of him, one of them replied : “Well, d’ye think ye 
can size oop any man in six months ?” With some of them he kept in 
touch all his hfe, and forty years later, when he was Archbishop of 
Canterbury, they would make an annual excursion to Lambeth to see 
him. 

Another of his organisations was the Leeds Parish Church Club. 
The members were keen footballers and it fell to Lang to follow them 
round on their fixtures. Later, when he was at Magdalen, he invited 
a dozen of them to spend some days with him at Oxford. It was Eights 
Week and, running along the towpath with the boats, they caught the 
prevailing excitement. But as they had not mastered the names of the 
competing colleges, they were driven to substitute those of the football 
teams of Yorkshire, so that the air was rent with shouts of “Well rowed, 
Pudsa !” — “Well rowed, Stanningla !’’ — “Well rowed. Parish Church !” 

Lang was keenly interested in industrial questions — a legacy from the 
old days of political ambitions and from his admiration for Maurice 
and Kingsley. He sometimes spoke at trade union meetings, and once, 
when there was trouble in the engineering trade, he and his colleagues 
of the Clergy House invited Tom Mann, a leader of the men, to stay 
with them. Mann was then a fiery young ideahst, at the outset of his 
chequered career, and talked seriously to Lang of taking Orders. Lang 
asked Sir James Kitson,^ the leader of the employers, to meet him, and 
over a late supper in the Clergy House they had a long and friendly talk 
which, Lang believed, was helpful towards a settlement of the dispute. 

Possibly as a result of this encounter, Kitson became a friend, and at 
dinner at his house one night Lang met John Morley, who took him 
apart and questioned him closely about the attitude of young Oxford 
men towards rehgion. 

The Leeds Infirmary, of which Lang was a chaplain, brought him 
into yet anodier circle, and he had two wards which he visited regularly. 
He did not limit his ministry to the patients, and one Advent gave a 
course of addresses to the medical staff and students on the intellectual 
bases of the Christian Faith. Among his hearers was a Junior House 
Surgeon, “a red-haired, disputatious but most agreeable young Irishman 
named Moynihan.” ^ Lang did not flatter himself that he had made 
much impression in that quarter, but in after years, when Moynihan 

^ M.P. for Colne Valley 1892-1907, and afterwards Lord Airedale. Died in 1911. 

® B. G. A. Moynihan ; afterwards Lord Moynihan. Died in 1936. 
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was one of the most famous surgeons of the day, he vowed he had never 
forgotten those Advent talks. He also told Lang that after listenmg to 
him he had made a bet that the young curate would some day be Arch- 
bishop of Canterbury. 

Father Talbot gives an idea of the impact of Lang upon those who 
knew him in those days at Leeds. 

He was a striking figure, with clear-cut features, eyes that had a 
remarkable way of kmdhng to his thought as he spoke, strongly 
marked eyebrows, and abundant dark hair. Vitality of mind and 
body were very evident. I remember his leadmg us boys as “hare’’ 
in a paper-chase and running us off our legs. There was something 
immediately arrestmg about his voice ; whether in public speech or 
in conversation, it had a beauty and fulness of tone which, combined 
with digmty of utterance and a mastery of balanced language, in- 
vested even the ' commonplace with importance. But what cap- 
tivated a youngster was the dramatic cast of his mind and conversa- 
tion ; he made one feel that hfe was rich with romantic possibiHties. 
Always a bnlhant raconteur, he excited a boy’s imagination. This was 
specially true in regard to rehgion, which he charged with this 
dramatic quahty ; so that he aroused the sense of it being the greatest 
adventure in the world. He had an extraordinary power of stimu- 
lating one’s aspiration and the loftiness of one’s ambitions. By the 
generous expectations of you winch he seemed to entertain, you were 
almost flattered mto thinking yourself a finer fellow than was actually 
the case. And you were encouraged to hope that there was a big 
part for you to fill in an immensely exciting play. I think that he 
thought of himself in this dramatic fashion, and that he rarely lost 
“the sense of theatre.” Events took on a new significance -as litey 
passed through the experience of one endowed with an imusually 
sensitive self-awareness ; especially smce he had, for the communica- 
tion of that experience, so rich and vivid a medium of expression. 

The years Lang spent at Leeds were among the happiest in his life. 
He worked tremendously hard, under a chief he loved and admired. 
He was accorded great freedom and given responsibiHties beyond his 
years. He discovered his own gifts as a preacher. He made a host of 
friends, many of whom remained attached to him all his life. Best of 
all, he formed acquaintance at first hand with some of the most pressing 
of the Church’s problems. And he was young and c'ould not but kno'w 
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that lie had Hved up to and indeed surpassed every expectation of success 
that his friends had formed. Men were already beginning confidently 
to prophesy for him a distinguished career m the Church. 

At the beginning of June 1893, when he was on a visit to All Souls, 
the President of Magdalen,^ without prehmmary warning, offered him 
the post of Dean of Divinity m that College. Lang was tom by doubts 
and hesitations. He had meant to spend at least another year m Leeds. 
There were the Clubs and the boys, whom he would be deserting. 
There was Dr. Talbot himself, whose wise and kindly counsel had 
counted for so much — ^how would he regard such a defection 5 On the 
other hand, the offer was most attractive. He would be in some sort 
of charge of young men, many of whom would pass on to positions of 
responsibihty, all of whom were at a formative age. He would have 
time for readmg — or so he then thought ; and Magdalen, after all, was 
Magdalen. 

His uncertainties were not dimmished by a second offer which 
followed closely upon the first, and a third upon the heels of the second. 
The famihar little figure of Benjamin Jowett appeared at All Souls with 
the proposal that Lang should succeed Canon W. H Fremantle as Fellow 
and Theological Tutor at Balhol. 

I felt greatly honoured. I have often remembered and quoted some 
words he said in descnbing what my duties would be. The last 
sentence is an epitome of wisdom for pastoral work, and indeed for 
life : “You wiU try to make yoimg men as good as young men can 
be made. Don’t expect too much and don t attempt too little.” ... I 
frankly told the Master what I felt — that my theological position was 
rather different from his, and that I had such respect for him that I 
could not bear to take any hne against his views in his own College. 
He surprised me by saying : “I know this. It is just why I am asking 
you to come. My fnends and I had our work to do in Oxford. I 
tliink it was worth domg. But it is largely done ; and there are some 
things we don’t seem to be able to do, and which I want done. We 
don’t seem able now to inspire the young men. We may have truth — 
I think we have — but we have no fire!” It was said very simply, 
quietly, rather pathetically. ... I was greatly touched ; and though 
I could not accept his offer, I like to think that the old Master made 
it, and that this was in his mind on the last time I spoke to him before 
he passed away. 

1 Sir Herbert Warren, K.C.V.O., President of Magdalen 1885-1928. Died in 1930. 

lOI 



COSMO GORDON LANG 

Sir William Anson and Gore, with whom he discussed the suggestion, 
were decidedly against it and perhaps determined his answer. They 
thought that, in spite of what Jowett had said, the position would be too 
difficult owing to the “theological incompatibility” of Master and Tutor. 
Yet it was, as Lang wrote to his mother, “most significant of the change 
of tone in modem Oxford that Jowett, the old chief of the extreme 
Broad Church Liberals, should even think of a man of my views to take 
on the rehgious supervision of Balliol College.” But he felt that all the 
time he would, as it were, be lookmg over his shoulder. 

The other invitation was from Ernest Wilberforce, Bishop of New- 
castle. Would Lang be Vicar of Newcastle and of the Cathedral Church ? 
Once more Lang was tempted. He had been present at a Sunday evening 
service in the Cathedral and been deeply impressed both by the Vicar 
and the congregation. But at twenty-nine, with only three years in 
Orders behind him, he did not feel fitted for so responsible a charge. 
So this too he refused. 

That left the tug-of-war between Leeds and Magdalen, and possibly 
the sympathetic though regretful attitude of Dr. Talbot decided the 
issue. Lang could still hardly bear the thought of leaving Leeds and, 
above all, the boys with and for whom he had worked so hard. “I feel 
like a cur with his tail between his legs,” he told his mother. But in 
October he went, enduring all the harrowing incidents of departure, 
the goodbyes and the gifts. The young men bade him an affectionate 
farewell, presenting him with an engraving of Holman Hunt’s “May 
Morning on Magdalen Tower.” He travelled to Oxford with a black 
dog of depression on his shoulder. “I never knew,” he wrote, “how 
dear dirty old Leeds had wound her way into my heart until she thus 
made beautiful Oxford seem painful in my eyes.” 
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MAGDALEN 

L ang, it will be recalled, was fond of alluding to Magdalen as his 
beautiful mistress, for whom during three years he deserted his 
lawful and loving wife, All Souls. This innocuous infidelity, which 
caused him some regret at the time, came about because, on accepting 
a Fellowship at Magdalen, he was compelled to become a Quondam 
Fellow of All Souls. 

The post of Dean of Divinity, which Lang now filled, was intended' 
to be a pastorate, and its occupant received hcence and institution from 
the Bishop of Winchester as Visitor and Ordinary of the College. Lang 
was therefore able with perfect truth to tell his father that he too was now 
a pansh minister. 

His new ofl&ce also carried the charge of the Choir and of the services 
in the Chapel. The Choir, of course, is famous, and all the artist in 
Lang reacted rapturously to his association with it. 

The Magdalen Choir was then at the height of its fame. Sir John 
Stainer and Sir Walter Parratt had been succeeded by Varlcy Roberts. 
“The Doctor,’’ as he was always called, was a great character, a bluflf, 
outspoken, irasable, warm-hearted Yorkshireman. He was not — 
except in his own opinion, which he held with a naivete which 
disarmed criticism — a great composer; hut he was a very good 
organist and accompanist and a prince of choir-traincrs. He devoted 
himself to his choir with whole-hearted enthusiasm, and certainly in 
his time it reached a very high standard. He resented any attempt to 
make the music congregational, except at the hymn on Sunday 
evening. I have a vivid memory of one characteristic scene. A good 
elderly Bishop (I think it was Bishop Hobhouse) was present at a 
weekday service. Proud of his voice, he began to join lustily in the 
Psalms. Suddenly the organ stopped. I looked up and saw the full 
red face of “The Doctor” glaring down from the organ-screen, 
indignant at this intrusion. The Bishop happened also to look up, 
and when their eyes met, “The Doctor” raised his fist and shook it 
at the Bishop. I felt sure there would be some row after the service 
was over. So I waited in the ante-chapel. Out came the Bishop 
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from the Chapel: down came “The Doctor” from the organ loft. 
They met. 

“How dare you spoil the chanting of the Psalms!” spluttered 
“The Doctor.” 

“And how dare you, sir, interrupt my joining in the worship of 
the House of God !” repUed the offended Bishop. 

“This isn’t a House of God,” blurted out “The Doctor,” “it is 
a private Chapel.” 

So far as the spoiling of the service goes, “The Doctor” was right, 
for the acoustics of the Chapel are so wonderfully and delicately 
balanced that any voice outside the Choir itself strikes a jarring note 
and breaks the harmony. It was for this reason that I caused certain 
words which were sometimes criticised to be put on the cards of 
admission to the Chapel : 

“Visitors are requested to join in the service silently.” 

It was a constant delight to join day after day during term, and twice 
a day, m tliis offermg of beautiful sound ; and it was also a great 
education in the noble heritage of the music of the Enghsh Church. 

But his chief work was with the undergraduates. “To make Christ 
a more living force in this College — ” he told his mother, “that is my 
duty.” 

I made up my mind from the first to get into easy and friendly rela- 
tions with them all. And they made this very easy. Almost all of 
them were dehghtfully frank, natural and accessible. I think they 
came to look on me as something different from the official don. It 
was quite natural for me to call most of them, at least the leadmg men 
of the College, by their Christian names or by the nicknames by 
which they were known m College. Perhaps I saw too much of the 
leading men and too little of the more quiet and shy sort, especially 
among the “demies” or scholars, though I had many friends among 
them also. But I thought it important to be on these easy and friendly 
terms with the men who had most influence on the College life and 
tone, and so far as was possible to share their life with them, I did 
not in any way obtrude reD^on ; but human relations made it often 
easy and natural to speak some word of advice or of reminder of the 
higher things. And I think they all knew and felt what I stood for 
in the College Hfe. Some undergraduates tried to live a definitely 
Christian life — ^as, e.g., Wilhe HoUand, afterwards so well known 
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for his work in India, then as always most bright and cheerful, but at 
that time inclined through the influence of old Webb-Peploe to keep 
apart from the average “xmconverted’’ crowd; and this group, of 
course, I tried to help as much as I could. The great body of the men 
were just healthy, happy, straightforward public school boys, taking 
life merrily as it came, sometimes noisy and uncontrolled, but funda- 
mentally sound and good. There were, of course, a few, but very 
few rotters. There were occasional outbreaks of intemperance, 
especially at the Sunday evenmg “After Common Rooms, but they 
ordy reached the stage of noise and excessive hilarity. 

Lang formed some of his longest and happiest friendships among 
these young men. There was Staflbrd Crawley,^ who was to be his 
chaplain at Amen Court, his vicar at Bishopthorpe, and his lifelong friend. 
An older man was Jack Talbot, nephew of the Vicar of Leeds. There 
were the Leveson Gower brothers, Freddy,^ who was to be Lang’s curate 
at Portsea, and “Shrimp,” ^ a “quamt, irresponsible, delightful creature.” 
Geoffrey Robinson, to be better known as Geofirey Dawson, a later 
editor of the Times for many years, was “a ruddy-faced boy from Eton, 
who concealed his steady readmg behind a very eager College hfe.” 
“Bal” (Balcarres) ^ was another friend, “who took me once over to 
Holland and Flanders, to see the pictures there, and gave me some 
lessons in the appreciation of art.” Among many others whom Lang 
mentions were “two very special friends.” Henry Wynyard Kaye, who 
died just after the war of 1914-1918, was “a smgularly forcible, high- 
minded character, who always exercised a decisive mfluence wherever 
he was.” The other was John Moreton Macdonald. 

From these Magdalen days onward, until in 1921 I stood with his 
wife at his bedside as he passed away, he was one of my dearest and 
closest friends. A visit to him in tlie sprmg of 1894 at his Highland 
place, Largie Casde, in Kintyre, Argyll, led to my association with 
that lovely country.^ . . . Ronald — or, as he was then called in his 
own family, John — was a very remarkable man. Had it not been 
for his deafiiess, which increased with years, he might have taken a 
leadmg place in Scottish affairs. His History of France in three volumes 

The Rev. A. S. Crawley, afterwards Canon of Windsor, Died 1948. 

^ The Rev. F. A. G. Leveson Gower 
® H D. G. Leveson Gower, the well-known cricketer. 

^ The Earl of Crawford and Balcarres. Died in 1940. 

^ See Chapter XVII. 

105 



COSMO GORDON LANG 

remains as a token of his intellectual ability. But it was in the region 
of character and of the spirit that he reached real distinction. A man 
among men, keen on sport, a lover of trees, an intrepid sailor, in his 
spirit he always stood apart : there he was ‘*far ben. I always knew, 
and a Httle book of MS. prayers which he left, a copy of which I 
treasure, made it plain, that he lived m constant remembrance of the 
eternal, spiritual world, in a communion with God, never obtruded, 
rather concealed, but very real. When he died after a sudden attack 
of lUness at BaUure, where he and his wife were staying with me, I 
knew that he was, to use his own phrase, “at home in his father’s 
house.” I cannot but tliink that my friendship with him and with 
his wife, and my home m the West Highlands which this friendship 
brought, were the richest gifts which Magdalen gave me. 

The Leveson Gower brothers wrote of Lang’s time at Magdalen in 
the Oxford Magazine, 

“I still have very vivid recollections of the then Dean of Divinity — 
Cosmo, as the undergraduates always called him,” wrote Mr. H. D. G. 
Leveson Gower. “He at once became ‘one of us’; for while he 
always upheld the dignity of his ofHce, he was still at heart an under- 
graduate. I can see him now, when, after some rag had taken place 
in College — and some of us had gone too far — not lecturing us, but 
makmg us feel how stupid we had been. ‘What children you are ! 
Don’t be so silly again.’ It was just the way he said things that made 
him so human ; and we knew it. . . . On many occasions I wanted 
advice on how to act : Cosmo never failed me.” 

His brother spoke of Lang’s “strong personahty, his beautiful voice, 
and his natural goodness, stripped of any form of sanctimoniousness, 
which . . . created in fact a great spiritual force in the whole of Oxford.” 

Or there is the opinion of Dr. C. C. J. Webb, one of the younger 
members of the Semor Common Room. “I think,” he writes, “those 
of us who had most to do with the undergraduates fully recognised 
how great an asset his (Lang’s) influence over them was.” Dr. Webb 
adds : “He certainly appeared to get on best with the socially prominent 
undergraduates . . . though it would have been very unfair to suggest 
that he neglected men of humble origin.” 

Lang’s relations with the Senior Common Room were not quite so 
easy. By comparison, he found its atmosphere “stiff, self-conscious and 
restrained.” The FeEows on their side thought that Lang was insuflS.-, 
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ciently interested in learning, and that sermons in which the under- 
graduates were warned against setting too high a value on intellectual 
success were both superfluous and inappropriate. According to Dr. 
Webb, he declared at one time he had been so out of temper with his 
colleagues that he deserted the high table and dined with the under- 
graduates. 

But I had many good friends among the dons, notably Charles 
Fletcher,^ the Tutor in history, quaint, original, sometimes eccentric, 
always lovable ; and his friendship has grown with the years ever 
since. Charles Fletcher was mdeed a character, so unique that I 
cannot but insert here an anecdote illustrating the strength of his 
prejudices and the warmth and generosity of his friendship. At a 
College meeting (of the Fellows) I innocently suggested that it would 
be more fitting that the Choirmen should disclose below their 
surplices cassocks rather than trousers. One of the Senior Fellows, 
a good Nonconformist, declared that this would be the thin end of 
the wedge, which would entirely alter the character of the Services 
and introduce Papistical ritual — what Fletcher called “Puseyism.’’ 
Fletcher rose to say with deep emotion that he agreed with this view, 
that he could not bear to think of the Chapel becoming a Puseyite 
shrine, but that as the proposal was made by the present Dean of 
Divinity he must vote for it. Then he sat down with his head between 
his hands. It was a really costly sacrifice offered on the altar of 
friendship. . . . 

Fletcher was convinced that there was a secret society among the 
Enghsh clergy sworn to Romanise the Church. He believed that 
they must have some secret sign of their own, like the Freemasons, 
and he was eager to discover it. One day I met two Oxford clerical 
dons whom he suspected to be Hkewise members of the conspiracy. 
They each said, ‘Ts Charles Fletcher mad? He has just come up to 
. me and whispered ‘E.P.’ in my ear, added, ‘iVe found you out,’ and 
vanished.” Later he went through the same performance with me. 
I laughed and asked him to give evidence of his discovery. He 
produced a copy of the Guardian and showed the “E.P.” occurring 
frequently in the advertisements for curates. He was rather upset 
when I told him that this merely meant that the Eastward Position 
in celebrating the Holy Communion was the custom of that particular 

^ Fellow of All Souls and Magdalen. Died in 1934. 
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churcli. But I doubt whether he believed me. I expect he thought 

it was only another instance of a Puseyite suppressio veri ! 

A fellow-guest with Lang and Fletcher at Largie, the home of the 
Moreton Macdonalds, recalls how one mommg the former, after cele- 
brating Holy Communion in the Castle chapel, appeared at breakfast 
in his cassock. The sight so enraged Fletcher that he caught hold of the 
cassock and dragged its wearer half round the breakfast-table. Lang 
was not noticeably amused, but fortunately porridge and cold grouse 
proved a sufficient sedative for outraged feelmgs. 

The President, T. Herbert Warren, always gave Lang the most 
generous support. His own position was not too easy, as he too had his 
critics in the Senior Common Room ; but his devotion to the College 
was beyond a doubt and gradually overcame the opposition. 

Lang’s regard for him is possibly reflected in an absurd dream he was 
fond of tellmg. He thought he was leaning on a stile, looking over open 
country, when suddenly Mr. Gladstone appeared, moimted and furious, 
and after accusing him of havmg msulted Mrs. Gladstone, charged at 
him with levelled lance. Just as Lang thought that all was lost, the 
President of Magdalen came up and said, '‘Mr. Lang is a gentleman of 
blameless character.” Whereupon the G.O.M. bowed and withdrew. 
The only probable part of this highly improbable affair is the character- 
istic statement attributed to Sir Herbert (then Mr.) Warren. 

Any idea Lang may have had of a peaceful academic life, with much 
leisure for thought and readmg, was speedily dispelled. He had worked 
very hard at Leeds : he worked, if anything, harder at Magdalen. He 
gave much of his time to the choristers, who were constantly in and out 
of his rooms, talkmg to him or sprawling on the floor and being told 
stories. One of these tales, contmued by urgent request in one sitting 
after another, Lang wrote out during a hohday in tlie Highlands. He 
showed It to Charles Fletcher, who insisted that he must pubhsh it, and 
on Lang consenting, prevailed on Smith, Elder & Co. to take it. The 
book appeared under the title of The Young Clanroy ; its success was only 
moderate ; and it was never reprinted. It is a romantic story of the 
“Forty-Five,” and while hardly meriting the comparisons, which have 
been drawn, with the works of R. L. Stevenson and John Buchan, it 
has a stirring plot and, in the Highlands, an admirably depicted back- 
ground, The scenes of action lack something of the nervous energy of 
the masters of that kind of literature, and the love episodes are stilted 
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and rather unreal. (But so sometimes were Sir Walter’s.) Afterwards 
Lang was just a httle ashamed of this sohtary essay in fiction. But if the 
jaded palate of the reading public remained untickled, the boys them- 
selves thoroughly enjoyed the stories. And he not only brought the 
Higlilands to them in this fashion: he also brought the boys to the 
Highlands, for twice he took parties of them to his new summer home 
in Argyll. 

Besides the choristers there was the Chapel to be served and there 
was the flock, who would come and sit in his rooms and talk till the 
small hours. They called hmi Cosmo and treated Inm very much as one 
of themselves, after a fashion much more usual in these days than it 
was in those. Dr. Webb recalls a party he gave to Scottish under- 
graduates on his birthday, which was also Hallowe’en. They bobbed for 
apples, and Lang, as on a much earher occasion m Glasgow, dislocated 
his jaw ; while the doctor who was summoned was so exhausted by the 
labour of putting the jaw back m place that he himself famted and had 
to be revived with brandy. It may be assumed, however, that this 
misadventure was not in Lang’s mind when he wrote to his mother : 
*Tt is not the preaching that tires : it is the strain of men'' He hardly 
ever had an eveiung alone ; and the reading he had promised himself 
was never done, or even begun. 

I shall never cease to regret this failure. No such opportunity has 
ever come again, and I have always deplored my lack of a basis of 
real theological learning. It is useless to complam : one has not wholly 
die ordering of one’s hfe. But this lack of real knowledge of the 
habit of concentrated study and thought, of the discipline of mmd 
and memory, have made much of my work sHght and superficial, 
and remams as one of the many reasons which force me to reahse 
how ill-equipped I am for the great offices which have come to me. 
It is pathetic to remember that I had mtended at Oxford to write a 
book on the mmd of St. Paul and had actually entered into contract 
with Rivingtons for its pubhcation. But I could never make any 
headway with it and haa finally to ask the publishers to release me. 

But this lament referred to his Hfe after he had taken on another 
onerous task. He had just finished his fiurst year at Magdalen when the 
charge of the University Church of St. Mary’s fell vacant. It was offered 
to Lang, and he, after some hesitation, accepted it St. Mary’s had fallen 
on evil days. The congregation had dwmdled to a handful and thb 
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evening sermons for undergraduates had been abandoned. Yet it was 
the church where Keble had preached the famous sermon which has 
been recognised as the startmg-point of the Oxford Movement, the 
church that had known Newman m his Anghcan prime. Lang was 
equally attracted by the past glory and the future possibiHties. He per- 
suaded a reluctant College to alter its by-laws to enable him to double 
his duties, and was duly instituted as Vicar by Bishop Stubbs. 

I was bidden to Cuddesdon Palace to be instituted, and the ceremony 
took place in the study. Only the Bishop and I were present. “ Well, 
young man” — so he greeted me — ‘'you’re becoming an important 
person : this is a big work before you.” After I had made the usual 
declarations and oaths he said, “Kneel down,” and he read over me 
the form of institution and then said, “Let us pray.” But no prayer 
came. I waited, kneeling. Still no prayer. Still I waited in some 
embarrassment. Then suddenly he said, “Get up,” and as I rose he 
grasped my hand and said impulsively: “I couldn’t find words : I 
felt it aU too much. God bless you. God bless you. Goodbye.” 

The parish was insignificant, and so was the income, but the services, 
despite the aid of a curate, were a heavy tax on an already overburdened 
man. On Sundays he had to flit rapidly from the College Chapel to 
St. Mary’s and back again, sometimes preaching three sermons in the 
day. The congregation gradually grew, and when he had been Vicar 
of St. Mary’s for two years he was able to teU his mother that the com- 
municants on Easter Day had multiplied tenfold. 

He revived the services on Simday evenings, choosing his preachers 
with the utmost care and filling the church with undergraduates as m 
the best of the old days. 

The most vivid memory I have of these sermons is that of one dehvered 
by Robert Dolling. I had great difficulty in persuading him to come : 
he protested that he was quite unfit to preach at a Umversity. But 
he yielded and came. He took as his subject the cripple at the Gate 
Beautiful of the Temple. He began with some admirable remarks 
on art and the culture of beauty, which were evidently meant to lead 
up to the duty of those who enjoyed the beauty of Oxford to bring 
some of its influences to the poor. But I could see that Dolling was 
having heavy weather, readmg from a MS. and obviously ill at ease. 
Suddenly he stopped, shut up the MS., looked round on the faces of 
the young men, and then said : “I can’t go on with this. It has been 
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written for me by a friend better able than I am to speak to University 
men. But it isn’t my own stuff; and when I see you all here I must 
just say what is in my heart in my own way.” Then he poured torth 
an impassioned plea for brotherliness towards the poor and outcast, 
and closed with a long, fervent, and very moving extempore prayer. 
That was Dolling all over. 

To this Lang appended the story of a remarkable and disconcerting 

coincidence. 

The Judge of Assizes was wont to go to St. Mary’s before the opening 
of the Assizes for a service and sermon. On one occasion I was 
invited to preach the Assize sermon. The Judge was the famous Sir 
Henry Hawkins. It was the custom for the Vicar to meet the Judge 
and to escort him to his seat, and for the preacher immediately to 
mount the pulpit and begin his discourse. In my case the Vicar and 
the preacher were the same person. As Vicar I duly met the Judge 
on his arrival. He came in the old-fashioned elaborate Judge’s coach. 
There was a crowd of urchins on the pavement to see the sight. As 
the Judge alighted his wig caught the top of the coach and was lifted 
up, disclosing a head as round and bald as a marble. The urchins 
at once burst out laughing. When the wig was readjusted, I escorted 
the Judge to his seat and then immediately as preacher began my 
sermon. The text — ^incredible as it may seem — was 2 Kangs ii, 23 : 
‘‘As he was going up by the way, there came forth little children 
out of the city, and mocked him, and said unto him. Go up, thou 
bald head ; go up, thou bald head.” I could not change the text : 
the discourse was on the decay of reverence. I wondered whether 
the Judge would think that I had given out the text on the spur of 
the moment. But at the close of the service he said to me with a 
dry smile, as I escorted him back to his coach: “A very excellent 
sermon — on a very apposite text.” 

Lang was profoundly conscious of the traditions of St. Mary’s. 

The thought of John Henry Newman was seldom absent from me, 
whether I was celebrating at his altar or preaching from the pulpit 
from which he spoke. There were very few traditions about him 
among the parishioners. But one old lady remembered him vividly 
and said to me — and I thought it very significant : “He used to wear 
a very shabby surplice, but when he read die lessons he seemed to 
be in Heaven.” 
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Lang was anxious to make the great east window a memorial of the 
Oxford Movement, but left before he could carry out his plan. Some 
improvements he did effect, and one change which was not an improve- 
ment. He began the restoration of the tower and spire, which has since 
been successfully completed, and concealed with blue hangings some 
extremely unsightly panels in the choir, until such time as they could be 
removed. Unhappily he also used part of the fine old Jacobean altar 
rails to make a Litany desk, an act which Dr. Webb descnbes as “a 
vandahsm’’— a verdict with which Lang himself was later disposed to 
concur. 

The work at St Mary’s brought him mto touch with the men of 
other Colleges than Magdalen. There are indeed early indications of a 
new conception of the Vicar of St. Mary’s as '‘an ex-^officio pastor of all 
undergraduates,” and it may have been with this idea that Lang addressed 
meetings m the different Colleges and helped to found a University 
Church Union. 

All this, it may well be beheved, left him little time for reading, or 
for concentrated thought, but an occasional letter to his mother or to 
his old Vicar shows that he was not allowing his mmd to be altogetlier 
submerged by the waves of work. His opimon continued to develop 
very much along the Imes he had already chosen. 

‘T have just read Church’s Life and Letters f he wrote to Dr. Talbot 
“It has been to me rebuke of all I know to be worst, vindication of 
what I hope to be best, in myself ... I envy you many thmgs, but 
I envy none more than your friendship with the Dean. So far as is 
permitted by our very careful Mother, I hereby profess the cultus of 
St. Richard of St. Paul’s ! He and his character — above all, his point 
of view — appeal to mo, fetch me, more than those of any Churchman. 
Newman did once ; but somehow that spell has not held out. I 
think I date the beginning of its wane from readmg the autobiography 
of Isaac Williams. He will always fascinate : at one time he might 
have commanded. Dr. Pusey — ‘outgone, outgone’ altogether. I foel 
the awe. I reverence the moral whiteness and seremty as one rever- 
ences a snow cliff*. But he is apart. Sometimes I do not feel tliat 
even if I were as good as I might be, the goodness thus given to me 
by God would quite translate itself in Pusey’s language. And Dr. 
Liddon — ^well, you know how one feels about some houses or 
churches — ‘the design admirable, the scheme of the architecture 
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perfect, but I could never feel at home there/ There is, I confess, in 
Liddon — ^it conies out in his remarks in Dr. Pusey’s Life more than 
in his sermons — a hardness, a rigidity of dogmatic outline, which 
somewhat repel one. . . . These are all men I reverence, and in com- 
parison with whom I feel myself to be a mere chatterer. I only say 
these things to help the expression of the gratitude and stimulus which 
I find when I come to the point of view of Dr. Church. ... It is so 
large and calm and trustful, so utterly different from that — may I 
use the word ? — ‘cocksureness,’ that atmosphere of the little Catholic 
books of doctrine, which is really cuttmg off the followers of the 
Oxford Movement from the best life and thought of the country. 
I always feel that one half of my mind on the great questions of 
religion is* a big — ? — and it is a great help to know that a saint 
of the Church had that mark about him too ” 

He was to put much the same pomt a little differently in a letter he 
wrote in 1896 to Mr. Harold Anson : 

There will always be the Platonist and the Aristotehan among Chris- 
tian temperaments — the one ending with a decisive full stop, the 
other with a stop, and then always a litde wistful point of interroga- 
tion. And tliis last comes, so I feel it, not fiirom real doubt, but from 
a more acute susceptibihty to the Mystery of Things. 

In spite of the myriad claims of Oxford on his time, he managed an 
occasional escape from it and them. In February 1894 he preached his 
first sermon at St. Paul’s — “it was strange to find oneself in that historic 
pulpit.” Next month he was at Sahsbury, to take the Three Hours 
Service on Good Friday. John Wordsworth, the Bishop, preached in 
the evening on “tasting death,” and Lang was much moved by the 
thought that at the very moment the Bishop’s wife, who was everything 
to him, was “dying in terrible pain of one of the worst forms of cancer.” 
That summer he spent a week-end at Hatfield, where Archbishop Benson 
was among the guests. Lang had a long walk in the Park with Lord 
Salisbury and Dr. Talbot. They discussed rehgious education, on which 
the Conservative leader took a characteristically pessimistic view. Lang 
was not impressed by his attitude. “There is, with all his goodness, too 
much of the pride of intellect about him.” 

At the end of December 1895, Mr. A. J. Balfour, the new First Lord 
of the Treasury, whose acquaintance Lang had made at Leeds, wrote to 
offer him the parish church of Portsea, whose Vicar, Canon Edgar Jacob, 
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had just been appointed Bishop of Newcastle. The parish covered the 
greater part of Portsmouth and carried the charge of about forty thousand 
people, a noble church and a large staff of curates. Lang at once went 
down to Portsea to survey the ground. 

It did not at first attract me. True, the great church, built largely 
through the generosity of W. H. Smith, was most impressive, but 
my heart sank at the sight of Fratton Road — afterwards so familiar — 
and the long monotonous rows of artisan houses. I came back to 
Magdalen very uncertain in mind. Then I remember standing in 
the Cloisters and looking through them on the Chapel and the in- 
comparable tower, and contrastmg this beauty with what I had seen 
of Portsmouth. I thought of Oxford and the spell it has always 
laid upon me, then of my work among the men and at St. Mary’s 
and the possibihty of a better adjustment of their claims. And I said, 
“No. I can’t leave this Oxford.” 

Apart from the wrench of leaving Oxford and Magdalen, there was 
a financial difficulty. Afterwards Lang used to say that the real value 
of the benefice of Portsea was minus nine hundred pounds a year, and he 
had no private means at all. He retired to the sohtude of Land’s End 
to think the matter over, and after much prayer and an “interior 
monition” wrote to Balfour on January 3rd, 1896, to decline the offer. 

The new term began, the weeks went by, and presently Lang heard 
from Lord Hugh Cecil,^ Balfour’s cousin, that no appomtment had 
been made to Portsea: man after man had been approached and had 
refused it, usually on the ground of finance. 

The thought of this great parish and work going a-begging in this 
way troubled my conscience. 1 felt, “Here am I, without anyone 
depending on me. Someone must run risks, why should not le” 
I asked Hugh Cecil to sound Mr. Balfour as to whether after all these 
failures he might think of renewing his offer to me. The offer came 
immediately ; and this time, though sorely against all my inclinations 
and desires, I felt bound to accept. Almost all my friends deplored 
my decision : curiously enough, the only one who applauded it was 
the great George Curzon. It made me very xmhappy, for I could 
not bear leaving these lads, and the beauty of Magdalen had gone 
very deeply into my heart. 

^ Now Lord Quickswood, Provost of Eton ioa6-io^ 
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There was another complication of which the autobiographical notes 
give the barest of hints. The letters show that for some time Lang had 
felt the strain of the double work at Magdalen and St. Mary’s was 
becoming intolerable. “In spite of all efforts I came gradually to the 
conclusion that either St. Mary’s or Magdalen must be dropped.” He 
could not bear to leave Magdalen, and “the difficulty of leavmg St. 
Mary’s and yet staying on in Oxford seemed very great.” The only 
other solution was to give up both and leave Oxford altogether. A 
further “interior monition,” reversmg the judgment of its predecessor, 
made up his mind for him, and “with much doubt and trembling” he 
accepted Portsea. “I can’t tell you,” he wrote to his mother, “how 
bitter the thought of leavmg is. , . . My very heart was in Magdalen, its 
young men, its Choir, its incomparable beauty. I love the place, and 
it is a veritable rending of heartstrings even to think of leaving it. And 
instead of it, a great waste of streets and houses.” 



chapter XIII 

POKTSEA 

P ORTSEA was to give Lang his sohtary experience of the charge of 
a parish ; that is, excluding his half-serious claim m connexion with 
the pastorate of Magdalen. But the work of a parish priest was a subject 
that always fascinated him ; he gave much thought to it, and towards 
the end of his life, m the httle memoir he wrote of his fnend “Tupper,” 
set down his reflexions, which are both mterestmg and revealing. 

The pansh priest, he says, must “at least be very human.’' He must 
be a man of God, but also “a man among his feUow-men,” whom he 
must be able to “meet, appreciate, even enjoy.” In his relations with 
them he must neither, as Jowett had once said, expect too much nor 
attempt too httle. He must make “tolerant allowance for differences of 
temperament and circumstance,” and never cease seeking for the Divme 
image among the lowest and apparently degraded. He has, of course, 
a duty to teach, and to build up those committed to him to be fitting 
members of Christ’s Body. He must be an evangehst, not by spasmodical 
and sensational effort, but by quiet and steady work. And even if he 
finds the ideal is beyond his power to fulfil, he must never let it vanish 
from his sight. 

Lang was now thirty-one. When Jacob went to Portsea, the 
parish church was a small duU building, served by a vicar and one 
curate. 

The Vicar, a worthy old Low-Churchman, was content with a 
minimum of duty; the curate was almost wholly employed in 
marrymg or burymg the parislnoners. The parish church meant — 
could mean — httle or nothing to the people. When Jacob left, there 
was a noble parish church capable of holdmg 2000 people, four 
mission churches, a company of ten curates, and a large and devoted 
flock ; and the Church was an undoubted power in the parish and the 
city. 

Jacob did in Portsea very much what Hook had done in Leeds, and 
the most striking memorial of his work was the church he built. He 
was, Lang said, “one of the most unself-consdiou’s egoists I have ever 
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known.” To him the rebuildmg of his church was the absorbing interest 
of his hfe ; and it never occurred to him that anyone he met might not 
be equally concerned with his plans. 

One day, travelling from Portsmouth to London and findmg in his 
carriage an amiable elderly gentleman, he immediately and volubly 
expounded his great ideal of building a noble church to reach, impress 
and elevate the mass of people in his parish. His companion listened 
with patience and mterest to all this eloquence, and when they reached 
Waterloo Station he said: ‘T have been much interested in your 
scheme, and if you would like to communicate with me further, here 
is my card. It will show you that I am specially mterested in Ports- 
mouth.” It was the card of W. H. Smith, First Lord of the Admiralty. 
Needless to say, he did receive further communications from the 
Vicar of Portsea. The immediate result was a cheque for some 
thousands ; from time to time as the scheme progressed, other and 
larger cheques arrived; until finally W. H. Smith had given over 
^£30,000 of the j^40,ooo which enabled the church to be built. 

The buildmg is far from perfect architecturally. The nave is out of 
all proportion to the tower at one end and the choir at the other, and, 
while its size and dignity are impressive, dwarfs the Sanctuary. How- 
ever, when filled, it holds 2000 people, every one of them within range 
of the eye and voice of the preacher. 

In 1896 Portsea had a growing population of about 40,000. It was the 
mother parish of the greater part of Portsmouth, excludmg the old town 
but including a wilderness of sprawling suburb. The people were 
mostly naval men and their famihes, dockyard workers and artisans. 
If comparatively lucky, they hved in neat but monotonous little houses, 
hning streets which seemed to have neither a beginning nor an end. If 
unlucky, they were herded in squalid and overcrowded slums. 

The parish was divided into five districts, each with its own mission 
church and organisations and served by at least two curates. The clergy 
hved a commimal life in the Vicarage, a house of moderate size in a large 
field. Under Lang the number of curates grew. At one time they were 
as many as sixteen and they were never less than fourteen, some sleeping 
in houses outside, but nearly all meeting in tlie Vicarage for meals. 
Lang began by doubting whether some of the staff he found there would 
quite suit him. They were good fellows, but, as he had thought at first 
of the young ordinands at Cuddesdon, not “my sort.” Some of them 
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were older than he was, and Jacob seems to have fostered a kind of 
muscular Christianity which could be a httle trying. 

On Sunday evenings the old Vicar, by way of flndmg and giving 
rehef after a strenuous day, encouraged the supper to become a rag. 
Black coats were exchanged for college blazers ; missiles of bread 
were thrown across the table ; occasionally, I was told, the Vicar 
found himself put under the table. This might be all very well for 
an elderly Vicar, letting himself go ; but an instinct told me it would 
not do in the case of a Vicar younger than some of his companions. 
So at once the mot d'ordre was given — the Sunday rag was to cease. 
Whatever the company may have said of it among themselves, it 
was obeyed. But it was once put to the test. One of them — won’t 
say who — older, I think, than myself, threw some bread across the 
table. I said quietly: “That is not allowed.” Shortly after, the 
offence was repeated. I said: “So-and-So, since you can’t behave 
at table, leave the room.” Would he e If not, where was I ? But, 
strange to say, he went. The principle of authority was established 
and the old rag vanished. 

While most of Jacob’s staff stayed on, there were a few changes and 
additions. Lang brought in some of his young men from Magdalen, 
including Freddy Leveson Gower, for whom he had an especial affection. 
His own brother Norman, lately ordained, joined him ; and another 
promising youngster was Cynl Garbett, afterwards Bishop of South- 
wark and Wmchester, and since 1942 Archbishop of York. No stipend 
for a senior was more than ^{^130 a year, or for a junior more than ;£ioo ; 
and some of the men were volunteers, getting nothing except their 
“keep.” 

There may not have been much high thinking, but there certainly 
was plain living. I fancy many of my companions could teU woeful 
tales of Friday codfish and of cold mutton, and of the monotonous 
sequence of the fare. There was no bathroom : each of us had his 
cold tub in the morning in his own room. The more cynical of them 
might say on looking back that it was no wonder that the Vicar lived 
on the profits he made as a lodging-house keeper. Certainly that 
was true. Practically the whole income went in paying these exiguous 
stipends ; and my only means of existence were this small profit and 
the fifty pounds a year I received from my Fellowship at All Souls, 
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to which most generously that beloved College had re-elected me 
when I left Magdalen. 

“They were all/^ Lang wrote of his curates, “what is called ‘pubhc 
school’ and University men. Almost all had been trained at Cuddesdon 
or at Wells.” The tradition of muscular Christianity was maintained 
by a clerical cricket Eleven who were no mean adversaries. Once on 
the Portsmouth Ground they defeated the Channel Fleet ; and another 
match they drew with the Shropshires, then the crack cricketing Regi- 
ment of the Army. At work or at play they turned out a good team. 
“No leader of a parish ever had a more hvely, eager, hard-workmg and 
loyal band of comrades.” 

The curates, on their side, respected him a lot and feared him a little. 
Lang, probably purposely, kept his relations with them on a formal 
footing. They called him “Sir,” and when they wanted to see him 
about anythmg, made appomtments as though they were parishioners. 
Among themselves they sometimes laughed at his Httle ways, the diplo- 
matic guns which he laid with such care and his unconcealed taste for 
the society of the important. They thought that he was too often absent 
from the parish on outside work of different kinds, and that his mtention 
to climb to the top of the ladder was too plain even to be questioned. 
But such criticisms as they sometimes voiced among themselves were 
hushed by their admiration for his remarkable powers of oratory and 
administration. Even when most conscious of his human weaknesses, 
they never doubted his greatness. They were even a little alarmed by 
it. His persuasiveness, when he was set upon something, was almost 
irresistible ; and whether he was sweeping a man into Orders or arranging 
some detail m the parish, they felt a battle with him was lost before it 
was fairly begun. 

The Vicarage had another inmate to whom Lang pays a passing 
tribute. 

This was James, the only dog I ever possessed or ever will possess. 
He was an Aberdeen terrier, of a good pedigree. He came with me 
from Magdalen. He threw himself with zest into parish life. He 
was most regular at the Vicarage prayers. His special dehght was to 
accompany me when I gave Communion to sick persons, and his 
behaviour on these occasions was most devout. He was wont to 
retire under the bed in the sick-room for his own devotions. I sent 
him to Cuddesdon for a term, and he returned more than ever 
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addicted to pious practices. Unfortunately, when I had made an 
oratory at the Vicarage, and he presented himself, as had been his 
wont, for prayers, I had to tell him that he must not enter. When 
he looked “Why?’’ I was rash enough to quote from the Book of 
Revelation, “Without are dogs.” He gave a grunt of protest. Soon 
after, the first chapter of Revelation was the appointed second lesson 
on a Sunday evening. I went to the lectern in church to read it. 
Suddenly there came from the distant porch a short, sharp bark. 
The verger told me that James entered durmg the Magnificat, and 
that when I said, “Here beginneth the first chapter of the Book of 
Revelation,” he emitted his bark of protest, to show, of course, what 
he thought of that book ; and that havmg given his testimony he 
quietly retired. I have never heard of any other dog who knew the 
Church Calendar ! This was the end of James’s Church life. Deprived 
of Church privileges, it seemed, by the Holy Scriptures, he took to 
evil ways. He would vanish for days and return from these orgies 
“smelhng ’ornd” and with bloodshot eyes. As he was no longer 
fit company in a Vicarage, I banished him to the country, to Norfolk, 
and there, alas ! he ended his days as a victorious fighter and poacher. 
No wonder that, with this sad record, I have never undertaken the 
responsibility of another dog. 

Lang arrived in Portsea early in June. On his first Sunday he read 
himself in, “makmg some comments on the Tliirty-Nine Articles — 
poor thmgs,” as he told his mother. That afternoon he catechised over 
1500 children and m the evening preached to a huge congregation. 
After the long interregnum plenty of work awaited the new Vicar, and 
at the same time he wanted to plan his policy. After a quick look round 
he decided that liis predecessor had had a firm hold on the loyalty of the 
middle-aged, but that — ^in his later years at any rate — the yoimg men 
had almost entirely eluded him. Here, for a start, was work very much 
to Lang’s taste. While he thought that there was “a general want of 
depth and devotion in the atmosphere,” he acknowledged that he had 
inherited from Jacob “great heartiness, much sincerity, and a strong 
sense that people and parson must work together.” The churchmanship 
was not the kind to which he was accustomed. Jacob’s church, it used 
to be said, had made a Churchman of him, but not, evidently, a High 
Churchman, for die services were conducted with a minimum of cere- 
mony. Lang decided at once that while on the points that mattered he 
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must stand firm, on what he regarded as the non-essential he would he 
tolerant, patient, and ‘“‘quietly teach.’’ 

When I was appointed, rumours spread in the parish that the new 
Vicar was a dangerous High Churchman and Ritualist. While I was 
still at Magdalen I received a document signed by the churchwardens 
(these good friends were afterwards very repentant) and a host of 
parishioners reveahng these suspicions and remonstrating against any 
changes m the services. As they had never even seen me, I confess 
I was annoyed, and my reply to the churchwardens was that I had 
read no other name than theirs and had destroyed the document ! 
The first meeting of a sort of Church Council revealed how general 
were these suspicions. I thmk I dispelled most of them, though I 
made no secret of my position. There was one change agamst which 
they were adamant. The candles on the altar must not be lit ! I told 
them plainly that in my teaching I must simply teach what I beheved, 
but that in my ritual I would always be considerate towards the 
congregation. Result : the candles were not ht, and I never had a 
word of protest about my teaching. 

But misgivings abounded m the town. One letter to a news- 
paper contained the statement that “the new Vicar was not ashamed 
to practise cehbacy openly in the street” — a dehghtfiil phrase, after- 
wards shamelessly stolen by John Buchan in one of his novels. It so 
dehghted me that I caused enquiries to be made and found it meant 
that I often crossed the road from the Vicarage to the Church in 
my cassock ! The Protestants in the town, voiced by a good but 
fanatical incumbent called Lindsay Young, were always sniping; 
but there was never a breath of trouble in the church itself. 

Afterwards Lang used to say that while he had been in many churches 
in many places, he had never known such an opportunity for the preacher 
as was offered by the congregation at Portsea. Normally he preached 
twice every Sunday, morning and evening, generally in consecutive 
courses, on the Gospels, the Epistles, the Prophets, the Creeds, the 
Sacraments, the Beatitudes, or the doctrine and history of the Church. 
That he should have combined a high and even standard of homiletics 
with so lavish an output is evidence both of his untiring industry and of 
his fertihty of mmd. 

For preaching was only one of his duties. There were the manifold 
clubs and organisations of the parish, all of which required and received 
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his attention. There was, as at Magdalen, the “strain of men.” On one 
day, he told his mother, he had had thirty-five private mterviews of 
twenty minutes each. At first at least, he found his new parishioners a 
little strange, without the fortlirightness of Leeds or the youthful spirits 
of Magdalen. “They are not to me an easy or congenial folk,” he wrote 
to one of his “boys” at Leeds. “I miss the freedom and frankness of 
the North.” A new but agreeable duty was added by Magdalen which, 
with comphmentary mtention, transferred its College Mission from 
Shoreditch to a poor and squahd quarter of Portsea. Lang was dehghted 
to have this link with the College. 

He was also a chaplam to the local prison, going there every Saturday 
morning and at other times to visit special cases. He did not grudge a 
moment he spent on this work, which he always claimed had enlarged 
his knowledge of and faith in human nature. He has left a couple of 
stories of his prison experiences. 

He was a young rascal from Southampton, aged about sixteen, 
always in trouble with the pohce, sent to prison again and agam — 
these were the pre-Borstal days. In prison he was usually so iU- 
behaved that he had to suffer the punishment which the prison system 
in its wisdom imposed, that the only book he was permitted to read 
was the Bible. But the sharp-vntted rascal read it hard. I wondered 
what he made of it. So once I found him reading the first part of 
Isaiah. I asked him what he thought of it. His reply surprised me : 
it showed he had discerned the real place of Isaiah as a national leader 
more truly than nine-tenths of regular Bible readers. “Well,” he 
said, “Td like to ’ave ’eard this ^ere chap on the Town ’All steps.” 
Another time he was readmg Ecclesiastes and this was his shrewd 
comment: “’E’d seen a deal o’ life, the ole bloke ’as wrote that.” 
But most surprising was what he once said. It was this : “When I 
read them names like Nebuchadnezzar, Chedorlaomer, Nebuzaradan, 
Belteshazzar and the like, I shut me eyes and I seem to see great shapes 
movin’ before me.” Great shapes — symbols of the great empires 
rising and falling m that old world; and this guttersnipe had the 
imagination to see them. 

The other story showed how hard it was for a “criminal” to change 
his way of life. 

There was a young housebreaker and pickpocket whom, as he had 
a long sentence, I saw very often. He was a really charming creature, 
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good to look at, most frank and friendly. He had been bom and had 
lived among ‘'criminals” in the notorious region of Old Street. He 
had never intermingled with any other class. He had no inherited 
instincts of right and wrong. Once when I asked him if he never 
felt that it was wrong to pick people’s pockets, he said that sometimes 
he thought it was odd to think what others probably thought of him. 
That was his nearest approach to conscience. He deHghted in the 
exercise of his art of house-breaking and pocket-picking, and seemed 
to think it had been worth while to spend all but three m his last eight 
or nine years in prison, if only to enjoy his adventures. I once asked 
him to give a display of his skill. He placed me against the wall of 
his cell and said : “ Suppose, sir, you’re at Victoria Station lookmg 
at a time-table.” Then he paced rapidly up and down the cell, 
constantly brushing against me as he passed. “That is the crowd,” 
he said. Then, after a few mmutes, he said, “Now look,” and when 
I turned he showed me with a triumphant grm my purse, which 
he had extracted from my trousers pocket. . . . 

Well, as the months passed and I had my weekly talks with him, 
he made it plain that he really wished to give up his old ways and 
companions. There was no sort of humbug about him. When his 
long sentence and my instruction were over, and he was at hberty, 
with his full desire I baptised him. But what was to be done with 
him ? He had no education ; he could scarcely read or write ; but 
he was most intelhgent. But he had one skilled craft in which he 
delighted for its own sake. Thus when I found him work as a 
labourer in a market garden, he was soon utterly bored. Then one 
of his former “pals” found him out and came to Portsmouth to win 
him back. Tom between memories and pleasures of his old hfe and 
the desires and weanness of the new, he came to see me and brought 
his “pal,” a flashy young gentleman, overdressed and self-assured, 
evidently a prosperous thief. I sat between them at my table. I told 
my friend he must choose between us — the old hfe and its pleasures 
and the new life with its sacrifices and a new vision of what human 
Hfe was meant to be. After a long pause he blurted out, with his 
face between his hands : “I want to go your way, sir, I do indeed; 
but” — and here sobs broke out — “I can’t, I can’t!” And he rose 
and flung himself out of the room with his rather perplexed “pal.” 
I never saw him again. I only heard that after a month or two he 
had been sentenced to prison again — elsewhere. 
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But prison work was only a small part—perhaps smaller than in 
recollection it appeared to be — of Lang’s work at Portsea. 

“I always felt that he was greatest as a preacher and teacher/’ tlie 
Archbishop of York (a curate and afterwards himself Vicar of Portsea) 
wrote. It is almost impossible to exaggerate the influence he exercised 
throughout the whole town by his Sunday sermons and tlie Men’s 
Conferences. I have never heard such fine preachmg ; in the morning 
he usually preached for twenty minutes, in the evening for half an 
hour or more. He held the congregation hterally spellbound. In 
the evening the church was packed, and before the doors were open 
often there was a small crowd waiting outside. The courses were 
occasionally very long : I think a course on Isaiah must have lasted 
about eighteen months, though he broke into this as occasion required 
for special sermons. 

“The Men’s Conference held in the afternoon was also very 
remarkable. He gave them of his best, though most of those who 
attended did not either belong to the Church or have any connexion 
with organised religion. On weekdays he had a very large Bible 
Class of women, attended possibly by two or three hundred ; and in 
addition he gave full and careful teachmg at his Confirmation Classes 
— there were twelve or fourteen of these, and they had to be attended 
by the junior members of the staff. 

“He had great influence in the town, and on one occasion, on the 
eve of a Parhamentary election, possibly turned the scale : the Con- 
servative candidate had accepted all the demands of the brewers, and 
Lang in his sermon made a vigorous protest, winch was supposed to 
have affected — and probably did affect — a considerable number of 
votes. 

“He was not a good visitor, and the ordmary parochial visitation 
he left to his curates. But there were special people over whom he 
took very great trouble. I remember one sick man whom he visited 
week after week over a long period of time.” 

Jacob had left a gap in his network of buildings and orgamsations. 
There was no large central institute or hall where meetings could be held. 
Lang sacrificed a part of the Vicarage field for a site and chose Sir Reginald 
Blomfield, who had built the church, as his architect. With some 
generous help from Lord Hambleden, son of the church’s first benefactor, 
he then put up a large and convenient buildmg which soon became so 
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indispensable that no one could ever understand how the parish had 
once got on without it. Here, among other functions, was held the 
Men’s Conference on every Sunday afternoon of spring, autumn and 
winter. Doctors, lawyers, sailors and dockyard workers would turn up 
from every quarter of Portsmouth, the average figure of attendance 
being about three hundred. Lang would open with an address on some 
such subject as the evidences of rehgion, and afterwards the audience 
might ask questions or make speeches. Although Lang owns that the 
Conference was a heaven-sent opportunity for every crank and bore 
in the city, he beheved that it did them good, and their hearers no harm, 
to blow off steam in this way. 

One afternoon I silenced an earnest and violent speaker by a cheap 
though very effective score, which was loudly applauded. I felt rather 
ashamed of it, and next Sunday, seeing the good man present, I told 
him that I wished to apologise to him for that cheap score and for 
the applause it won but did not deserve. He rose and said : ‘"Well, 
sir, I’ve been at scores of debates, but I’ve never met the like of that ; 
and if that’s Christianity, it’s the best proof of your rehgion that I’ve 
come across.” 

The Conference became very popular, and when Lang left, the 
members gave him a complete set of the Dictit)nary of National Biography. 

Then there was the Royal Navy, with winch Lang now became 
closely acquainted, and across the water, at Osborne, was the old Queen, 
very near the end of her long reign, but as keenly interested as ever in 
all that was happening. Lang’s account of his visits to her and of his 
first associations with the Royal Family appears in the following chapter. 
In 1897 she kept her Diamond Jubilee. Lang went up to London and 
stayed with the Erskuies for the day of the Service at St. Paul’s — “One 
felt the Empire,'' he Avrote— and then hurried back to Portsmouth for the 
local celebrations. He had filled the Vicarage with friends, to see the 
naval reAuew, and there was a big Service of Thanksgiving at the church. 

Two more years shpped by — almost imperceptibly in the routine 
and rush of work — and the South African War broke out, bringing new 
duties and in particular a seat on a Government Committee appointed 
to report on the overlapping of War Funds. 

Lang did not have many dealings with his Bishop (Dr. Randall 
Davidson), and those he had were pleasant. Just after his appointment 
he had his first recorded meetmg with the colleague of so many years 
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and reported him “most kind, a charming mixture of Father and Brother 
in God, full of good advice and encouragement/’ Presently the Bishop 
was involved m the unhappy controversy with Fr. DoUmg, of St. Agatha’s, 
Landport, which ended in Boiling’s departure from a notable ministry 
Lang kept out of the dispute, the only judgment he passes on it bemg 
that “a circumspect Scot and an impulsive Irishman did not find it easy 
to imderstand each other.” He had a profound admiration for Dolling 
as a pansh priest, but if pressed, would probably have ventured the opinion 
that he might have shown a more accommodating spirit. Lang had 
his own difficulties with the “Protestant underworld,” his chief anta- 
gonist bemg Mr. Lindsay Yoimg, who once created a violent scene in 
the presence of the Bishop dunng a crowded meetmg in the Town Hall 
on Church Extension 

Lang has left an account of another interruption of a rather different 
kind, when he was saved from acute embarrassment by the presence of 
mind and self-sacnficmg spirit of the Superintendent of the Sunday 
School, Mr. G. HeUyer, an ex-Chief Petty Officer of the Navy. 

One of the customary jomt services of children from the whole 
parish was being held in the parish church. The church was crammed 
foil of children, over 2000. Just as, during a hymn, I was leaving 
my place in the choir to enter the pulpit for my address, I saw a 
strange figure proceedmg up the centre aisle. It was a woman, 
middle-aged, fantastically attired, prancing along like Madge Wild- 
fire (m The Heart of Midlothian) with smiles and mincing steps. The 
children were amazed Just as I reached the chancel steps, I heard 
the good HeUyer asking her, “What do you want?” and her most 
disconcerting reply, ‘T want to kiss that man,” pointing to me! 
What was I to do ? If I retreated, I was sure she would foUow me. 

If I advanced, she might embrace me before aU the children. A most 
embarrassing moment! Suddenly HeUyer, with a broad smile on 
Ms quaint face, said to her : “Won’t I do instead ?” She smUed at 
Mm and said : WeU, I think you wiU.” At once, with great gaUantry, 
he gave her Ms arm and conducted her down the church wMle the ‘ 
hymn was closing. In the porch he gaUantly kept Ms covenant ; the 
lady retired, satisfied; and I was saved. In the vestry afterwards I 
thanked HeUyer for Ms self-sacnfice He snuled and said ; “WeU, 
my New Years resolution was, ‘Try when you can to lubricate’ ; 
so that was my chance to do a httle lubricating.” 
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For most of his time at Portsea Lang was, it seemed, doing the work 
of two men. His industry and energy were without bounds, and he 
was young enough to bum his candle at both ends without harm to his 
health. His daily programme was so crowded that on any day it appeared 
impossible to msert a single extra engagement. Yet he was always ready 
to take on a new job, to accept an invitation to preach or to sit on a 
committee. Occasionally he even found time for a httle amusement. 
He was fond of saihng, and when he could, which was not often, would 
race in the Solent with naval friends like Sir Michael Culme-Seymour, 
the Naval Commander-in-Chief, and “Rosy*’ Wemyss, afterwards 
Lord Wester-Wemyss. 

At the start the latter would always ask for a dispensation for any 
language he might use dunng the existence of the race, and at the 
finish I had to tell him that he had far exceeded my dispensation. 

Lang stayed at Portsea for five years, and long afterwards could still 
see himself “standmg on the big platform-like pulpit looking down on 
the great congregation, or walkmg swiftly along that ugly Fratton Road.” 
His time there was by no means unhappy, even when contrasted with 
the vanished delights of Magdalen ; and he was probably conscious that 
experience of the kind Portsea offered was essential to the career which 
stretched before him. For by now he knew most surely — ^had he ever 
doubted? — that he was destined for high office in the Church. One 
morning he and some members of the staff were discussing episcopal 
signatures, and Lang, catching up a piece of paper and writmg ‘Cosmo 
Cantuar’ on it, asked, “How does this look ?” 

Such incidents should not be taken too seriously : they were the sort 
of story people were beginning to tell about Lang. That the idea of an 
exalted place in the Church was not entirely strange to him, at any rate 
in his lighter moments, is implied by a jestmg letter he wrote in 1893 
to “the Prophet,” Canon Simpson, his colleague at Leeds, m wliich he 
subscribed himself “C. G. Cantuar.” Yet while he cannot have been 
without some expectation of coming promotion, he was undoubtedly 
surprised when, one morning in March 1901, a telegram arrived from Sir 
Schomberg Macdonnell, Lord Salisbury’s private secretary. “Announce- 
ment of your appointment,” he read, “will be in the Press on Monday.” 
In reply to a mystified telegram from Lang, the puzzle was solved. Lord 
Sahsbury had written to offer him the appointment of Suffragan Bishop 
of Stepney and Canon of St. Paul’s, in succession to Dr. Winnington- 
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Ingram, who had just been translated to the See of London. Unfortun- 
ately Lord Sahsbury had addressed his letter to Langport,^ and after many 
days it was returned to him through the Dead Letter OfEce, adorned 
with the stamps of many vam experiments.’’ Lord Sahsbury had then 
confessed himself at the end of his resources, and so remained until the 
telegram of enquiry reached him. 

Lang learned that the idea had origmated with the new Bishop of 
London, who had especially asked that Lang might follow him in Stepney. 
The incident sheds an mterestmg light on die casual way in which Lord 
Sahsbury conducted his official correspondence. Lang was also a little 
piqued by the readiness with which the Prime Mmister assumed that the 
offer would be accepted. Macdonnell’s telegram did not ask Lang if 
he consented : it told him that the appomtment was about to be an- 
nounced. In fact, he probably never thought seriously of refusing it ; 
although he went through the form of consulting his Bishop, who said, 
“I’m afraid you must go.” It would be painful to leave his friends m 
Portsea and, as he wrote to his mother, “doubly hard to follow Ingram, 
who has been the idol of the East End.” But any doubts he had were 
on the surface: deep down in him he was conscious of powers that only 
awaited to be released. Now this opportunity had come : he was only 
thirty-seven and he was to be a Bishop. Yet with all his innate con- 
fidence, the prospect awed as well as attracted him, for it was no light 
duty he was undertaking. “I must have some quiet time,” he wrote to 
his mother, “to prepare for an event so unspeakably solemn as con- 
secration to the office of a Bishop in the Church of God.” 

^ He was probably thinking of Landport, the distnct of Portsmouth in which Portsea 
Vicarage lay, and the name of die Vicar changed it in his mind to Langport. 



chapter XIV 

QUEEN VICTORIA AND THE ROYAL FAMILY 


T he Vicar of Portsea had a Royal neighbour at Osborne in the 
Isle of Wight, where Queen Victoria was in the last years of her 
long reign. One day in January 1898 Lang received a letter from Lady 
Mallet, one of the Queen’s Ladies-in-Waiting, conveying to him a 
command to preach in the chapel at Osborne on the following Sunday. 
He obeyed, of course, and subsequently the invitation was repeated — 
‘^Indeed I think I went twice every year until she died” ; when, having 
been appointed one of the Queen’s chaplains, he had a part in the funera] 
arrangements. The association with the Royal Family, which began 
in these days, lasted for as long as he lived 

Lang left very full notes of his visits to Osborne. In fact, he wrote 
two separate versions of them. The first account is in the form of a 
diary and was written while he was at Portsea ; the date of the second 
is 194.3. Both are supplemented by some very long descriptive letters 
to his mother, which probably served as one of the sources of the second 
account. For reasons of space it is clearly impossible, even if it were 
desirable, to reproduce all this material, which almost make a book by 
themselves ; so, with much abbreviation, a collated account, drawing 
on all three sources, is offered here. So much is mdicated as necessary 
because, whatever view may be taken by others, Lang set a high value 
on these experiences “I shall ever,” he wrote, “regard these visits to 
the great Queen as among the highest privileges of my life,” 

The first invitation — January 1898 — was to dme with the House- 
hold on Saturday night and to preach the next morning. Lang had been 
warned by the Bishop of Winchester that he might be asked to stay for 
Sunday mght too and have dinner with the Queen. This extended 
mvitation was usual, but was by no means a matter of course ; no doubt 
it depended on the Royal opinion of the sermon preached m the morning. 
Lang, however, took no chances and arnved at Osborne with knee 
breeches and silk stockmgs. 

In other respects he was so ill-equipped for the visit that he had to 
borrow freely from his curates — a taU hat from one, an umbrella from 
another, and a robes-bag from a third. 
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On Saturday night, after receiving some necessary instructions in 
etiquette, he dined with the men of the Household. Breakfast next day 
was at half-past nine, followed at eleven by the Service. 

Punctually at eleven the door opens — **The Queen — all rise. I was 
conscious of a little black figure supported by an Indian servant and 
followed by children. The little figure sat down at once, opposite 
the priest, and scanned the text placed on her table. Princess Beatrice 
and her children surrounding her ! 

The Service then started. Liturgically, Lang comments, it was “a 
somewhat mangled affair,” but gained “dignity through its circum- 
stances.” Lang preached on the text: “Lord, to whom shall we go ? 
Thou hast the words of eternal life.” He had written out his sermon, 
but did not use the script. “I never can read a sermon,” he wrote to 
his mother ; though there is not the least doubt that he could and often 
did read one. Later he found that the Queen generally sent afterwards 
to ask for the manuscript, and when, as sometimes happened later, he 
spoke from notes, he had to sit down and try to reconstruct what he had 
actually preached. 

He had arranged to spend the rest of the day with the Rector of 
Whippingham, but just before luncheon he had the Queen’s command 
to dine vdth her that evening and to stay on till Monday. So, after 
preaching at the evenmg service at Whippmgham, he returned to 
Osborne for dinner at nine o’clock. 

I can never forget the impression made when, before dinner, the 
door opened, the page announced in a loud voice, “The Queen,” 
and she entered, so small m stature, yet clothed with such imconscious 
but unmistakable dignity. I have been present at many great State 
occasions during the last half century, but I do not think that I have 
ever been so immediately and deeply impressed as by that simple 
entry of “The Queen.” 

The party was quite small, consisting of Royal relatives, a few people 
in waiting, and Lang himself. “The dinner was exactly like any private 
family party, except that, of course, the Queen did not actually speak 
except to the royalties next her.” They were waited on by “a supply 
of very stout and somewhat bibulous-looking Scotch menservants, two 
in kdts, the rest in scarlet, with an Indian to boot.” 
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After dinner the Queen sent for Lang and talked to him for twenty 
minutes or half an hour. 

It was difficult to reaHse that tlie httle figure over which one bent, 
with the soft kind voice and simple manner, was the Queen and 
Empress whom a year ago one had watched passing through crowded 
and jubilant London, the centre of the greatest pageant in our history, 
the embodied spirit of the great Empire. Certainly she has the royal 
art of puttmg people at their ease. The grace and simpHcity of her 
manner, the native kindliness of her smile made nervousness vanish. 

With one exception all the portraits and photographs of her give 
a very one-sided picture of the expression of her face. No doubt in 
repose and on great occasions it was severe and masterful But in 
conversation, unless she was bored or annoyed, it was lit up by a 
very charmmg smile. The one exception to which I have referred 
was a photograph taken of the scene at the steps of St, Paul’s Cathedral 
on the day of the Diamond Jubilee. When the huge crowd surroundmg 
the steps began to roar ‘‘God Save the Queen !” she turned towards 
It with a radiant smile, like a sudden shaft of sunlight. Happily it 
was just at that moment that the photograph was taken. 

Moreover, when she was amused — and she had a very real if 
very simple sense of humour and fully relished any good story or 
any amusing turn of phrase — ^her voice would break into a soft, 
gentle, and very dehghtful laugh, a sort of gargle of pleasure. 

Well, at that first conversation with her she asked many questions 
about my parish and the way in which it was managed. And here a 
fragment of the conversation may be worth recording, as somehow 
— ^I know not how — ^it got into the Press in many versions and has 
been repeated there ad nauseam ever since. I had been speakmg of 
my fifteen or sixteen curates who Hved with me. 

Queen : “Don’t you think you ought to marry 5 A wife would 
be so great a help,” 

Myself: “I fear I cannot aJfford one: my curates cost too 
much.” 

Queen: “But surely a wife would be worth more than one or 
two curates.” 

Myself: “No doubt, ma’am, but there is this difference: if a 
curate proves to be unsatisfactory I can get rid of him, A wife is a 
fixture.” 
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Queen (laughing) ; “I can see you have a very poor idea of 
matrimony.” 

Xlien she askeci much about the alleged lack or religion and the 
Sociahsm of the workmg classes. I told her what I had observed, of 
good rather than of evil. ‘‘But,” she said—and I remember still the 
simphcity, almost the naivete, with which she looked up and asked 
—“all this IS combmed, is it not, with great personal loyalty to the 
Throne ?” Of course, I could only reply that whatever may have 
been thought about the Throne, tliere was no doubt about loyalty 
to the Queen. 

At about eleven she rose, gave an arm to the Indian servant, and with 
a stick in the other hand passed out of the room. “The Queen will 
now spend perhaps two hours writmg letters,” remarked Lord Edward 
Pelham Clinton, the Master of the Household. 

The experience had not been as alarming as Lang had feared it might 
be. 

She had the reputation of being a very formidable person. Indeed, 
I remember a curious episode on another visit. An officer in the 
South African War had been distinguished by such conspicuous 
bravery that he had been, by the Queen’s own express wish, sum- 
moned to Osborne to receive his Victoria Cross from her own hands. 
But as he approached the door beyond which the great Queen was 
awaiting him, all his valour failed. He fainted and had to be 
“gingered up” in order to face the ordeal. 

I remember on another occasion watching an eminent person . . . 
accustomed to all the demands of pubHc and social Kfe, whom the 
Queen, rather agamst her will, had invited to dine, being brought 
up to speak to her. It was at once plain that owing to his nervousness 
the conversation was “making very heavy weather.” Very soon 
there was the very sHghtest droop of the Royal mouth, the very 
shghtest but stiffest inchnation of the Royal head. But these signs 
sufficed to say, “This is enough and— never again !” ; and the poor 
man retired discomfited, 

Lang evidently made a good impression, as the Queen’s journal 
contains the following entry tmder the date January 30th, 1898 : 

Spoke to Mr. Lang some time after dinner. He is a very interesting 
and clever man, a Scotchman, and was at Oxford. He has a very 
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hard time at Portsea, having 40,000 parishioners, and the population 
is not very pleasant, particularly the artisans, who are very difScult, 
sceptical, and full of prejudices. The sailors are true and warm- 
hearted, but, as well as the soldiers, somewhat difficult to manage, 
Mr. Lang has thirteen curates to assist him, and they all live together. 

Lang’s next summons was in August. He was on hohday at Largie 
and by some mistake the command did not reach him until the Wednes- 
day before the Sunday on which he was to preach. This time he was 
asked to stay from Saturday till Monday, and hurrying south found a 
large party at Osborne — several royalties, the Prime Minister (Lord 
Salisbury), and the Cranbomes. On Saturday night he was unwell, 
with mtemal pains, and did not sleep at all. This was the more discon- 
certing because he had omitted to prepare a sermon, hoping for two 
quiet hours on Sunday morning, and when it came felt too stale and 
jaded to put anytliing on paper. In the end, he says, he gave up the 
attempt and preached extempore on “The Name of Jesus,” the day 
bemg August 7th In the afternoon he walked and talked with the 
guests, and after preaching once more at Whippmgham attended the 
Royal dinner-party. 

After dmner he talked with Princess Beatrice and the Duchess of 
Connaught, “a very straight and good woman and moreover a good 
Churchwoman.” They discoursed on the desirability of joining the work 
of Nurses with the disciphne of the Religious Life and the need for an 
order of Mission preachers. “Lord Salisbury joined the conversation 
and threw m some characteristic touches of good-natured sarcasm, which 
the less subtle-mmded Princesses seemed not wholly to understand.” 
In fact, Lang adds, they appeared to be rather afraid of the Prime Mmister. 
The conversation was mterrupted by the Queen’s summons to Lang. 

I told the Queen that I had been reading a sermon by Principal John 
Caird dehvered before her in Crathie Church ^ ; and greatly daring 
I added that I had noted that the sermon must have lasted at least 
three-quarters of an hour, whereas I had been told that sermons 
dehvered before her m England must not exceed twenty minutes. 
She took this with great good humour and said drily; “When 
Enghsh dignitaries and clergy can preach as well as the Scottish 
ministers I will let them go on as long as they hke.” We agreed Mx. 
John Caird was probably the most powerful preacher to whom we 

^ The parish church of Balmoral. 
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had ever listened, though she preferred the broad human sympathy 
of her favoixrite Norman Macleod. 

On the differences between EngHsh and Scottish reHgion she said : 
“ I like the solemnity of the Scottish Communion. In England people 
seem to treat the Sacrament too easily. Why, I am told that many 
receive it as often as once a week. This seems to me a very mechanical 
view of the Sacraments. I wonder how much preparation they can 
give. For myself, three months seems not too long to prepare.’' 
I tried to show the other side, though I did not think it necessary to 
say that in my Church there was a daily Celebration ! Yet was there 
not something worth pondering in those no doubt very one-sided 
words ? 

The third visit was in January 1899. This time the Empress Frederick 
was staymg in the house. 

It was interesting and amusmg to watch the way in which Mother 
and Daughter, Queen and Empress, settled the question of precedence. 
Both sat at the head of the round table ; at the end both rose together. 
The Empress Frederick, as Empress, went out first, but as daughter 
and guest turned round as she went and curtseyed to the Queen ! 

In the drawing-room I had a long and very touchmg conversation 
with the Empress. A few days before she had paid a private visit to 
Portsea Parish Church, the foundation-stone of which she had laid 
ten years ago ; so that the ice had already been broken. She began 
to talk at once about her sorrows. I do not think that I ought to put 
down even here all that she said, for I am sure it was not meant for 
other ears. Her words about the change in her destiny — the diffi- 
culties of a woman ambitious to rule, prepared for it by long thought 
and study, versed mtimately in all European affairs, and now excluded 
from all authority — the sadness of “separations from the living far 
harder to bear than even separation from the dead" — the lonelmess 
of her hfe, “left more and more alone as one draws nearer the last 
gate, where there is room for nothmg but the solitary soul to pass" — 
all were inexpressibly touching. Her emotion was very real ; and 
the tears were in her eyes and on her cheeks. It was the talk of one 
of whom sorrow is an abiding companion. It seemed so hopeless 
to say anything to one so high in position, yet so humbled by sorrow : 
it seemed best to let her speak : what feeble words one did say did 
not seem to offend, as well they might have done. She has a most 
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wonderful simplicity of speech and manner, and a perfect ease . . . 
disturbed only by a curious nervous habit of movmg continually in 
a side direction as she speaks. It seemed difficult to believe that this 
simple-feeling, simple-speaking woman was one of whose cleverness 
and influence even Bismarck was afraid. 

This conversation was followed by some talk with Princess Beatrice, 
who exchanged with him books of devotion and thoughts about Prayers 
for the Dead. “The Prmcess showed that she really was in many ways 
an instructed Anglican.’* The Queen then sent for him. She spoke of 
her love for Balmoral and of her attachment to the Church of Scotland, 
imdimmished by the incident she went on to relate. 

It happened once that the people of Crathie Church in the election 
of a Minister had rejected the Queen’s wish about a candidate and 
had elected one of their own choice. “It is the only place,” she said, 
smilmg, “where the Queen’s wish seems to count for nothing. How- 
ever, I determmed to show that at least I could submit and be civil.” 
Then she added some rather remarkable words : “After all, it made 
one feel that if people who depended on me for everything could be 
k) mdependent, I could trust them all the more fully.” I could not 
help reflecting how different the history of this island might have 
been if Charles I had had the same respect for the ecclesiastical inde- 
pendence of the Scots- 

On these visits the Queen talked much of Scotland, and once. 

Knowing my devotion to the Highlands, she asked why I never went 
to her own Aberdeenshire Highlands. I repHed — again very greatly 
daring — that there was one reason which I could not mention in her 
presence. “That is all the more reason why I should know it,” she 
said. It was, I was bold enough to say, because that part of Scotland 
was associated with the final defeat of Prmce Charles Edward, for 
whom I had a sentimental loyalty. “Oh,” she said, “you need not 
be afraid to speak about him. His history has always touched me 
deeply. I will never allow my gentlemen or ladies to speak of him 
as ‘the Pretender,’ but only as ‘Prince Charlie’ or ‘the Chevalier.’ 
Indeed, I added his name to the names of one of my sons.” (Prince 
Leopold.^) 

“Then may I keep my sentimental loyalty ?” 

^ This is not correct. The Duke of Albany was Leopold George Duncan Albert. 
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“Certainly,” she said with a laugh; “provided, of course, that 
it IS strictly sentimental.” 

Regularly twice a year the summons came. One visit took place 
just after Black Week m the South African War, when we had suffered 
reverses at Stormberg, Magersfontein and Colenso, He had two long 
conversations with the Queen. 

She had special maps prepared on a large scale to suit her eyesight, 
and with these she followed every word of the despatches. She would 
not rest satisfied till she had located every farmstead where a skirmish 
had taken place. She took the warmest interest in all messages of 
loyalty which came from different parts of the army. I remember 
at dinner a telegraph message came in from Kimberley, then under 
siege. It was a few words of fervent and cheerful loyalty. “The 
dear fellows !” said the Queen, m just the tones in which a mother 
would hear the greetings of her absent sons. In conversation she said 
somethmg worth remembering wbch explams the sort of instinctive 
sympathy which had sprung up between the army and the Queen. 

‘ When I was a httle girl,” she said, “I remember that they used to 
laugh at me because of my excitement when soldiers passed. I 
remember very well wishing that when I grew up I might be known 
as the Soldiers’ Queen I have had that wish ever smce.” 

Certainly it has been abundantly fulfilled. It seemed strange to 
thmk that this resolute and determmed old lady, keen and alert about 
all the battles, was the Queen who was said to have made up her 
mmd that she would never sanction a war. I can never forget the 
tone and manner with which she said : “It was now not only neces- 
sary : It is just. It must, it shall be fought out to the end. These 
brave fellows shall not be allowed to suffer m vain. There is no 
place for pamc — or the way in which she stamped her foot as she 
said : I will hear of no complaints agamst my generals till the war 
IS over. They have my confidence. They will do their utmost.” 

It was touching indeed to look down on this simple httle old lady 
and to feel that here was Britannia at hay ! All the strength and self- 
control and determmation of the Empire seemed really and literally 
to be personified in^her. She dealt very faithfuUy with President 
Kruger. “The man’s parade of religion annoys me. I don’t think 
much of a religion which is used to justify such self-aggrandisement 
and wilfulness and corrupt government.” 
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“What I most dislike about President Kruger,” she went on to 
remark, “is the way he brings his pohtics into his religion and his 
reUgion mto his politics. I am bound to say that in Mr. Gladstone 
also I disliked this mixture of pohtics and religion, which” — with 
emphasis — “is of course quite mtolerable.” 

These reflexions led her on to John Morley, whose character she 
admired, while lamenting many of his opinions. James Bryce, whom 
she also greatly respected, was shaky about the war ; on the other hand, 
Lord Curzon’s despatches from India were giving her much pleasure. 
She went on to comment upon the Church of England, which was 
passing through one of its recurring cnses, and upon the policy of the 
Bishops. 

The Bishops could not be surprised if men resented any sudden 
forbiddmg of practices which had long been tolerated More than 
once she had plamly expressed her concern about the consequences 
of a pohcy of laissezfaire. It must never be forgotten that, whether 
we call It “conviction” or “prejudice,” the one thing which the 
mass of the Enghsh people would never stand was any beHttling or 
apparent undoing of the Reformation. 

This was one of many conversations Lang had with the Queen about 
rehgion, sometimes upon the subjects with which he had dealt in 
sermons and sometimes upon the ecclesiastical troubles of the time. 

Her position might, I suppose, be described m ecclesiastical language 
as “Broad Church.” On some subjects, such as Prayers for the 
Dead, she differed widely from the point of view of ordinary Pro- 
testantism. She knew, and was very suspicious about, the Oxford 
Movement and its followers. But there could be no sort of doubt 
as to the smcerity and simphcity of her personal faith and trust 
in God. 

Lang visited the Queen for the last time in the autumn of 1900. 

I could see a very marked change. At dinner she was very silent and 
at times seemed to have some difEculty in keeping awake. When 
I talked with her after dmner, she was less bright than usual and was 
plainly soon tired. Though we did not then reahse it, the shadow 
of the approaching end was drawing near. 

137 



COSMO GORDON LANG 

Looking back, Lang recalled one touching memory of her. 

I had been telling her about the drowning of a sailor m one of the 
Royal yachts, and of the poverty in which his wife, one of my 
parishioners, had been left. Next morning I was summoned to the 
Queen s private room. She was, as usual, sittmg writing letters or 
signing papers at her desk. 

‘‘I want,” she said, “to give you something from me to help the 
poor sailor^s widow you told me of last night.” Then she took a 
bundle of keys from a girdle, just like any ordinary housekeeper, 
went to a cupboard and opened it. The contents were curious — 
papers, parcels, and chiefly toys kept for presents to her grandchildren. 
In one corner was a small tin box, hke a schoolboy’s cash-box. 
Fumbhng somewhat owing to her shortsightedness, she opened it, 
and very carefully took out five sovereigns. “Please give these,” 
she said, “to that poor woman. But,” she added with a whimsical 
smile, “you mustn’t tell Sir Fleetwood Edwards” (the Comptroller 
of the Privy Purse). And this was the Queen-Empress ! 

“It has been an anxious Sunday,” Lang wrote in his diary on January 
20th, 1901. The old Queen was dying, and swiftly the end came. 

It was with a profound shock that the people heard that the Queen 
had passed away. It seemed impossible to reaHse that the reign of 
over sixty years, which had meant so much m the destmy of her 
country, of the Empire, of the world, was over. Immediately after 
her death I was asked, as one of her Chaplains, to go over to Osborne 
and to give what help I could to the Bishop of Winchester (Randall 
Davidson) in making arrangements for the Funeral. 

Immediately on arrival I was taken to the temporary chapel where 
the Queen’s body lay. My first impression was of the stillness of the 
Guardsmen standing around the bier with heads bent and rifles 
reversed. They seemed to be statues representmg the sorrow of the 
Empire and the solemnity of death. In the middle of a mass of 
flowers, under a white pall with a small crown at its head, was the 
cofiin where the Queen’s body was lying. 

As there was no one else in the chapel (except the Guard) I was 
able to have some minutes of quiet thought and prayer, realising 
what the passing of the great Queen meant. Soon after, as I was 
talking with the Bishop of Winchester in one of the corridors about 
the religious services for the Funeral, a small erect figure, quietly 
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dressed, came up. I thought it was somebody’s servam until the 
Bishop turned round and bowed. Then I noticed the upturned ends 
of the moustache and realised that it was the German Emperor. He 
very humbly apologised for his mtrusion, asked if he could be of any 
help, and said that his own wish was to be useful and to show his 
veneration for his grandmother. I was told afterwards how tactful 
and useful he had been. Here is one mstance. It was said by some 
of her family that the Queen’s wish had been that any pictures in 
the temporary chapel should be domestic, of herself with her husband 
and children — a very characteristic trait. Others thought that this 
would be inappropriate and that the pictures should be of sacred 
subjects. It was the Emperor who suggested that the points might 
be combined by putting on the walls pictures representing the Holy 
Family and Our Lord in the home life of Nazareth, And this was 
done. 

The funeral followed. 

It must have left an indehble impression on those who in any way 
witnessed it. I can only write about the scene on the Solent and at 
Portsmouth. I went to the Fort at the entrance of the harbour. The 
two long shores converging on the harbour-bar were crowded by 
masses of people, all in black. There was the strangest silence I have 
ever known. It could literally he felt It was so deep and tense that 
when two children talked at a distance of some 300 yards it seemed 
an intolerable intrusion. The German Emperor afterwards said that 
nothing of the kmd had ever impressed him so deeply as that wedge 
of black silent humanity through which the Royal yacht passed into 
the harbour. 

It was a beautiful day, a day of summer rather than of January, 
the sky clear and the sea blue. Suddenly the silence was broken. A 
sound smote upon the heart. It was the sound of the guns from 
Osborne across the water telhng that the Queen’s body was being 
saluted by the Fleet. Then, through the long lines of battleships, 
stretching in a curve from Cowes to Portsmouth, came the little 
yacht Alberta bearing the body. The yacht was preceded by six 
torpedo-destroyers moving black and silent like dark messengers of 
Death sent to summon the Queen. The Alberta — small, sHght, but 
dignified, passing through the huge ironclads, seemed strangely Hke 
the Queen herself. I shaE never forget the booming of the great 

139 



COSMO GORDON LANG 

guns as the little ship with its precious freight moved slowly down 
the lines. The sound was varied only by the strains of Chopin’s 
Funeral March, played by each ship’s band as the body passed. Then 
— the most moving thing of all — just as the Alberta entered the 
harbour, the sun set in a rich glow of tranquil glory. I heard an old 
General behind me cough, clear his throat, and say as it were to 
himself, “No one will persuade me that Providence didn’t arrange 
thatV So the sun set over the haven where the Queen would be. 

Next mommg, very early, about 7 a.m., I went out to the Alberta 
as she lay off the Clarence Pier with the Admiral (Sir Michael Culme- 
Seymour) in his pinnace. It was a very different day, rammg, cold 
and squally. After robing in a cabin I had to wait some time till aU 
the Royalties assembled. The last to arrive was the German Emperor. 
His arrival was characteristic : out from the side of the great Hohen- 
zollern shot a steam launch. The Admiral, who was standing beside 
me, said: “Yes, that is the Emperor steering; he expects to bring 
her alongside ; he doesn’t know the tide or the currents.” On came 
the launch, swaying hither and thither with the currents, but with 
admirable precision and without the loss of a second the Emperor 
steered her exactly alongside, threw aside the rudder-cords, and 
stepped up the steps looking every mch an Emperor. 

Only the Royal Family with the Kaiser were present at the 
service. At its close, when all had left for the train and before the 
sailors came to carry out the bier, I was the only witness of an episode 
which I have every reason to remember vividly. The new King, 
Edward VII, a man always of warm emotion, paused for a minute 
or two and knelt silently at the foot of the coffin. The Emperor, 
turning roimd, saw this, and quietly knelt at the King’s side. The 
German Emperor and the EngHsh Eung kneeling together, side by 
side, by the body of Queen Victoria — ^liow could I fail to think, 
“What effect may this have upon the future relations of England and 
Germany 5 ” 

Thirteen years later, in an unhappy moment, this memory was to 
bring Lang into great trouble. 

Then followed an experience which moved me more deeply than 
I can express. It had been arranged that officers of the Navy and 
Army of, I think, or above the rank of Captain in the one case and 
Colonel in the other, might volunteer to form a Guard of Honour 
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lining the long covered passage from the yacht to the train. It fell 
to me to walk in my robes immediately in front of the coffin. I could 
therefore see the faces of these men who had served or fought for the 
Queen in all parts of the world, as they turned towards her body to 
give their last salute. I do not thmk there was one of them who had 
not tears m his eyes, and certainly there were tears in mine. . . . 

The train ghded slowly out of the station ; and Queen Victoria 
passed out of sight. 

★ ★★★★★ 

The visits to Osborne introduced Lang to other members of the 
Royal Family. He had long and intimate talks with the Empress 
Frederick, Princess Beatrice, Princess Christian, Princess Victoria, and 
the Duke and Duchess of Connaught. “They make the most of a parson 
when they have him,” he told his mother; and no doubt they soon 
discovered the sympathy with which he hstened and the wisdom and 
comfort of his counsel. 

He also made the acquamtance of the Prmce of Wales (Kmg Edward 
VII) and his family Durmg the South African War Lang had written 
a letter to the Times about the overlappmg of miUtary and naval relief 
funds. The letter made a stir, and presently Lang was summoned to a 
conference at Marlborough House, over which the Prince of Wales 
presided, and later to serve on a Committee which was to deal with the 
whole matter. The Prince took a strong interest in the administration 
of war funds and, at the suggestion of the Duke of York, invited Lang 
to Sandringham, to stay and to preach on the Sunday appointed as a 
National Day of Intercession for the War. 

Lang travelled down on the Royal special train and was presented 
to the Prince in the waitmg-room at Wolfercot Station. 

The Prince summoned me and said: ‘T thmk this is the first time 
you have been my guest at Sandringham. All the others know their 
way about. I am going to give myself the pleasure of takmg you 
with me in my own carriage.” This to the most obscure of his guests 
— surely the thought of a great gentleman. 

The informahty of Sandringham contrasted with the rather rigid 
etiquette of Osborne. 

There was all the ease and homely comfort of an ordinary large 
country house. After tea the Duke of York came in and embarked 
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on a lively discussion on the War Charitable Fund (on which I had 
written an article in the Nineteenth Century). The Prince arranged 
for the Form of Service next day, taking earnest apparent interest in 
it. Mr. Goschen arrived later, very pleasant for me, as I had known 
him and his so long and so well. The Princess had a cold and was 
unable to come to dinner. We dined at a round table, the Duke of 
York and his Equerry, Derek Keppel, joining the party. After a 
short time in the drawing-room the Prince took me to the smoking- 
room. There he smoked endless cigars and talked most affably to 
everybody on all sorts of subjects. 

Next morning the snow lay thick upon the ground. The service 
at the httle church of Sandringham was at twelve (11.30, the time 
bemg kept half an hour fast of set purpose). The Prince and Princess 
were there with the Duke of York and the two Princesses, Goschen, 
etc. Unfortimately snow came on and made the church very dark. 
I had foolishly written a good deal of what I meant to say. So the 
darkness put me out, as I could not see to read. This spoiled the 
sermon (it was on much the same lines as the Osborne one), so far 
as I was concerned. But at least it was a strange experience to have 
spoken on two consecutive Sundays on the great subject of the War 
— a war which has meant so much to the whole Empire — to the 
Queen, the Heir-Apparent and the Heir-Presumptive of the Crown 
(sic) : possibly three generations of Kmgship. How odd that such 
an experience should have fallen to an obscurity like me ! 

At limch I sat next the Princess of Wales. She is certainly still 
very beautiful and looks marvellously young. I could not see any 
signs of “art” in the picture, except doubtless the masses of fair hair : 
the complexion, wonderfully clear, seemed simply admirably tended. 
But the charm of her beauty is spoiled by her deafness : it is not 
serious deafiiess, but it is enough to make talking, especially to such 
an exalted Personage, difficult and to produce in her a certain diffi- 
dence, almost awkwardness of manner. ... I had to be both discreet 
and faithful in her very bitter remarks on the Chanty Organisation 
Society. She may well dislike it and, good lady! her estimable 
spirit of chanty ignores its first principles. Miss Knollys told me it 
was simply heartbreaking to know the ways in which she was duped 
by beggars of all descriptions : the kindness of heart is out of all 
proportion to her discretion of head in discernment of human nature. 
She canh resist any highly pitched tale of distress or appeal to her heart, 
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After lunch, in spite of the snow, the Prince invited us to walk. 
The Duke of York joined us and I spent most of the time with one 
or other of them. They were both charmingly kmd, and simple and 
genuine m their kmdness. We went with all the religious con- 
scientiousness of a Sunday walk through aU the stables, visiting each 
of the stud. The great Persimmon ^ received a special visit. His 
Magnificence dwells in a separate house padded with yellow leather 
and carefully regulated in temperature, with his own establishment 
of tutors and governors. He is a thing of beauty certainly, and it 
was amusing to watch the disdainful and complacent pride with 
which he treated his Royal Master. We then went through the 
magnificent conservatories built of Persimmon s Derby winnmgs, 
under the guidance of the inevitable intelligent Scottish gardener. . . . 
Returned to tea, dispensed by the Princess. . . . The little York 
children were there — quite fascmatmg. I played with little Prince 
Albert and stuck him up on the top of a pillar, but he was evidently 
not accustomed to such robust amusement ! 

The Duke of York then took me to York Cottage to see the 
Duchess (who would not come out, as she was expecting another 
Royal babe). She was, as usual, very pleasant, in spite of a certam 
shyness. I like her personality very much, very smcere and genuine. 
They showed me over their little house vdth a quite charmmg and 
almost naive keenness. It might have been a curate and his wife in 
their new house ! The Princess was at dinner. I sat next Princess 
Victoria, who was most lively and original. We discovered a great 
common (sentimental) devotion to Prmce Charlie. She was most 
amusing about the boredom of Royal life and about her various 
and unconventional ways of escaping from it. One episode of the 
dinner . . . was an experimental discussion between the Duke and 
his mother as to whether the mites m a Stilton cheese could move 1 . . . 

The Prince is evidently a man of the widest interest, large, though 
perhaps not deep, knowledge of affairs, and very shrewd judgment 
of the worth of men. He spoke very highly of the late Bishop of 
London (Creighton), specially praising the sermons he preached to 
‘‘my difficult nephew,” the German Emperor. ... I have rarely 
enjoyed a cormtry visit more. . . . 

The Prince I saw again repeatedly at Marlborough House during 
all the delicate and disappointing negotiations concemmg the War 
^ Winner of the Derby in 1896. 
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Funds, but that is another story. In these matters I found him very 
alert, prompt, punctual and dexterous on the surface of the subject, 
but showing admirable tact in discerning the limits of his own personal 
action. 

^ ★ ★ ★ 

At the outset of Lang’s long friendship with the future King George V, 
when the latter, as Duke of York, was commandmg the Crescent, the 
omens were far from propitious. Lang tells the story with the hope 
that It will be treated with “fittmg discretion ” 

He (the Duke) was staymg over a Sunday at Admiralty House. He 
had commanded me to preach at the Dockyard Chapel. The 
Collection was to be for the Korean Mission and the work of old 
Bishop Corfe, who had been a great naval chaplam. Dunng the 
Saturday evenmg when I was preparing my sermon, a message came 
to me at the Vicarage (from dear, kind Lady Culme-Seymour) to 
the effect that dunng dinner H.R.H. had roundly denounced the 
loss of Corfu to the Navy and the futihty of Missions, and had 
said in his warmth that if Lang were to preach on the subject next 
day, he thought he would go out. The message only decided me to 
change my sermon and to preach in defence of Christian Missions. 
At the Dockyard Chapel next day I began my discourse by saying 
bluntly: “I propose this mommg to consider the obhgation of 
Chnstian Missions overseas.” I noticed that H.R.H. shifted restlessly 
in his pew, but I went on. After the service, as I went to Admiralty 
House for luncheon, I passed through the garden. H.R.H. was 
waiting for me. With characteristic frankness he at once said : ‘T 
beheve you preached that sermon at me. I don’t agree with it.” I 
proceeded respectfully to mdicate that it seemed to me that behef 
in the world-wide mission of Christianity was involved in being a 
Christian. “Then,” said H.R.H., “you tell me that with my views 
I can’t be a Christian ? ” I replied that I could only state the premises : 
it was for him to draw the conclusions. To which he retorted: 
“Well, I call that damned cheek,” and left me. Needless to say, it 
was but a passing breeze ; and I afterwards sent him the history of 
the Oxford Mission to Calcutta. 

Certainly either the incident had been forgotten or Lang had been 
forgiven by the time of his visit to Sandringham. 

With considerable abbreviation and the omission of a great deal of 
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comment and reflexion, these accounts of Lang’s early relations with 
the Royal Family are given much as he wrote them down. To some 
they may appear to disclose a streak of courtier and even of snob. In 
later years people often imputed to him this little weakness, enlarging 
upon it at the expense of finer qualities that should have outweighed it 
in their judgment. Lang himself seems to have been not unconscious of 
snobbery. When he became Archbishop, he was accustomed, as he 
motored to his summer retreat at BaUure, to spend a mght or two at 
some of the great houses on the way ; and he used to term this gilded 
pilgrimage ‘‘the Snob’s Progress.” That may have been the comment 
of the man in the stalls upon the man on the stage : it is certainly not a 
comment that any true snob would pass upon himself. Again, his notes 
continually allude to someone or other as one of his “dearest and closest 
friends,” and it is to be observed that someone or other is very often Lord 
This or Lady That. Most of these allusions are omitted because the 
repetition is tiresome; but whatever the conclusion drawn, the fact 
remains that Lord This and Lady That were mdeed his close friends and 
valued his friendship fully as much as he valued theirs. 

If there is any substance in the charge, to make it one of snobbery 
and to leave it there were to do him less than justice. For him the social 
ascent was a necessary part in the play of the poor Scots boy who made 
good, of the drama — “From Woodlands Terrace to Lambeth Palace” — 
which one Lang was acting and the other Lang was watching. The 
contrast must be accentuated. The audience must be constantly reminded 
how strange and wonderful it was that an obscure youth from Glasgow 
should reach such remote and shming heights, should stay with Kings 
and Queens and call Earls and Countesses by their Christian names. 
The theatre made its demands and he comphed. 

There is perhaps tliis also to be said. Lang, like many of his fellow 
Scots, had a firm belief m the functional structure of society. “ The rich man 
in his castle” is entitled to a meed of respect, not because he is a rich man 
and has a castle, but because he has been placed in a position of especial 
responsibihty. This does not make him any better than “the poor man 
at his gate” : rather it demands more from him and involves him in a 
sharper judgment ; but the position does entitle him to an esteem above 
Ids fellows. Lang had none of the true snob’s unlovely shame for a 
humble origin, in which rather he gloried, nor, of course, contempt for 
those who might be regarded as social inferiors. He had a genuine care 
for the poor and outcast, that “love of souls” which, when first he heard 
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the phrase from Scott Holland, so puzzled him. He prized exceedingly 
his contacts with them ; he threw himself whole-heartedly — at Leeds, 
at Portsea, and at Stepney most particularly— into the work of winning 
them ; hut probably he would not have conceded that, ceteris paribus, 
the friendship of a dustman was as delectable as that of a duke. Nor 
probably would most men, if the truth were told, though they might 
not avow their preference so plainly. 

There are other senses, too, in which Lang’s attitude was not snobbery, 
as the term is commonly understood. He had a strong feeling for the 
romantic, either in history or in contemporary life ; as m history for the 
lost cause of the White Rose, so in contemporary life for the Royal 
Person, and all that Kiigship represented. (In this he could have claimed 
the company of Sir Walter Scott and Lord Beaconsfield.) Monarchy 
meant something to him that it has ceased to mean to the majority in 
the modem world — ^not altogether to that world’s advantage. The 
fervour with which he spoke was by no means uncommon in an age 
that has gone, though to our ears it may seem forced and unreal. Lang’s 
loyalty had a religious as well as a romantic quality, and what he venerated 
so sincerely drew majesty and radiance from a high and sacred office. 
This is reflected in the reverence with which he writes of his relations 
with the Royal Family, and especially in that emotional response which 
emerges so clearly from his narrative of the solemn pageantry of Queen 
Victoria’s funeral. 

To some extent, though much less of course, it may account for his 
unconcealed deference to those who bore ancient and historic names. 
Though here, it may be suggested, another powerful sentiment came 
into play. He was naturally attracted to a new and gracious world whose 
gates had been opened to him. He liked it, and the people, and their 
way of life, and made them his, so far as he could. They spoke to the 
artist in him, the lover of tradition, of culture, and of dignity. In them 
he found his temporal home and much happiness ; but it should not 
therefore be assumed that he ever forgot the home was temporal and not 
spiritual, or that Hatfield and Welbeck counted for as much in his life 
as Cuddesdon and Ballure. Nor, either with monarch or lesser nota- 
bility, did he show the servility wliich is the hallmark of a certain kind 
of courtier. At the beginning of his acquaintance with the Royal Family 
he dehberately preached on the claims of Missions t6 tlie annoyance of 
a future King ; and at the end of his life he found liimself obliged to 
uphold Christian principles at the cost of a more serious displeasure. 
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STEPNEY AND ST. PAUL’S 

T he work of a bishop — or of a priest, for that matter — ^is what he 
hkes to make it, without an end or without a beginning. Lang’s 
work was always to be of the first kind, but at no time in his life were 
his energies more heavily taxed than in the seven and a half years when 
he was Bishop of Stepney and Canon of St. Paul’s ; nor, perhaps, did 
they ever yield so high a return. 

He was consecrated Bishop by Archbishop Temple at St. Paul’s 
Cathedral on St. PhiHp and St. James’s Day, May ist, 1901, the sermon 
being preached by his old friend Scott Holland, not without recollection 
of “the young lawyer who had come shyly to consult him about being 
ordained twelve years before.” Dr. and Mrs. Lang came down from 
Scotland to see their son a Bishop, and they too, no doubt, had memories 
of a child’s games in a garden at Momingside and of a boy plodding 
away at his home-work in the house in Woodlands Terrace. A little 
earlier Lang had been installed as a Canon of St. Paul’s by Dean Gregory,^ 
now a very old man, who by a strange trick of memory insisted on 
naming the new Canon “Charles Gore.” Fortunately nobody raised 
any objection. 

Lang now plunged headlong into the limitless waters of his new work, 
as Bishop and as Canon. He was immensely proud of his association 
with St. Paul’s in the days of its greatness, when a series of notable Deans 
had raised it to a position of xmrivalled influence in the religious life of 
London. The latest of the line. Dean Gregory himself, still led the 
Chapter, and “though his rugged body was losing strength, his mind, in 
spite of some lapses of memory, was full of robust vigour and strong 
good sense.” 

The sight of the old man conducted across the traffic by a faithful 
pohceman twice a day was one of the familiar sights of the City. 
He was the father of the family and we were all devoted to him, 
though a man less sentimental never was. 

Then there was Scott Holland, “our dear ‘Scotty’ ... to St. Paul’s 
its very life and soul ; to me the dearest and most beloved of fncnds.” 
^ He was appointed Dean of St. Paul's in 1891 and died in 1911, aged ninety-four. 
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He was, Lang added, **tlie most delightful of companions, and in spite 
of the stress of nerves and the fits of depression to which he was subject, 
“he seemed to possess and radiate ‘ the joy of the Resurrection. During 
the coming years he was Lang’s spiritual counsellor and confessor. 
William Newbolt ^ had succeeded Liddon, 

preaching, and exhibiting in his own hfe, the traditions of the Trac- 
tarians — the hght of a sense of humour, sometimes grim but always 
dehghtful, breaking through his severity — a good old Tory in most 
effective contrast to the ebullient hberalism of Holland. 

With the Archdeacon of London (W. M. Sinclair Lang found his 
relations less easy. The Archdeacon had been a young man of promise, 
never fulfilled, and disappointment, Lang thought, had soured him and 
given a rougher edge to a formidable temper. 

He stood apart from his colleagues, but he had a kind heart and there 
was never any breach. We took his occasional “tantrums simply 
as a familiar feature of our imited family life. He was proud of St. 
Paul’s and he had his own following and many admirers of his huge 
voice, which, to his own delight and to theirs, boomed mto all the 
comers of the Cathedral. 

The Organist was the “gentle, cultivated, truly Christian” Sir 
George Martm,^ who lived in and for the music of the Cathedral; and 
his assistant, Charles MaePherson,^ was a gifted and fervent Celt, whose 
“MaePherson in D,” then and later, moved Lang more deeply than 
almost any other rendering. 

The Choir was still at its zenith. It still had a thrill within it, as of 
some vital power moving through the music and lifting it, so to say, 
beyond itself. It was to me a continual joy and refreshment and made 
me, day by day during my residence and as often as possible at other 
times, glad to go into the house of the Lord. I have a real compassion 
for those, like Dean Inge, who are deaf to music and for whom the 
daily service is a duty rather than an uplifting joy. 

As at Magdalen, Lang took especial pleasure in the boys of the Choir. 
Relays of them would come to his house on Simdays after the afternoon 

^ He died in 1930. 

^ Archdeacon of London 1889-1911. Died m 1917. 

^ Sir George Clement Martin, M.V.O., Organist at St. Paul’s 1888-1916, when he died. 

^ He succeeded Martin at St. Paul’s and was Organist till 1927, when he died. 
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service, to be regaled with tea and tales. Once, when he was telling one 
of his stories, he dramatised the entry of the villain by a series of knocks 
and was much gratified by the reaction of one of his small hearers, who 
called out : “Oh, please, sir, don't let him in T’ One summer he took 
some of the boys to Largie for a fortmght. 

His months of residence were February, June and October, when, 
by an unbroken law, he attended all the services and preached on the 
Sunday afternoons. In those days, before the week-end habit had so 
largely emptied London, a large congregation would assemble and fill 
the Dome and transepts. Lang followed his custom of preachmg courses 
of sermons. While still at Portsea, he had pubHshed, first in Good Words 
and afterwards in volume form, his sermons on The Miracles of Jesus, 
which were and remained his most popular hterary achievement. The 
sermons, vivid, closely argued and fehcitously phrased, are a model of 
their kmd and deservedly went into six editions. The Parables of Jesus, 
a course he preached at St. Paul’s, was nearly as well received ; and in 
1905 he brought out a third book. The Opportunity of the Church of 
England, a senes of lectures delivered durmg the previous year in the 
Divmity School at Cambridge. They dealt with the dissolution of 
belief and the indifference of the great masses of the people towards 
rehgion, and were a challenge, firstly to those who had already taken, 
or were about to take, Orders, and secondly to all men who were willing 
to give their service. 

William Temple, then an undergraduate at Oxford and later to 
succeed Lang, first as Archbishop of York and then as Archbishop of 
Canterbury, described Lang’s preachmg at this time in a letter to his 
mother. 

I am just back from a sermon by the Bishop of Stepney on “Fervent 
in spirit, serving the Lord.” I think he is very great. . . . When I 
hear the Bishop of London, I get very much excited, rather hysterical 
perhaps, and feel ready to do anything : all of which is done away by 
the next excitement, a concert or reading The Critic: and when I 
come to his text in the Bible, I remember that I was excited and have 
a vague sort of conception why. But when I hear the Bishop of 
Stepney I am not moved at all : I have to listen for fear of losing the 
inevitable connexion of his points, and the pleasure is intellectual 
and not emotional : but when I come to his text afterwards, I can 
remember all his points, just because their connexion is inevitable, 
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and can then see whether I am following the precepts so obviously 
impUed in the text. And for me there is no doubt that this is the 
Inore edifying by far. 

One of the duties of a Canon in Residence was the ordering and 
arranging of special Services. This task brought Lang into a renewed 
contact with the Royal Family, and once mto a less agreeable encoimter 
with the Archbishop of Canterbury A Service of Thanksgiving for 
the recovery of King Edward VII from his illness and for his Coronation 
was to be held at St. Paul’s. Lang went to Balmoral to discuss the details 
with the King, who expressed a Royal wish that the prelates and other 
officials taking part should ‘‘wear their best clothes.” 

“Copes ?” suggested Lang. 

“I don’t know what you call them,” repHed the ICing. “I mean 
their best clothes — the sort of things worn at the Coronation.” 

This was good enough for Lang. 

Accordingly, when the time came, I asked the Archbishop to wear 
a cope. He bluntly refused. As I knew that the Archbishop of 
York, the Bishop of London, the Dean and Chapter would be wearing 
their copes, I felt it would never do for the Archbishop himself to 
be otherwise apparelled. But he was adamant. On the very eve 
of the Service I made a last effort. I wrote to his chaplain begging 
him to get a cope from Westminster Abbey and to try to persuade 
the Archbishop even at the last minute to wear it. Unfortunately — 
I can’t tell why — put the word “Chaplain” on the outside of the 
letter. As ill luck would have it, the Archbishop, seemg the letter 
and judging from that word that it was on business, himself opened 
and read it. Then he sat down and wrote me a letter in his own hand, 
striking straight from the shoulder. 

“All the particulars,” wrote Archbishop Temple, “of such cere- 
monies as the Thanksgiving of to-morrow have been governed by 
precedent. The last precedent was that of Queen Victoria, when 
Her Majesty went to St. Paul’s to give thanks for the recovery of 
the Prince of Wales, now His Majesty the King. On that occasion 
no Bishop wore a cope. 

“To depart from precedent in these cases is highly dangerous at 
aU times. To depart from precedent in this case will unquestionably 

^ Frederick Temple, father of the late Archbishop of Canterbury, Wilham Temple. 
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be held to be taking sides in the present controversy concerning 
Ritualism. 

“It is not loyal to the King to let him step into this position.*’ 

On the day the Archbishop came uncoped ; but he bore no grudge, 
and when he saw Lang, remarked: “Well, I wouldn’t do what you 
asked, but I’ve crammed on everything else I could.” 

The answer illustrated with equal clarity the essentially kindly nature 
of the Archbishop and his misunderstanding of the Catholic position. 

Another task of a Canon in Residence was the conduct of parties 
round the Cathedral These tours sometimes brought refreshing and 
unusual experiences, one of which Lang recorded. 

This party had been arranged by the good Misses Dalton, sisters of 
the Rector of Stepney, for some rough girls, most of whom had 
never been inside a church. It was hoped that St. Paul’s would duly 
impress them. I met them at the West door. At once one of them 
— I shall call her “A” — exclaimed: “What an awful plaice! It’s 
like the graive!” Presently the good verger, Skinner, appeared in 
his robes. “ Wot’s that ? ” asked “A.” “It’s a verger,” I said. “ Wot’s 
a verger e ” “ Oh, he stays here all day and looks after the Cathedral.” 
“Wot 1 Staise 'ere all dai ! Well, I ’spec he taikes it out o’ mghts.” 
Thoughts of the blameless Skinner recovering from the tedium of 
St. Paul’s by night orgies I 

As I took the party down the steps to the Crypt, Miss “A” 
lingered. In a fatherly way I put my hand on her shoulder to hasten 
her. She turned to her companion and whispered : “Oh my, ’Liza, 
ain’t he free 1” 

Afterwards, at tea in the Chapter-house, I spoke to the party, said 
I had taken many parties over St. Paul’s, but never any that were so 
. . . and here I paused for the word. At once “A” mterjected, “ Spicy, 
ye mean.” It was exactly the word. 

Soon after this — so I heard — “A” was conducted to a Mission 
Service at Stepney by Miss Dalton. As the preacher was discoursing 
on some common faults and sins, she turned to Miss Dalton and 
whispered: “’E’s taUan’ abaht me sister.” Then, as the preacher 
proceeded, she whispered again, now with some awe in her voice : 
“’E’s talkin’ abaht me now.” Months passed. I was taking a Con- 
firmation at Stepney Church. I had been told that after much 
hesitation “A” was one of those to be confirmed. It so happened 
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that I was standing at the vestry door as the girls in their veils passed. 
I recognised ‘‘A/’ She turned to me and said : “Oh, Bishop, pray 
for me: Tm afraid.” A year passed — another Confirmation at 
Stepney Church. I was at the Rectory when the girls were having 
their veils put on. I saw “A” assisting one of them. I said to her : 
“Is this your friend With a smile and a bnght glance she said : 
“Yuss. When I was confirmed you said we was to try to bring 
someone else in. Well, this is my friend and I’ve brought her” I 
was long enough in the East End to know that this was not the only 
girl that “A” “brought”; that she was a faithful and eager com- 
municant, still “spicy,” but with a new joy and purpose m her 
life. And this was the girl who thought that dear old Skinner 
must need a mght’s dissipation to recover from spending a day in 
St. Paul’s ! 

The Canonry brought Lang other duties — the weekly meeting of 
the Dean and Chapter, at which aU the business of the Cathedral, and 
in particular the vexed question of its structural stabiHty, was discussed ; 
Bible Classes for the Cathedral workmen; addresses to the St. Paul’s 
Lecture Society ; meetings of the Amen Guild for Young Warehousemen. 

In addition, a “special and delightful” work fell to him. Some 
“West End” ladies approached him with a request that he should 
prepare their daughters for Confirmation. He agreed, and organised 
classes at which a band of girls, from thirteen to sixteen years of age, 
shepherded to and from Amen Court by their parents or governesses, 
appeared for instruction. The classes, which were known as “No. 2 
Company” (from No. 2 Amen Court, where Lang lived), were “happy 
and informal,” and the girls’ weekly papers “gave me some insight, not 
always reassuring, into the rehgious instruction which girls of their 
class, who were not sent to schools, received from their parents and 
governesses at home.” By the time Lang left London, about fifty of 
these girls had passed through his classes. Many of them became and 
remained his firm friends and, after his translation to York, by the 
kindness of Mrs. Randall Davidson he was allowed to entertain them 
once a year at a garden-party at Lambeth Palace. 

In all this, it might be thought, was enough work to keep any ordinary 
man fuUy employed ; but the Canonry of St. Paul’s was the lesser of 
Lang’s twin burdens. He was also Bishop of Stepney. The district 
included within its borders practically the whole of the vast area con- 
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venicntly designated the “East End” — ^Bethnal Green, Stepney, White- 
chapel, Limehouse and Poplar; Hackney, Clapton, Stoke Newington 
up to Finsbury Park; and for a short time the part of East 
Central London which lies around Gray’s Inn Road and Holbom. 
Here hved two million people, nearly aU working folk, poor and badly 
housed, grouped into 208 parishes, a city within a city, an East that had 
a life of its own and seldom met the West. 

As SufBragan Bishop, Lang had a measure of independent juris- 
diction. Apart from occasional visits, the transaction of legal business, 
and final decisions on grave questions, the Bishop of London left him 
to do the work in his own way. In a very real sense, to the clergy and 
people of the sub-Diocese he was “our Bishop,” as Wmnmgton-Ingram 
had been before him. 

Since the position of a Suffragan, in relation to his superior, has often 
been debated, Lang’s views are of interest. 

I am convinced that where there can be more than one Suffragan 
Bishop, it (a minimum of interference) is the right pohey and the 
best way of using the Suffragan system. The Suffragan is able to 
feel in all his work that he is, and is regarded as, a real Bishop and 
not merely as an episcopal curate to his diocesan. He can have all 
the joy of a Bishop’s work without the strain of final responsibility. 
Through the monthly meeting of the Bishops and Archdeacons the 
Bishop was able to keep his hand over the whole administration, and 
by being free to visit when and where he pleased, to make his 
influence felt throughout it. During all these eight years there was 
never the very sHghtest strain in the relations of friendship, comrade- 
ship and trust which bound the Bishop of London and his Suffragan 
of Stepney together. 

To follow Winnington-Ingram at Stepney was in one sense an ad- 
vantage, in another a difficulty. Most people would probably agree that 
in Stepney Winnington-Ingram found his true kingdom. His simplicity 
and warm-heartedness won him a host of friends and gave to the office 
of a Bishop a new meaning among the toiling masses of the East End. 
Later, as Bishop of London, he never quite fulfilled that early promise. 
He was no statesman; he had the innocence of a dove without the 
wisdom of a serpent ; and he was far more at home when surrounded 
by a throng of grimy children than when he was presiding over the 
complicated discussions of a committee. Yet, at the outset at least of 
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his new voyage, he sailed to a favouring wind ; and to the end of his 
days he kept the affection of his people in Stepney. 

He was already known and beloved through the whole East End as 
Head of the Oxford House and then Rector of Bethnal Green and 
Bishop of Stepney. His services at St. PauFs, when he was Canon 
there, had drawn great crowds. He was well known in the West 
End pulpits. Everywhere his almost boyish frankness and simphcity, 
his cheerfulness, his overflowing kindness of heart had charmed the 
heart of tlie people- And now here was a Bishop of London who 
came simply preaching the Gospel of the Etingdom of God; and 
crowds followed him wherever he went. As I once said of him, he 
seemed to be the Chevaher Bayard of the Church, sans peur et sans 
reproche. True, he had not then, and never had, any contacts with 
the intellectual or artistic life of London : he was a Bishop of the 
ordinary people. True, even then, the wiles of ecclesiastics set traps 
for him which he was too guileless and sanguine to detect. True, 
even then, men, and still more women, who were unworthy of him 
exploited his undisceming goodness of heart. True, he had not much 
influence in the world of public affairs, though he always had a power 
of going straight to the main point in any public matter and expressing 
it with unconventional force. But in these early years of which I 
am writing, people did not care to mark such defects : they took 
him as he gave himself to them, an apostle of the Gospel, a friend 
whose spontaneous goodwill flowed over all sorts and conditions 
of men. Even though the glamour and glow of these early years 
have been somewhat dimmed, this fact remains : no Bishop of the 
Anghcan Church has ever shown such loving kindness to all who 
were in need and trouble. Certainly, in this springtide of his epis- 
copate it was impossible not to rejoice m his vivid and radiant person- 
ality ; and all one’s work under him and with him was warmed by 
the glow of his own fervour and hopefulness and joy of service. 

Winrdngton-Ingram would have said as much of his relations with 
liis Suffragan. ‘T don’t think that you have any idea what a blessing and 
help you are to me,” he told Lang ; and, only a few months before he 
died, he wrote with feehng of the “very happy years when we worked 
together like two brothers.” Those who knew both men best in those 
days would have testified, too, how heavily the Bishop of London leaned 
upon the judgment of his Suffragan, who suppHed so much that was 
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lacking in Winnington-Ingram, with all his shining qualities of head 
and heart. After Lang had left London, the Bishop was noticeably more 
often the victim of some unhappy contretemps, which would probably 
have never occurred when his wise young Suffragan was at his side. 

Lang himself was no stranger to Stepney. While a layman, through 
his interest in Toynbee Hall and Oxford House, he had ‘‘already touched 
the fringe of its life and problems.” 

I have always considered that the years — say 1890 to 1914 — were the 
Golden Age of parochial work in the towns of England. In spite of 
all controversies — the growing pains of the Church — the ideals of 
the long and steady Church Revival had taken hold. What may be 
called “the social consciousness” of the Church had been roused by 
Maurice and Kingsley and their friends, and more recently by men 
like Gore and Scott Holland. The work of the Church had grown 
both in the intensity of faith and worship and in the extent of its 
range. There were able and devoted men m charge of industrial 
parishes everywhere; and the pubHc schools and universities and 
theological colleges were still sending out full supphes of keen and 
healthy young men to help them. In East and North-East London 
in my time there were great parish priests, like “Algy” Lawley at 
Hackney, a true Domini Canis, following the trails of his people with 
his nose on the ground in dogged fidehty ; Dalton at Stepney, vigor- 
ous, cheerful, unsparing in toil ; Frank Gurdon at Limehouse, after- 
wards my trusted and beloved SuflFragan of Hull, shepherding his 
flock with a broad smile and a firm will ; Eck of Bethnal Green, 
modest, wise, devout ; Chandler at Poplar, somewhat rigorous and 
detached, but a real power among the Soaalists there; and after- 
wards Mosley, wise and trusted, later to become himself Bishop of 
Stepney and the Bishop of Southwell ; and — a man of a different 
ecclesiastical position — ^Watts-Ditchfield of St. James the Less, Bethnal 
Green, who drew crowds of men from East and North-East London 
around him and built up a congregation, a real community, of 
singular zeal and loyalty. The great traditions of Charles Lowder 
were still upheld at St. Peter’s, London Docks, with wonderful 
devotion and self-sacrifice by old Wainwright, and by men of like 
views at St. Augustine’s, Stepney. DoUing was for a short time at 
St. Saviour’s, Poplar, though his old force was then somewhat spent. 
Gerald Marshall was the centre of a really remarkable Church family 
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at St. Simon Zelotes, Bethnal Green. The names and faces and 
churches of other valiant parish priests rise before me as I write. I 
cannot even mention them : I can only say it was a privilege to be 
among them as their Bishop. There were, of course, black spots, 
but not more than one or two. There were a few parishes where 
the priests had lost heart or grown slack. But my memory is of 
a Church life humming vnth activity and hopeful persistence in 
its task. 

The parish priests, by their own acknowledgment, received from 

Lang leadership of a rare quahty. 

‘'Few Bishops that I have known or heard,” writes the present Dean 
of Lichfield (Dr. Iremonger), “were better able to lift up a Con- 
firmation Service and make it something that would stand out m 
the memory of the candidates in the years to come, or to invest with 
its full significance the institution of an incumbent. One such service 
I recall vividly, when he was instituting a new Vicar at All Hallows, 
East India Dock Road. The congregation was small, tired and 
apathetic ; even the least sensitive could not help being affected by 
the terrible depression m the church ; and I wondered whether even 
Lang could put any heart and hope into the few faithful people who 
had come to welcome their new Vicar. But when he began to speak, 
the whole atmosphere changed. I do not recall any particular sen- 
tences of his address, but I do remember how the depression Hfted 
and the tired seemed to draw new Hfe and spiritual energy from what 
he said that evening ; and there was a look of new hope and resolve 
in the faces of the congregation when they left the church for their 
homes in the mean streets.” 

Then there were the people themselves. 

In spite of all the poverty, of much squalor, of weary men and worn- 
out mothers, of ailing children, of tired, ill-paid home-workers, of 
drab streets and dirty yards, the main impression left upon my mind 
is their astonisliing patience and good humour. Of course, I could 
only see the surface, only occasionally penetrate the sin and shame 
and misery which too often lay beneath it. But I knew enough of 
all this to feel both a heavy burden of conscience and a flame of 
indignation that such things should be in the midst of our boasted 
civilisation. It almost hurt to go into the West End, and it was difficult 
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to have the patience with which the poor of the “other City” endured 
their lot. When in the streets and parks and houses of the West I 
thought of that patience, I could not but mutter, “How long j How 
long It was a sad patience which one often saw on the faces of 
the older men and women in trams or buses. Yet I repeat the main 
impression was one of a patience lightened by cheeriness and humour. 
In the young — the lads and working girls — these qualities broke out 
in a noisy hilarity. For Hvehness of chaff and quickness of repartee, 
commend me to the Cockneys of East London. 

This noisy gaiety was at that time the special mark of the East 
End working girls. I can see them now, with their ostrich feathers 
and sham plush coats, linked arm in arm, rollicking along the streets. 
But it was an ordeal for me in my episcopal attire to encounter them. 
Such a figure excited not reverence but nbald mirth. Noticing my 
hat, one of a band of them in Old Ford remarked with a sniff as I 
passed : “Law, what a smell of ’ats !” 

On another occasion I was greeted by the cry, aroused by the 
sight of my short episcopal apron, “Fie for shaime! Let down yer 
petticoat!” (these were lie days before short skirts!). Where have 
these noisy yet so attractive hoydens gone ? I see them no longer 
in these once famihar streets. I only see spruce young ladies, dressed 
exactly as one’s own girl-friends anywhere. The change after twenty 
years may be due partly to the levelling of education : is it partly 
due to the invention of artificial silk stockings ? Yet I miss the sight 
of the plush-and-feather damsels and feel that one of the glories of 
the East End streets has departed. I only hope that the new genera- 
tion keeps something of the lively humour of the old. 

These were the days before Bishops journeyed in motor-cars. 
I was a “bus and bag Bishop,” carrying my own robes-bag in train 
and tram and bus. I confess I miss the contact with plain folk which 
this mode of travelling brought, and the humour of the old bus 
driver who, like the East End girls, has gone. I can’t forbear from 
telhng one story. I was sitting on the box-seat of the Poplar bus, 
next the red-faced driver. He coUided with another bus. The 
drivers exchanged a volley of mutual reproaches, made ruddy by 
their oaths. FooHshly, no doubt, when the buses were disentangled, 
I remarked to my driver that all this language was a bad habit 
“’Abit?” he retorted, “’tain’t a ’abit—it’s a bloody art.” He was 
proud to practise it. 


157 



COSMO GORDON LANG 


In my very last year, a number of my friends presented me with 
a small car. At first I doubted whether a Bishop in a car— they were 
new things then — would not be misunderstood by the East End folk. 
I consulted a working-man in one of the clubs. He reassured me. 
“Why shouldn’t a Bishop have ’is car as well as the tuppenny-pill 
man ?” — ^his word for a doctor. It so happened that in one of my 
very first journeys my chauffeur, through no fault of his own, over- 
threw a very elderly couple in the Hackney Road. They were a 
bride and bridegroom returning somewhat unsteadily from the bridal 
feast. They were not really hurt, but a crowd assembled. Said one 
of them, voicing the general indignation: “I s’pose ’e was ’urryin’ 
back to the ’Ouse of Lords.” 

His chaplain, the Rev. Lumley Green-Wilkinson,^ has given some 
diverting details of this first motoring venture. A few of the Bishop’s 
friends, he says, wished to provide him with a motor car, but Lang, 
although touched by their kindness, refused the offer. Then, one night 
in Poplar, happening to meet George Lansbury and some fellow- 
Socialists, he told them of his decision and discovered, much to his 
surprise, that they thought he had made a mistake. He withdrew his 
refusal, and presently a Belsize coupe turned up, complete with chauffeur. 
The first journey, however, was nearly a disaster. The Bishop had a 
Confirmation at Stoke Newington and, thanks to the Belsize, the time 
of departure was later than it would have been for a journey by bus or 
train. At last the moment arrived. Lang and his chaplain got into the 
car. The chauffeur began to operate the starting-handle. Nothing 
happened. Lang, who never liked mechanical novelties, felt that his 
first suspicions were being amply confirmed. “This car of yours will 
make me late,” he said reproachfully to his chaplain and, seizing his 
bag, hurried off to catch a bus in St. Paul’s Churchyard. With his 
departure the car at once started. The Bishop was retrieved and off he 
went, to collide a few minutes later with a whisky van. Out jumped the 
chaplain to take the names and addresses that would be required by the 
insurance company, and presently returned to find an irate Bishop, 
shrmking back in his seat in the car, which had become the centre of a 
large and critical crowd. As the result of this mishap Lang — for the 
first time, he claimed — ^was late in arriving at the Church, and Mr. 
Green-Wilkinson was told that it was all his fault for insisting upon 
a car. 

Vicar of St. Peter's, Bournemouth, 1921-1927. 
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To be unpunctual for anything was a lapse : to be late for such an 
engagement was almost intolerable, for Confirmations were a particular 
joy and privilege to him. ‘Tt was wonderful to see the faces of the lads 
and girls, often of men and women, with a new expression on them. . . 
The ceremony at an Anglo-Cathohc church, with its band of carefully 
instructed candidates, was always impressive; but so, too, was the 
evangelical fervour to be witnessed at a church like St. James the Less. 
The teaching, it is true, whether Catholic or Evangelical, did not always 
percolate unpolluted among the mass of the population. Once Lang 
was on his way from St. Columba’s, Haggerston, to confirm a sick person 
near by. As he passed in cope and mitre, he heard a small boy say to 
another, ‘Tt*s the Pope of Rome.’’ 

“’Tain’t,” replied his companion, proud of his superior knowledge. 
“It’s a Confirmaition : it’s the ’Oly Ghost ! ” 

This was one of many memories of those days, amusing, touching, 
and often lightened by flashes of Cockney humour. 

Once I had promised to celebrate in the very early morning in a 
Mission church in Poplar. I stayed the night before with the priest- 
in-charge in his tmy flat in a great block of workmen’s dwellings. 
My presence there caused some excitement among the other dwellers 
in the block. One of them knocked at our door and presented two 
(very smelly) kippered herrings wrapped in a newspaper. “We 
thought,” she said, “as the Bishop might like them kippers for ’is 
supper.” 

The Church spread its net wide, with Missions and Settlements, with 
Clubs and organisations of every kmd, with addresses in the open air 
and a multitude of charitable projects, but only too many of the fish were 
missed altogether and some that were caught slipped through the meshes. 
Yet for those that stayed in it, Lang insists, life had a new happiness and 
purpose, hfting them above the monotony of toil and care ; and always 
in the East End was the contrast between the drab streets and the Hght, 
the colour and the music of the churches, between “the noise of toil 
outside and the peace within, between East London and the City of God.” 

I don’t think I can better summarise all that the Church brought to 
East London than in the words of a cobbler of Bethnal Green who 
had worked for long years shut up in his single room. I think I 
recollect them fairly accurately. “For years,” he said, “I seemed to 
be in a kind of dungeon, no light, no hope. But when I joined the 
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Church and heard what it was all about, I got free and found meself 
in a world foil of all sorts of wonderful things I had never dreamed 
of before.” 

That vision was not for all men and the going was sometimes far 
from easy in days when large sections of the people of East London were 
not indifferent but actively hostile to the Church. “You evidently think 
It fun,” Lang once retorted to a noisy meeting in the Isle of Dogs, “to 
bait a Bishop.” But at the end of the meeting he said : “I have heard 
to-night of all the things which you would like to take from the Church 
and from myself; but there is one privilege of which not even the most 
revolutionary of you can rob a Bishop. So I ask you all to stand while 
I give you my blessing.” The men who a few moments before had 
been shouting abuse at him stood up in complete silence while he gave 
them his blessing, and as he left, each man shook his hand. 

Yet on the whole Labour and its leaders were by no means unfriendly. 
There was Will Crooks, the “Father of Poplar.” 

No one could speak so forcibly to East Londoners in their own 
language as he, or out of a more kindly heart. I remember, for 
example, a big meeting of working men. Crooks put aside his 
politics and spoke to them about their home hfe and their treatment 
of their wives. “Do a bit o’ courtin’ of them sometimes. Go ’ome 
and give them a kiss, just as you did when you were walkin’ out 
with them m the old days.” 

He used to hold a sort of family gathering of his neighbours in 
the Poplar Town Hall on Sunday afternoons. During Lent he gave 
his audience to the Rector — “to give the Parson a run” — as he said. 
Though he was not a practising Churchman (his family were), this 
was one of his ways of showing friendliness to the Church. One 
Lent I took some of these addresses. He always presided himself 
One Sunday afternoon I gave the best I could give. When my 
address was over. Crooks said : “Well, we’ve ’eard things to think 
about this afternoon. Go ’ome and think about them. Of course, 
you’re free to ask any questions. Any fool can do that. Does anyone 
want to ask any questions ?” And there was silence. 

George Lansbury was another friend. 

One Sunday afternoon I was to preach at Bow Church. The Rector, 
Manley Power (once curate at Leeds), sent me word that a very 
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interesting man with whom he had been having some talks might be 
there and would meet me at supper afterwards. He was a secularist 
lecturer, by name Lansbury, who seemed to be feeling his way back 
to the Church. He came to Bow Church, very shamefacedly, and 
sat in the back behind a pillar. After supper he poured out doubts, 
questions, desires, as out of a long-corked-up bottle ; and I was much 
moved by his sincerity. Thereafter he threw in his lot with the 
Church, taking St. Francis of Assisi as his ideal Christian. For some 
time, xmtil increasing political work made it difHcult, he held a class 
for lads on Sunday afternoons. Shortly after our talk at Bow Rectory, 

I asked him if he would give his witness to the Chnstian faith at a 
big men’s meeting to be held at Bow Baths. He said it would not 
be easy, but he would do his best. It was advertised that he would 
speak. There was a great crowd — ^Iiundreds of the kind of collarless 
men not usually seen at such meetings. They listened quietly to me, 
but when Lansbury rose there was an outcry — shouts of “Traitor !”, 
“Judas ! ”, and so forth. I shall never forget the way m which Lansbury 
turned on them — “Is this the freedom of speech you claim for your- 
selves ?” etc. — ^and gave his witness and impelled silence. 

About the year 1905, when the problem of Unemployment became 
very acute, the Government and local authorities formed a new pubhc 
organisation which was called, “with a deficient sense of humour,” 
“The Central London Unemployed Body.” The Chairman was Russell 
Wakefield, afterwards Bishop of Birmingham, and Lang was an active 
member. So was Mr. Keir Hardie. 

On some point he and I took different views, and we were commis- 
sioned to refer the matter to the Local Government Board, of which 
John Bums was then President. When we arrived, the President 
entered with a bevy of secretaries. We put our cases. The President 
obviously agreed with mine. He kept on saymg to Hardie, his old 
comrade, with great official gusto : “The Board is of opinion . . .” 
etc. As we left, Keir Hardie was in high dudgeon, and said to me 
in his native Doric : “Did you ever hear the like of that ! The Board 
think this and the Board will do that. And I mind the time when I 
was hangin’ on to the Board’s coat-tails in Trafalgar Square to keep 
it from talkin’ treason !” 

Much of Lang’s work took him outside the diocese. The financing 
of all these activities depended to a very large extent on the East London 
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Church Fund, and to obtam support for this he contniually preached in 
the West End and throughout Southern England. 

No doubt it was a great privilege to speak on behalf of my East End 
Folk, but it became a somewhat wearisome task to bring the East 
End into every sermon on every subject. It seemed as if the whole 
issue of the Christian Faith was the support of the Fund. I used to 
say that I had to add a new clause to the Creed— “And I believe in 
the East London Church Fund.’’ At some meetings, as m the Mansion 
House and at Bournemouth, the Bishop of London would give his 
powerful help. Fervour and humour were stronger m his speeches 
than accuracy. I remember on one occasion he claimed that there 
were so many thousands of regular Church workers in East London. 
The excellent secretary of the Fund whispered to me : “He’s put on 
a nought.” On the next occasion he repeated his enthusiastic figures. 
“He’s done it again,” whispered the secretary. “Never mind,” I 
replied; “a nought is naught to a Bishop.” And so it was. 

Last, but far from least, of Lang’s labours at this time was his service 
to the Church of England Men’s Society. Shortly before he came to 
London, representatives of the principal Church organisations for men 
were summoned to Lambeth by Archbishop Temple. “You all seem 
to be doing the same work,” he said m his characteristically blunt way. 
“Why can’t you do it together?” His injunction took effect, and the 
various organisations were amalgamated into The Church of England 
Men’s Society. The Bishop of London was its first Chairman, but a 
little later, at his express request, Lang succeeded him. 

The infant Society, when I took charge of it, was a very sickly mfant ; 
indeed it might almost have been called “stillborn.” Whatever 
vigour there may have been in the old societies had gone : none had 
taken its place. The Society scarcely knew what its objects or pur- 
poses really were. I well remember its first annual meeting. It was 
held in, I think, the St. Bride’s Institute, off the Strand : perhaps a 
hundred or so were present. The only effective personality was 
G. A. King ^ (afterwards Sir George), a doughty Evangelical, who 
became one of the stalwarts of the Society and its Treasurer. He had 
his litde ways, which were sometimes a trial to me, but he was a 
really good man and always loyal and affectionate. The first task 
was simply to keep the infant alive. But very soon I came to the 

^ Chief Master Supreme Court Taxing Office 1921-1928, when he died. 
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conclusion that the vital need was a first-class Secretary. I refused 
to be in any hurry about getting him and maintained that we must 
wait and pray for the right man. 

The right man duly appeared in Gordon Savile, who had just come 
home after a strenuous ministry at Kalgoorlie, in Western Australia. 
When his zeal and powers of organisation were matched widi the ardour, 
the driving force and the eloquence of Lang, the Society moved forward 
rapidly. “Suddenly,’’ Lang told a meeting, “a power seemed to come 
behind them that lifted the whole thing out of their hands.” 

Indeed, it became rapidly a movement rather than a Society. This 
is no place in which to record its history. Suffice it to say that I threw 
myself heart and soul into the movement. It was a summons to the 
men of the Church to enHst in its active service. I went all over the 
country, addressing meetings of men, soimding this call. I shall 
never forget those gatherings, their numbers, their enthusiasm. It 
really seemed as if the men of the Church had been waiting for this 
call and were ready to respond. 

It was the chance he had always sought, for which he had long waited ; 
and in all modesty he claims that between the years 1904 and 1914 no 
one can have passed, or even reached, his record in the numbers of men 
addressed in England and Wales. The movement, in these days of its 
prime, had the fire and fever of an election campaign ; and conferences 
aU over the country culminated in a meeting of men which completely 
filled the Albert Hall and, by its size and enthusiasm, amazed the Arch- 
bishop of Canterbury, who presided over it. More than 600 branches 
of the Society were formed and more than 20,000 members were enrolled ; 
but Lang was for ever uttering warnings against the lure of numbers, of 
the danger of quantity as compared with the need for quality. Those 
were certainly great days, when the Society counted for much in the life 
of the Church. Lang kept up his connexion with it after he had left 
Stepney, but at York his time and opportunities of service were neces- 
sarily restricted; and with the war of 1914-1918 it suffered the fate of 
many other societies. It still exists and does good work, but the ferment 
has gone from it. 

When I look back on the great years, 1904-1914 , 1 am still convinced 
that the movement was real and strong and God-intended. But I 
don’t think that the Bishops and clergy showed the sympathy and 
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imagination needed to make use of all this readiness for service which 
was offered to the Church. As I have often put it, the molten flow 
of zeal (of which I was the witness, as no one else in like measure 
could be) was allowed to cool before it had been shaped and used. 
No doubt, also, the members, for all their apparent enthusiasm, often 
fell below their professed ideals, though I am sure Bishops and 
clergy might have done more to encourage and train them. There 
are times when I think that the movement of 1904-19 14 was one of 
the lost opportunities of the Church of England. 
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Chapter XVI 

A BISHOP IN RESIDENCE 

S O unceasing was the work and so fierce the pace during the seven 
and a half years at Stepney and St. Paul’s, that it might be thought 
little time or scope was left for any sort of private life and home would 
be merely a place of abbreviated nights and hurried meals. But the 
position was not quite as bad as it might appear. 

My new London home was No. 2 Amen Court, the little court 
tucked up within the warehouses near St. Paul’s, the abode of Canons 
and minor Canons and Organist. I think it must be the quietest spot 
in London. During the day the roar of the City traffic is shut out 
by the high encompassing buildmgs, and durmg the night the City 
is as still as the grave. Numbers i, 2 and 3 date from the days of 
Wren : No. 2 had one treasure, a bit of Chinese wall-paper dated 
from the 17th century, and its drawing-room had a charming design 
on its ceiling. It is not a large house : how the Gregory family, who 
once lived there, were fitted m I can’t imagine. On the ground floor 
were a good hall, a small room which, with its furnishings most 
kindly left by my predecessors, I retained as a Chapel, the dining- 
room with windows opening on the court, and a little side-room 
which I used as my own oratory. On the first floor were the drawing- 
room, my study and a bedroom ; on the second floor my bedroom, 
two small bedrooms, and a small sittmg-room where my chaplains 
were installed, a servant’s room and a bathroom. The kitchen was 
in the basement. It was an ideal bachelor’s house. I was very proud 
of it and, as I have said, it was quiet and peaceful ; so still that when- 
ever I spent a night in the country the country noises were an un- 
wonted disturbance. Here I settled, with much content. 

The content was enhanced by a faithful and efficient staff Martha 
Saville, who came to Amen Court as a parlourmaid, remamed with 
Lang until the bombs drove her from Lambeth Palace in 1940. She 
died three years later. Anme Loosemore was housemaid at Amen Court, 
and afterwards housekeeper at Bishopthorpe imtil her death. A cook 
and a boy completed the establishment, which was, Lang says, “a most 
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harmonious family/' In those days, as always, his relations with his 
staff were such that he never lacked willing and loving service. 

Lang had long decided, after a good deal of reflexion and talk with 
liis friends, that he would not marry. His notes do not mention the 
subject, but his motives are reasonably certain. They were not, in the 
stricter sense, ecclesiastical. It is true that when he was at Leeds he told 
Fred Farrar, one of the men in his class, that if ever he became a vicar he 
would never allow one of his curates to marry and would get rid of him 
if he did. But this was an opinion which he later revised. He did not, 
as the straiter Anglo-Cathohcs did, hold that the clergy should be cehbate : 
he did, however, beheve that marriage was not the right course for him, 
that he would work and serve better without the ties and comphcations 
of family life. He would never advise — still less attempt to press — this 
personal view upon others. On the contrary, he rejoiced m the marriages 
of his chaplains, in the friendship of their wives, and in the companion- 
ship of their children, for whom he had a particular affection. Nor did 
he in the slightest degree shun the society of women : he welcomed and 
took the greatest pleasure in it. Some of his closest friends were women 
and they were as attached to him as was he to them. But while once or 
twice gossip may have allowed itself to play round the person of a young, 
good-lookhig and single Bishop, there is no evidence that he ever thought 
seriously of marriage. 

Yet he was essentially a social person, dependent, despite the reserves 
that have so often been noted, upon companionship. Except for that 
depressing interlude between Balhol and the Bar, when he lodged alone 
in Bloomsbury, he was accustomed to a more or less communal Ufe — 
at Cuddesdon, then at Leeds, where one of his first actions had been to 
establish a modest Clergy House, at Magdalen, where he shared the life 
of the College, and at Portsea, where he dwelt with a small army of 
curates. His new home at Amen Court was therefore a departure from 
precedent ; but the first of a long line of chaplains and secretaries arrived 
to break his solitude and to give him something of the companionship 
with which he could never dispense without unhappiness 

Stafford Crawley,^ his first chaplain, had been an undergraduate at 
Magdalen when Lang was Dean of Divinity, and while staying at Largie 
one summer was persuaded to take Orders. He was a part-time secretary 
and was also attached to Stepney Parish Church. In 1905 he married — 
Lang performing the ceremony — and brought his wife back to Amen 

^ Canon A. S. Crawley, Canon and Precentor of Windsor. Died in October 1948. 
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Court for six weeks. Thereafter, so far as his work in the Church 
allowed, he was continually in and out of Lang’s life. When he was not 
actually with him in some capacity, the two wrote regularly to each 
other ; Mrs. Crawley became as firm a friend as was her husband ; and 
the children, as they grew older, became a kind of adopted family. 

Then in 1903 came C. S. Donald,^ ‘‘that quaint lovable creature,” 
who was also on the staff of Stepney Parish Church and later was “a 
heroic worker among the rough lads of Netting Hill.” He was followed 
in 1906 by Lumley Green-Wilkinson, attached to Holy Innocents, 
Hammersmith, afterwards Vicar of Bournemouth, and still later “my 
invaluable ‘Controller of the Household’ at Lambeth.” Finally there 
was “dear Wilfrid Parker,” the present Bishop of Pretoria, another firm 
friend of a lifetime; and from 1905 to 1907, sandwiched between 
chaplains, was “a layman-secretary and companion, Dick Sheppard, 
who dehghted me by his wilful, wayward, whimsical ways, and whom 
I tried gently to steer towards Ordination.” 

These were far more than chaplains or secretaries to a Bishop, They 
were, one and all, devoted friends, who supphed a httle of the family 
life that would otherwise have been missing in Amen Court. So much 
Lang, always deeply conscious of his dependence not only upon the 
service, but upon the affection, of tliose about him, would have been the 
first to allow. The chaplains also fill in some of the gaps in Lang’s notes ; 
for there is much that a man cannot say of himself or of his work. They 
are witnesses to his immense correspondence, mainly conducted in his 
own hand ; to the crowded congregations m St. Paul’s on the Sunday 
afternoons when he was preachmg one of his Courses ; to his impact 
upon the intellectual life of London ; to his influence on the committees 
he joined ; to the effect of his oratory upon tlie mass meetings he ad- 
dressed ; and, above all, to his wisdom in counsel, wliich brought many 
leaders in Church and State to the house in Amen Court. Those were 
the days of the Education controversy, when Mr. Balfour’s whip was 
soon to be followed by Mr. Birrell’s scorpion ; and while Lang had as 
yet no vote to give and no seat in the House of Lords to fill, his advice 
already carried weight, not only with men like the new Archbishop of 
Canterbury (Randall Davidson), the Bishop of London and Lord Hugh 
Cecil, but with others outside the inner arcle of the Church. Mr Green- 
Wilkinson goes so far as to declare that “almost every person of im^ 
portance came to Amen Court to consult him from time to time.” 

^ Afterwards Head of the Rugby School Mission, Notting Dale, 1905-1926. 
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The picture is one of unremitting labour. 

'Tt was a marvel to me,” Canon Crawley writes, “how he found 
time to prepare the sermons and addresses which he had to give on so 
great a variety of occasions and to master the details of the committees 

. . . over which he presided He worked late into the night, sometimes 

as late as 2 a.m. I think he never went to bed without saying his prayers 
m his httle oratory next his study, where I often found him at other 
times in the day. He almost invariably attended the daily Eucharist at 
eight o’clock in the Cathedral. I sometimes accompanied him to some 
of his great meetmgs, at the People’s Palace or at some special service 
where were gathered great congregations, at which he preached with 
great eloquence, often without notes or with notes on a half-sheet of 
paper, made in liis very indecipherable writing.” 

While Stafford Crawley was away being married, his place was taken 
by another Magdalen man, the Hon. and Rev. H. E. S. S. Lambart (now 
the Ven. the Earl of Cavan). Lang, he says, “Hved an almost ‘inhuman’ 
life of concentrated work : early at St. Paul’s, a silent breakfast opening 
letters, consultations almost daily with the Bishop of London, Sidney 
Webb and such to lunch, Stepney and East End till ten p.m , and while 
he read the Times, I would cook him some poached eggs and implore 
him to eat. I remember two or three walks along the Embankment 
when he weighed, near emotion, the joys of married life against the 
demands of his life and possibly his future. His life was lived hard then, 
and his bedroom was like a Victorian servant’s, with a horrible painted 
iron bedstead and scarcely a decent bit of fomiture ; but the other rooms 
were well furnished for Amen Court.” 

His only diversion was a very occasional game of golf. For years 
he played with unvarying ill-success, exclaiming “Lamentable!” as he 
fluffed one shot after another. 

“He had little or no social hfe— just work,” writes Mr. Donald. 
Professedly a day off was taken once a week ; but too often it slipped by 
unheeded, and when it did not, the scramble to clear up work before 
leaving made the hohday as bad as any ordinary day. As time wore on, 
the upper millstone of the East London Church Fund and the nether 
millstone of the Church of England Men’s Society ground his spare 
time into almost imperceptible fragments. 

So Pumh could wnte of him in those days that he 

Finds tracts in trams, texts in the ninning bus, 

Sermons m trains, and work in anything. 
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A scrap of paper, dated January loth, 1903, torn from a letter written 
possibly to his mother, gives some idea of the life he was leading. 

Drove over to Cuddesdon and refreshed my soul by a short visit to 
my Holy Place — my Mecca. Ah me ! What memories of early 
days it brought back ! Then on the Saturday I travelled to Torquay, 
once again to beg for East London. Agam it was mostly very wet. 
Sunday afternoon and evening it poured and so considerably affected 
my “bag.” I preached three times. Last Tuesday I went on to 
Plymouth and spoke on behalf of the Exeter Diocesan Mission, and 
preached, and addressed a meeting of men in the evening. Next 
day had a beautiful day. I preached at Dawlish for East London and 
spoke at a meeting at Exeter, also on behalf of East London. Next 
day, Thursday, I went in sheets of rain to Ilfracombe for East London 
— ^in spite of rain a good meeting and a good collection. Friday, 
went to Seaton m Devon for a meeting of the Diocesan Mission, 
returning to Exeter to preach for East London and to address a 
meeting of men. 

This was before the C.E.M.S. took its toll from his time. Afterwards, 
of course, the strain was even heavier. Mr. Green- Wilkmson describes 
how the Bishop would be out speakmg many evenings each week for 
the Society, returning very often after midnight, when his faithful 
chaplain would fry him eggs and bacon over the study fire. 

When he was not travelling and talking, the trickle of visitors to 
Amen Court went on through the day — clergy &om the East End; 
pohticians ; members of one of his mnumerable committees ; people 
who wanted him to speak for some cause they chenshed ; people who 
wanted to consult him about something. And scattered among them 
were the time-wasters and charlatans : the callow youth from Peckham 
in a blazer of Cambridge blue, whose “auntie” wanted him “to go in 
for the clergy” ; the “curate” who was discovered on enquiry to have 
done time for writing the wrong name on a cheque; the “engineer” 
who tried to collect carriage on a non-existent caribou head, alleged to 
have been sent by Lord Strathcona; the “doctor from Portsea,” who 
had unluckily been robbed and wanted his fare home ; the vicars who, 
more innocently, had something to be dedicated or unveiled and thought 
they had only to ask the Bishop. The chaplains could dispose of some, 
but not all, of these callers. 

Almost any day, when Lang was in Amen Court, someone would 
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arrive for luncheon, generally bringing with him a request for advice 
or a problem to be solved. Occasionally the parties were larger, more 
social, and sometimes more difficult for the host ; as the luncheon when, 
during a sudden lull m the conversation, a distinguished lady, who had 
been discussing with her neighbours the careers of some boys they both 
knew, remarked, Geoffrey ? Ah, poor Geoffrey, the fool of the family ! 
He is, of course, destined for the Church'* ; or the other occasion when, 
in a similar lull, Mrs. Barnett (of Toynbee Hall) was heard to declare 
with emphasis, ‘T hate curates !” 

Holidays, of course, there were, fleeting visits to friends, or to Cud- 
desdon, and each summer the weeks at Tavantaggart,^ without which 
Lang would say he could not have supported life at all. In 1905 he 
stayed with Lord Hahfax,^ at the villa he had taken on the Italian Riviera, 
the first of many similar visits and the beginning of a long and treasured 
friendship. But a hoHday with Lord Halifax was always in danger of 
becoming a busman s holiday for Lang, since his host could seldom 
abstain from discussmg ecclesiastical pohtics. The guest at length was 
driven to negotiate a ‘‘gentleman's agreement" to avoid the subject, 
but subsequently had cause sometimes to complain that Lord Halifax 
was not sufficiently scrupulous in observing the pact. 

Anotlier visit, to be regularly repeated in the coming years, was to 
Balmoral in the autumn of 1902. The Castle was full of guests and at 
dinner the first evemng Lang’s diplomacy was taxed to the full by a 
Royal cross-examination on the relative merits of the Episcopal and 
Established Churches, with Lord Balfour of Burleigh, a pillar of the 
Kirk, hstenmg in across the table. On the following evening there was 
a torchlight dinner, witli reels and toasts in whisky to follow. On Sunday 
Lang was confronted with a problem which never ceased to embarrass 
him. Should he or should he not accompany the King to the service 
in Crathie Church ? If he did, his action might offend and even pre- 
judice the Episcopalians. If he did not, the King would be annoyed. 
In the end, he told his mother, he followed his “rule"; and since the 
Episcopahans offered no service within a reasonable distance, to Crathie 
he went, complaming afterwards that the proceedings were “too 
AngUcan. Too few of the old Psalms and Paraphrases for my taste." 

The “rule" did not save him firom the reproaches of his old friend 
“the Prophet," who presently wrote that a Presbyterian of his acquaint- 

^ See Chapter XVII. 

* The 2nd Viscount Halifax, for more than fifty years President of the English Church 
Union. 
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ance had twitted him on the presence of a High Church Anglican Bishop 
at a service of the Eark. Lang replied rather curtly, the sharpness of the 
letter revealing the unsureness of the writer. 

In 1904 Lang was to have made another journey — ^no hoHday this 
time — ^to South Africa, whither his brother Norman had gone. His 
plans were made, his ticket was taken, and then, two days before he was 
to sail, he saw his doctor, who forbade the trip. After years of overwork 
Lang’s heart was showmg signs of trouble. The threat was not serious 
and nothing came of it, but in the circumstances the doctor advised him 
to cancel a tour which would mean much strenuous travelling and 
constant preaching. 

A man is as likely to be a hero to his valet as is a Bishop to be a saint 
to his chaplains. But Lang’s young men retained the most agreeable 
memories of their Bishop. In perspective the httle foibles, which the 
world saw only too well, were overshadowed into insignificance by the 
finer quaHties of head and heart of which they had had so much experi- 
ence. Some of the foibles they have themselves recorded with an amused 
and affectionate tolerance. There was, for example, Lang’s dislike of 
novelties, and in particular those of a mechanical kind. He did not 
understand them and therefore mistrusted them. Until they had won 
his confidence by long and faithful service, he disowned proprietorship. 
It was *^your car,” ^'your typewriter,” ''your telephone,” luitil he was 
persuaded that his chaplain had not introduced into the house a monster 
of evil and unpredictable propensities. New doctors, new butlers, or 
new pipes came under the same rule of probation; but when every 
test had been successfully passed, Lang would admit the innovation, 
human or mechanical, into his affections, acknowledge ownership with 
the word ‘‘my,” and thereafter treat the person or thing with uncritical 
loyalty. Even this had its embarrassments, for when he became thus 
attached to some inanimate object, he would refuse to be separated from 
it, even when it had reached an rmserviceable and decrepit old age. In 
1913 he bought a Wolseley touring car, in which for twenty-one years 
he made all his journeys by road. Towards the end of its career King 
George V told Lord Wigram that it was a positive danger and must not 
be allowed to come to Balmoral again ; but Lang’s regard for it was 
xmdiminished by the Royal displeasure. He only consented to part 
with it when the cost of replacing the parts became prohibitive, and was 
extremely indignant when he discovered that this old and tried retainer 
had gone for a pittance of five pounds. 
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The pipe was at least as important as the doctor, the butler or the car. 
Lang was a happy and persistent smoker, but he had a horror of receiving 
people in a smoke-filled room and always sought privacy for his pipe. 

The ordinary tasks, transactions and “gadgets” of modem hfe were 
mysterious and bafBmg to him. He knew httle, and cared less, about 
his private finances. So long as he kept out of debt he did not worry ; 
and although over a great many years he disposed of a substantial income, 
his savings were neghgible, he had only the vaguest idea how he was 
spendmg his money, and once when he was Archbishop of Canterbury 
and had a stipend of ^15,000 a year, had to confess that he did not know 
where he banked. A chaplain or a secretary handled these matters for 
him, and provided a httle pocket money was forthcoming when he 
needed it, he was unconcerned. Shopping was another dark and 
dangerous business, to be avoided at almost any cost. When he was an 
old man he used to say that after he became Archbishop of York he 
never entered a shop, and even in the days at Amen Court his clothes and 
other necessaries were all bought for him and his tailor and haircutter 
came to the house. Time-tables and journeys were another trouble. He 
was a last-minute starter and an uncertain traveller ; and once, when he 
was proposing to take his annual hohday m Norway, he missed his 
steamer because, in the teeth of his chaplam’s protests, he insisted on 
trying to travel to Hull by a non-existent train from Liverpool Street. 
The Duke of Portland once presented him with a Gillette Safety Razor. 
This looked invitmg, but its comphcations proved msuperable and Lang 
eventually reported that it was “quite useless.” When its mysteries 
were explained to him and he understood that after shaving widi it he 
would have to take it to pieces and clean it, he would have nothing more 
to do with it. Another friend gave him a beautiful gold-mounted 
fountain-pen. Lang never used it because he could not master the 
intricacies of filling it, but he hked the look of it and carried it about 
in his attache-case for twenty-seven years. 

Foibles such as these were trivial stuff, and if sometimes they made 
life a little more difficult, they also made it much more amusing. What 
mattered chiefly to the chaplains was that Lang was the easiest and most 
pleasant of masters. “Only once,” writes Canon Donald, “did he see 
red with me, and that was when m his name I sent his heartiest good wishes 
fiDr a merry Christmas to a clergyman whom he had buried a few days 
before with some ceremony and outpouring of tears.” Indeed, Lang’s 
attitude towards the young men was very much that of a man towards 
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his younger brothers. He felt deeply responsible for their well-being 
and happiness, and while pathetically grateful for anything they did 
for him, was ruthless m his self-critiasm when he thought he might 
have done more for them. 

‘‘You have been an unfailingly cheerful and unselfish companion for 
these two years,*' he wrote to Green-Wilkinson on the latter's departure. 
“It isn't for my kicks and grmits that I am sorry. They are only ‘my 
httle way.’ What I am sorry for is that dunng two years of your 
ministry I have been able to do so little to help you yourself.” 

Kicks and grunts there may have been, but they were of httle con- 
sequence, scarcely noticed at the time and unremembered afterwards. 
Mr. Donald goes further in his tribute : 

Those who lived close to Bishop Lang knew him to be a saint. Chris- 
tian defeated Apollyon after a strong struggle, and in Lang there 
seemed to me to be a constant struggle, crowned with victory. His 
ideal of the self-giving Good Shepherd was constantly at variance 
with his quick bram and powerful mtellect. The Good Shepherd 
always won, and that is to be a saint. Shallow people sometimes 
thought him pompous. Really it was the big man retiring into 
reticence when he could have hurt with the mot juste, Lang never 
hurt us weaker ones. He had a very tender heart and a deep under- 
standing and compassion for the sinful. His friendship had depth. 
We small fry of the Church at times suffer from a genial prelate who 
expresses pleasure at seeing you — ^you knowing that he does not even 
remember your name. Lang never had to remember, for he never 
forgot. 

The quahty of Lang’s friendship was never more faithfully reflected 
than in his relations with his lay secretary at Amen Court. In 1905 Dick 
Sheppard, at twenty-four, was still very much at a loose end. He had 
been working at the Oxford House, where his success had been im- 
mediate and spectacular ; but although to others his vocation seemed 
plain, he could not bring himself to take Orders. Then, one day in 
Holy Week 1905, his father, Sub-Dean of the Chapels Royal, wrote to 
Lang to ask his advice. What did the Bishop, who had seen Dick in 
Bethnal Green, think of him ? Could he suggest for him any sort of 
secretarial work ? Lang at once pounced. He knew and liked Dick and 
needed a lay secretary. The thmg was done, and in the summer of 1905 
Dick Sheppard began his work at Amen Court. He became at once 
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much more than a secretary ; he became a friend, almost a son to the 
older man. They played golf and took their holidays together ; and 
above all they talked. Dick Sheppard had abounding vitality and the 
kind of temperament that always appealed to Lang, who saw in him as 
in a mirror his own younger self, with the same enthusiasms and un- 
certainties. Even the violent changes of mind delighted him, as when 
Dick came back from the Oxford House, ‘‘declaring one evening that 
the East End working man was a hero, and the next that he was a swine.” 
On his side, Lang gave exactly the tonic Dick Sheppard needed to dis- 
solve his doubts and to brace his will. He had begim by making it clear 
that he had no intention of taking Orders ; but Lang, who once too had 
had no such intention, could speak to him on the subject with a humility, 
an affection, and a moral authority which were irresistible. The persistent 
voice, which years ago had asked a young lawyer, “Why shouldn’t yon 
be ordained?” now began to put the same question to Dick Sheppard, 
and in the end the same answer was given. So it was settled and Dick 
went to Cuddesdon, commending his successor, Wilfrid Parker, with 
the typical message — “You U find liim clean about the house.” The 
rest of the story is Dick’s rather than Lang’s, and has been told by his 
biographer, Mr. Elhs Roberts. His verdict can surely be accepted: 
“There is no doubt that, as far as man’s influence counted at all, the 
Church of God owes Dick Sheppard to Cosmo Gordon Lang.” ’• 

All through the year at Cuddesdon Lang kept his eye on Dick, 
advising, encouraging, sympathising. Was life there so very difficult ? 
Was so much uncongenial? Then “Make an offering of your time 
there ; and don’t in thought take your offering back.” Dick finished 
his training and was to be ordained on October 6th, 1907. When he 
died, thirty years later, “Cosmo’s Ordination letter” was found among 
his papers, 

I must send you a word to greet you in this most momentous week. 
I want you to know how much my heart goes out to you and goes 
up /or you in prayer. I try to put myself back 17 years to the time 
when I was preparing for the great venture ; and set myself at your 
side as an older comrade in the service, conscious, alas !, of many 
failures, defeats and surrenders, knowing something of the toils and 
trials of the long campaign, seeking to recover his own early faith 
and ardour at the side of the young knight waiting for the first call. 
So in spirit, old boy, I kneel at your side, and pray both for you and 

* Ellis Roberts : H. R. L. Sheppard. 
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with you, as I remember kneelmg at the altar of Cuddesdon Church 
those 17 years ago in the stillness and darkness of that sacred place, 
on the eve of my ordination. 

Recalling those days, then, what I would say to you is just this — 
during this week, let yourself go. Let yourself go in a simple, sustained, 
trustful surrender of yourself to the great Captain and offer all your 
services. Don’t let any doubts or apprehensions enter your mind 
now. The time for them is over. Probably you have already made 
your last and full confession of all your sins and poverty and weak- 
ness. When that is done, then, I repeat, let yourself go. Let the 
thought of the great Love which has chosen you, called you, enter 
mto you — open yourself out to It as arid sand lies open to the inflowing 
tide — realise all it means to be thus chosen by the Infinite Love to go 
out and witness to It and fight for It, and let all your manhood welcome 
It and give itself over to It. 

“ O Love, I give myself to Thee, 

Thine ever, only Thine to be.'* 

Those simple words of the hymn I repeated so often to myself just 
before ordination that they always come back to me bearing the 
associations of that happy time with them, recalhng me from the 
dryness and dullness of work to the freshness and fullness of the first 
consecration. Bathe yourself now, dear old boy, in the spirit of them. 
By God’s grace you know something — more than many — of what 
love, and lovmg, means. Try to think of all you can conceive of 
Love, at Its highest, fullest perfection and reality giving Itself to you 
now — the Love which is seen in the Life and Passion of Jesus giving 
Itself in all Its promise of strength and mspiration for the years and 
the work that are to come — giving Itself in the very call of your 
ordination — and give yourself over to It. 

** O Love, I give myself to Thee, 

Thine ever, only Thme to be ” 

Don’t now check your emotions and the words in which they 
clothe themselves ; don’t stop to question and test their reality. The 
time for that, as I said, is over ; and there will be plenty of time for 
it again. But for this week let yourself go. Then the memory of 
these days of Love, welcomed and accepted and given, will often 
come back in later years, to rebuke sometimes, but also to cheer and 
refresh. 
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And, lastly, if sometimes during these days you feel tired and the 
fount of feeling does not run quickly, don t be distressed and don t 
attempt to work up your emotions. You can quietly say, Lord, 
Thou knowest all things, Thou knowest — even if I cannot feel — 
Thou knowest that I love Thee.’’ 

And may God the Holy Spirit be with you to prepare and then 
to empower you. 

Forgive these words. As you know, I don’t often let myself go. 
Perhaps I ought to oftener than I do ; but this perhaps may make 
my words more real — ^let yourself go now. 

I shall expect you any time on Saturday. 

A few days later, when Dick Sheppard was kneeling in St. Paul’s 
Cathedral, his fingers were clutching a half-sheet of paper m the pocket 
of his cassock. 

Don’t worry any more, dear old boy. You have prepared yourself 
as carefully as you can. Now lean back on a Father’s love, and say 
over and over again in St. Paul’s Cathedral, just these words : 

‘‘ O Love, I give myself to Thee, 

Thme ever, only Thine to be.” 

They were, of course, the words which had brought such help to 
Lang himself seventeen years earher m the pansh church of Cuddesdon. 

“Very seldom,” writes the present Dean of Lichfield, “did Lang put 
a foot down wrong in givmg personal advice.” On a day in 1904 Mr. 
Iremonger, a young man eating his dinners at the Middle Temple, went 
to see the Bishop of Stepney to tell him of his decision, against the wishes 
of his parents and the remonstrances of his fhends, to study for Holy 
Orders as soon as he had passed his Bar Examinations. What he wished 
to do was so like what Lang himself had once done that possibly he came 
to Amen Court lookmg for a warm, even an enthusiastic, welcome. 
But “I was not drawn to him at all : he was very official and episcopal.” 
The Bishop did not tell his visitor that he was a fine fellow and should 
go on in the face of every objection : he warned him that a vocation to 
the priesthood demanded discipline and preparation and that he ought 
to spend the next eighteen months fitting himself for it, spiritually and 
intehectually. Afterwards the young man realised that the Bishop “had 
done for me— in his own shrewd and inimitable way — exactly what was 
then needed.” 
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Such episodes show not only Lang’s influence and the soundness of 
his personal judgments, but his readiness to accept the responsibility of 
grave decisions. Another example, of a rather dijfferent kind, belongs to 
the Portsea days and is told by Lang himself in a short memoir of Charles 
Deveber Schofield, afterwards Bishop of British Columbia. 

Charles, as we always called him, was ordained Deacon in the parish 
church by Bishop Fisher, then Bishop Suffragan of Southampton in 
the Diocese of Winchester. The story of his Ordmation is so unusual 
that at this distance of time it may well be recorded. There was a 
great congregation at the Ordination service and Charles was the only 
man to be ordained. I was myself the preacher, and very naturally 
I tried to impress upon the congregation the great responsibiHties of 
Ordination to the Ministry of the Church. My words, together 
with his feelings of solitariness in the presence of the many people, 
seemed to affect his nerves, already highly strung by his own very 
intense preparation. When, after the sermon, I was conducting him 
to the Sanctuary for his Ordmation, I heard a very pathetic voice at 
my side saying, ‘T cannot go on. Please let me go.” I told him 
to come with me to the vestry. He repeated his plea. Knowing 
what the Principal of Leeds Clergy School . . . thought about him, 
I had no hesitation in saying frankly, “This is just a temptation due 
to your nerves. You must fight and overcome it now and I will 
stand by to help.” We returned to the church. I knelt beside him 
during the Litany. Now and again he whispered, “I cannot go on. 
Let me go”; and I whispered in return, “No.” In a scarcely audible 
voice he read the Gospel. Then came the questions. In a feeble 
voice, while I stood beside him, he managed to say the responses, 
until the last question came — the promise of obedience, etc., when 
he stood mute. I suppose he thought this was his last chance of 
escape. The Bishop repeated the question. Still no answer. What 
was the Bishop to do ? It was his first Ordmation, and he turned to 
me obviously perplexed and distressed. Being myself wholly sure 
about Charles, and resolved to see him through his trial, I said to the 
Bishop : “I take full responsibility, and request you to proceed with 
the Ordination.” The Bishop consented. I do not think anyone 
heard what was passing. And so Charles was ordained. Immedi- 
ately afterwards I sent him off for a day or two of rest When he' 
returned he was fully himself again and most grateful to me for 
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rescuing him from his overwrought nerves. I do not know whether 

he ever afterwards alluded to this very singular Ordination. 

Incidents hke these largely explain the devotion with which so many 
of the younger men in the Church came to regard Lang. Not only 
was he a friend, but quite possibly at some critical moment in their lives 
he had come forward with a wise head and a firm hand to help them 
through some dijficult decision. In after years Dick Sheppard was to 
have many moments of impatience and disagreement, but he never 
forgot what Lang had done for him during his years of uncertainty. 

★ ★ ★ ★ ★ ie 

One morning, in the autumn of 1908, when Lang was sitting at 
breakfast in Amen Court, a cable arrived with the startlmg news that 
he had just been elected Bishop of Montreal. The message further 
begged him to defer his reply until he had had letters of explanation 
from the Dean and Chapter and Lord Grey, the Governor-General, and 
had also seen Lord Strathcona, who was then High Commissioner for 
Canada in London. 

A few days later the promised letters arrived. The Dean described 
how the Synod, when it met to elect a new Bishop, had been hopelessly 
divided. Since there seemed Uttle hope of agreement, he had suggested 
an adjournment for prayer; and during the day that followed the 
thought of the Bishop of Stepney had come to him in a flash. When the 
Synod reassembled, he made the suggestion to it, and then and there the 
Bishop of Stepney was unanimously elected. Lord Grey wrote strongly 
supporting the offer and urging its acceptance, and Lord Strathcona m 
person made the same plea. 

Lang was quite bewildered at this sudden siege. He consulted the 
Archbishop of Canterbury and was asked to wait. He went again to 
Lambeth and had the same reply ; a third time, and was still asked to 
wait. But some answer had to be sent to Montreal, and presently, 
driving with the Archbishop to a meeting in Queen’s Hall, he repeated 
his question. ‘Tt is very difficult,” said Dr. Davidson, “but I am afraid 
I must advise you to refuse.” He gave no reason, no sort of explanation, 
but Lang felt bound to obey and sent a regretful refusal to Montreal. 

A few days later, just after his forty-fourth birthday, a second bomb- 
shell burst on his breakfast-table. This was a letter from Mr. Asquith, 
the Prime Minister. Lang knew him, for he had been introduced to 
him at the Prime Minister’s express request by the Bishop of London; 
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but so far his only definite association with him had been slightly un- 
fortunate. Preaching one afternoon in St. Paul’s, he had caught sight of 
Mr. Asquith in the congregation and had realised with a pang that not 
long before, when he had preached an almost identical sermon in quite 
a different place, Mr. Asquith had been in the church. 

The letter he now opened, however, had no reference to this incident, 
and was to ask him, in restrained though complimentary terms, to allow 
himself to be nominated for election to the Archbishopric of York, 
which Dr, Maclagan was vacating at the end of the year. 

Recovering from his surprise, Lang went to see the Prime Adinister 
to discuss the offer, consulted Dr. Davidson and the Bishop of London, 
and wrote a formal acceptance. His next action was to inform his father 
and mother, imder pledge of the strictest secrecy, of what had happened. 
The secrecy, it turned out, was hardly necessary, for the newspapers had 
had word and the reporters were on the parental doorstep demanding 
photographs and details before the letter reached Aberdeen, where Dr. 
Lang was now Vice-Chancellor of the University. 

The world received the appointment with agreeable surprise. The 
Times descnbed it as ‘‘courageous” ; most of the comments made much 
of Lang’s extreme youth for so high an OiSice ; and, when he visited 
Windsor later in the month, Queen Alexandra exclaimed m amused 
dismay that she had not hitherto thought herself old enough to be the 
mother of an Archbishop. (On the same visit he received a short and 
simple charge from King Edward — “to keep the parties in the church 
together and to prevent the clergy wearing moustaches.”) 

More than two tliousand letters of congratulation poured into Amen 
Court, their variety showing the range of Lang’s acquaintance : from 
Lord Curzon, the Society of Friends, Sir Squire Bancroft, tlie York 
Federation of the C.E.M.S. ; from Oscar Brownmg, wishing “that 
Eling’s could claim for itself the honour in which Balliol is now rejoicing” ; 
from Prmcess Beatrice, Lord Roberts, the Borough Councils of the 
East End, the Bishop of Lincoln, who had confirmed him ; and from 
his old friend Hensley Henson, who even then sometimes dropped a 
Httle acid into his ink. “I am, of course, surprised,” he wrote, “that 
you go straight to an archbishopric. . . . But you are too meteoric for 
precedent. I am sorry, of course, very sorry that you are so stiff a High 
Churchman.” 

Two letters probably gave Lang particular pleasure. One was 
from Watts-Ditchfield, the Evangehcal Vicar of St. James-the-Less, 
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who might be presumed to have little sympathy with Lang’s ecclesi- 
astical opinions. 

You have helped me spiritually far more than you can ever know. . . . 
During the past seven years the Church has become more keen, more 
alert, reahsing more fully her mission, and for this, under God, we 
have to thank you. 

The other letter was from Dick Sheppard. 

Take nearly all my heart with you to York. I expect even Archbishops 
need human love at times, and since you can never realise what East 
London is to me without you, I must tell you that I shall never cease 
to pray for God to give you the greatest power and the biggest guts” 
in Europe and the knowledge, m times of depression, that a young 
freak of a deacon, who owes the intensest joys of his hfe to you and 
who finds he loves you even more than he loves the East End boy, 
is often on his knees, trying to switch on a little light and love to 
penetrate the loneliness of His Grace’s study at York. 

This is written as I think off the reel and it may sound aU rot. 
Like my rotten sermons, it admits of no reply. — Your ever grateful 
and devoted Dick. 


i8o 



Chapter XVII 

THE HIGHLAND HOME 

O N the very first Sunday that Lang, as the new Dean of Divinity, 
celebrated in Magdalen Chapel, he noticed a very tall boy among 
the communicants. Next day the boy called and introduced himself. 
He was John Ronald Morcton Macdonald of Largie Castle in Kintyre, 
and his visit was the beginning of the friendship referred to in an earlier 
chapter. 

In the late summer of the following year (1894), possibly at the 
suggestion of Macdonald, Lang took his hohday at Machrihanish, his 
compamon being Wmnmgton-Ingram, with whom he played some 
strenuous but undistinguished golf ; and as they were only some twenty 
miles from Largie, a visit was paid to the Castle. Next year Lang 
returned to Kintyre, where he spent most of September as the guest of 
the Macdonalds, celebrating Holy Communion in the Casde chapel on 
the mornings of the 8th, the 15th and the 22nd. 

He had always been a lover of the Highlands, and this particular 
country, where in older days Macdonalds and Campbells brawled and 
broke each other’s heads, enchanted him. He looked across the sea to 
the islands of Cara and Gigha, with behind them the high hills of Jura 
and Islay, and m the far south-west, like a cloud upon the horkon, the 
coast of Ireland. As he gazed over the water, and then at the woodland 
and heather and peace of the Highland hillside, he turned to Ronald 
Macdonald and said, “This is where I want to be.” Macdonald, who 
was already warmly attached to him, at once declared he would build 
him a house. He chose a site on a low hiU a little to the north-west of 
the Castle. Here he and the men on the estate, working with timber 
supposed to have been taken from a wreck, built a little house. It was 
a very simple structure of wood and stone, with a dining-room hall, a 
sitting-room and two other rooms, one of which was fitted with bimks, 
on the ground floor, and upstairs two small bedrooms, one for Lang and 
one for a guest. Either then or a little later an outside hut with more 
bunks was added. Lang’s new home was completed in April 1896 
and was named Tavantaggart (The Priest’s Rest) or “The Tave” for 
short. 
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Here he came, year after year, sometimes at Easter and. always for 
his summer holiday, when as a rule he stayed for from four to six weeks. 
He brought his friends, lay and ecclesiastical, choirboys from Magdalen 
first — ‘Very bright, boisterous and obedient’’ — choirboys from Portsea 
afterwards, and chaplains when he was at Stepney and York. They 
must be ready to lead a simple hfe, to walk and sail, talk and read, and 
if possible not to trespass too much upon the time of their host. The 
walks were and remamed a particular delight. There was tlie long 
tramp up the glen to the loch in the hills behind, through a charmed 
land where, in their several seasons, were yellow irises in great clumps, 
orchids, field gentian and butterwort, bog myrtle and bell heather; 
without a sound to be heard but the crying of the curlew or living thing 
to be met but the black-faced sheep. The return would be seawards, 
and if the day was clear, the Paps of Jura rose, quite close as it seemed 
across the water, but actually some twenty miles distant. There were 
other and shorter walks which Lang was to continue taking when he 
was an old man and unable easily to chmb the hill. He would go down 
to the shore across the turf and short heather, turn northwards to ‘‘the 
Point,” and from there inland past the last of the Burnet roses. Or he 
would take a field path along the hill, skirting a wood, towards a farm 
where the Macdonalds stayed when Largie was let; and so down to 
the sea and home across the grass. This he called “going to church.” 
On this and on all his walks — ^and there were many variations — ^he had 
one sovereign rule — as far as was possible to avoid the road. 

Father Talbot, who stayed with him, recalls that a walk was punctu- 
ated every few hundred yards by exclamations of delight and admiration. 
Lang treated the view of the islands from his house “very much as the 
producer of a play might regard its performance.” It was as though he 
were personally responsible for it and must apologise if the weather 
obscured or dulled its beauty. Nor was the guest “allowed to admire 
anything but the scene in its full glory. A tribute to something less was 
as if you had praised unduly an understudy to a prima donna and by so 
doing had diminished the eminent excellence of the latter. Any move- 
ment on yom part which had not received his sanction was regarded 
with suspicion and disapproval. To steal off on your own and chmb the 
hill behind the house was, as it were, to assume rights of membership in 
a club to which he alone could properly introduce you.” On the other 
hand, if these droits de seigneur were duly observed, all was well. Lang, 
Father Talbot concludes, was at his best and happiest on these holiday 

182 



THE HIGHLAND HOME 


visits. “He seemed to put off all pomposity and to be a delightful and 
most entertaining host.” 

Then there was the chapel at Largie, where Lang was enhsted for 
the family events, the weddmgs and the christenings. Indeed, to 
regularise his position he took a title in the Episcopal Church of Scotland 
and, as he liked to remind his old friend Canon Simpson, became a 
Domestic Chaplain with the right to attend meetings of the Repre- 
sentative Church Council. When Largie was let and the tenants were 
reputed not over-sympathetic, the use of the chapel at the Castle was no 
longer easy ; and for such seasons Macdonald built of rounded logs a 
rough little hut in the wood near the Macdonalds' farmhouse. This was 
named St. Hubert's Chapel and became a place of many sacred and 
happy associations. 

“A vivid impression of Our Lord there,''* Lang wrote after celebrating 
one morning, “coming fresh from the Eternal Holiness, Truth, 
Beauty, Love, and drawing me — this mere man — drawing those 
present, Daisy ^ and surely John and her children, drawing the Church 
of England now, drawing the Church Universal, drawing the whole 
world — ^into communion with God through Himself, and com- 
munion one with another in Him.” 

In summer there were excursions by sea and land. Some of his guests 
have left recollections of these. Canon Crawley recalls a visit to Cara 
with a boatload of Balfours, one of whom let off liis gun by mistake 
and shot the mast. Or there was a night on the same island in a shep- 
herd's hut, when Lang drew tales out of the shepherd and his wife. 
There were longer and more adventurous voyages — particularly to Iona, 
for many years a place of pilgrimage for Lang. He responded very 
readily to its charm and only gave up his visits when people became 
tiresome and said he was trying to proselytise. 

Another chaplain, Mr. C. S. Donald, tells of an excursion to 
“Columba's Coif,” a cave at the head of Loch Coalisport, some twenty 
miles from Largie. By tradition St. Columba stayed there on his way 
from Ireland to Iona, but left when he found that from it he could see 
the coast of his native land. In the cave are a rock-hewn altar and a cross, 
reputed to date from the Saint’s time ; and Lang, then Bishop of Stepney, 
formed the plan of celebratmg Holy Communion in this spot of sacred 
associations. A party from Largie, headed by Bishop and Laird, was to 

^ Mrs. Macdonald. This was after the death of her husband. 
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sail up the coast, land and sleep at the house of the owner of the cave, 
and next morning attend the service. “A grudgmg wind’’ brought the 
little yacht at sunset to the loch’s entrance and then died. Rain began 
to fall. At the water’s edge lanterns were waved to show the landing- 
place, but the yacht was becalmed. Macdonald deaded to spend the 
night on board, but Lang was resolved to sleep ashore, and with some 
difficulty he and Donald and their suitcases were put in the dinghy and 
landed. The lanterns were gone, the night was dark, the rain poured 
down. They missed the path, which was blocked by a fallen tree, and 
at first every track they followed took them back to the shore. At last, 
after a long trudge through dripping pine woods, they stumbled on what 
was clearly a garden wall, and cHmbing over this fell with their suitcases 
into a bed of saturated rhubarb. By this time they were soaked to the 
skin and their tempers were sUghtly frayed, but persevering they at last 
found shelter. 

The service, which had to be postponed for twenty-four hours while 
clothes were dried, was memorable in itself, and a,lso for the loveliness 
of die morning, with the sun shining into the cave, and a robin singing 
at the moment of Consecration, and a black cock and a grey hen who 
sat in the heather near by, as though part of the Uttle congregation. 

Mr. Donald also recalls the occasion at Largie when David Dhu, the 
big Highland bull, was starting for the Perth show by road on a float. 
The buU contrived to prod the horse with an immense horn ; the horse 
bolted ; the factor in his best black Sunday clothes was rolled down the 
brae; the terrier bit the waggoner; and the Bishop and the Laird, 
hanging on manfully to the ropes which held the bull, were nearly carried 
over the side, with horse, bull and float, into the stream twenty feet 
below. However, all was well, control was re-established, David Dhu 
went off to Perth and won his medal, and a Bishop of Stepney survived 
to be Archbishop of Canterbury. 

Impatient though Lang was of interruptions to his summer holiday, 
for many years in succession he went to Balmoral for a few days. He 
avoided if possible a Sunday there, since monarchs were slow to under- 
stand why bishops and archbishops hesitated to attend the Presbyterian 
Eork at Crathie, whither royal guests were expected to go. Lang knew 
too much about the rehgious situation in Scotland to pretend that there 
was for him any easy way out of an old and unsolved problem. 

When he became Archbishop of York, Macdonald laughingly 
**The Tave” hardly fitted the new dignity and offered to 
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btiild an extra storey, but in 1914 another solution appeared. Ballure, 
a dower-house of the Macdonalds about three miles from the Castle, 
fell vacant through the death of the tenant. Lang was offered and 
accepted the lease ; and so for the rest of his hfe Ballure was his retreat, 
“my beloved place of peace.’’ It is a small grey house, standmg well 
above the road and looking out between trees over the sea and the 
islands. To the right, as you enter, is a small drawing-room, not greatly 
used by Lang except when ladies were staying with him. On the left 
is the dining-room, beyond it Lang’s study, and beyond that “the Cell,” 
so often mentioned in his notes, a tiny place, with an altar, a prie-Dieu 
and two or three chairs. 

In Ballure, from 1914 to 1945, he made his Highland home, keeping, 
in his methodical Scots way, to a routine more strict as he grew older. 
Most of the morning was spent in “the Cell.” He would take a nap 
after luncheon, and then there would be a walk or an excursion in the 
car or by water. On his return he would sit m the summer-house and 
read the Times or his book of the moment. It was, to outward view at 
any rate, a pleasant, pottering life. No one bothered him ; and to a 
wandenng visitor the elderly gentleman wearing what was known as 
“the stockbroker suit” might have been a business man on holiday 
from Glasgow. 

Such was his rule, for a month or more in every year ; and in talk and 
in wnting he repeatedly recorded his conviction that without this time 
at Ballure he could never support the drudgery and cares of his office. 

At Largie, “The Tave” and Ballure, Lang found a httle of the family 
Hfe he could not have at Portsea, at Amen Court, or even later at Bishop- 
thorpe, when he had the Crawleys for company in the north wing of 
the house. Ronald Macdonald himself was one close fnend ; his wife, 
after his marriage, became another ; and the clnldren, as they appeared, 
were his by christening, confirmation and general adoption. Among 
his papers was found a letter, dated April 30th, 1906, the Macdonalds’ 
wedding-day. 

My more than ever dear Taggart,^ — I must send you a line before 
this great day is quite over to say what a very great difference it made 
to us both — and to me of course in particular — to have you to marry 
us ; and to thank you for your help. I don’t think I realised before 
what a difference it would make to have you ; but I do now. Perhaps 

^ Gaelic for “ priest.” Lang was always called Taggart by the Macdonalds and their 
friends. 
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I never really understood before to what an extent I was bound to 
you and dependent on you. 

I would like to take this opportunity to thank you for your loyal 
friendsliip through these years; but somehow friendship is not a 
thing of yea and nay, and perhaps I would do better to thank God 
for it ; and that I mil do before I go to bed to-night. 

Rather as Tupper-Carey had done many years before, he ended by 
asking Lang— ‘‘From Daisy as well as from me’ —to break in on the 
honeymoon for a night 

In the late summer of 1921 Lang was at Ballure as usual. On the 
night of September 2nd he was visiting on one of the islands when he 
was recalled by a telegram. Macdonald, who was then staying in 
Ballure, had been taken seriously ill with an internal ulcer. Lang returned 
the next day. Mrs. Macdonald, who had also been away, hastened back 
and a speciahst was summoned from Glasgow. On September 7th, 
after a blood transfusion, Macdonald collapsed, and on the loth he died. 
It fell to Lang, in the midst of his sorrow, to make all the necessary 
arrangements, on a dull dark September day to follow the cofEn (of 
timber from the Largie woods) as it was piped to the family bunal 
ground, and to read the funeral service over the body of his friend ; and 
thereafter, from year to year, as September came round, he would try 
to set aside any business that might keep him from Largie and the annual 
commemoration. 

But Ballure was something more to Lang than a beloved home, 
which each year he rediscovered with delight and left with an ache in 
his heart. It was even more than a part of his life. With Cuddesdon it 
was, by his own judgment, the most important part of it ; and whatever 
may be the truth of that verdict, it is quite certain that to know him 
properly it was necessary to have known him at Ballure, or at least to 
have some idea of the life he led there. It was not merely that in Ballure 
he shed the cares of the Church and the circumstance with which, as 
Archbishop, he protected himself, the self-consciousness which hardly 
ever left him in the world outside. Something more than that happened 
to him at the end of his long journey, when he drove up the steep httle 
drive and put on “the stockbroker suit.” The journey itself was part 
of the drama of transformation ; for he made of it the long and leisurely 
busmess of “the Snob’s Progress,” during which he was very much a 
Prince of the Church. But “here again in blessed Ballure” all that was 
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over ; and the world that had watched a busy prelate, perhaps thinking 
him proud, self-important, ambitious and worldly-minded, would have 
seen a very different man. 

“The Cell” was the heart of Ballure. During the first days of his 
hoHday he would contrive, if he could, to be alone, so as to be able to 
spend his mornings in uninterrupted prayer and meditation. 

In this sacred Httle place, by God’s mercy, watersprings break from 
a dry and thirsty land. It is a marvel to me that in spite of aU my 
prayerlessness in the busy months of the years, all my forgetfulness 
of the lessons learnt in the Cell year after year, God does not take 
His Holy Spirit from me. ... It is here that my real self— at least 
what ought to be my real stl£— -lives. 

So he wrote in one of the many little notebooks which he covered 
with pencil jottings, even more illegible than the writing in his letters. 
Much of their content may be thought too private for publication, and 
yet to understand him something must be given, for these books are far 
more revealing than is anything in his autobiographical notes. Did he, 
even in these jottings, rid himself entirely of the curse of self-conscious- 
ness of which he was so well aware ? Some will doubt it. He doubted 
it himself “It is so difficult,” he wrote, “to exorcise the thought that 
some other eye than my owm may read.” Yet he tried, and the trail 
when followed takes us nearer to him than we are likely to get by 
following any other path. Sometimes, surely, the thickets in which he 
hid himself so persistently are torn aside and we have a glimpse of the 
man — ^not as the world saw him, not even as, at other times and in other 
places, he saw himself, but as he was. 

For he came to “the Cell” each year in an agony of contrition, 
oppressed by a sense of his failures and shortcomings. This appears 
again and again in the notes, where his meditations — on St. Mark’s 
Gospel, on some particular psalm, on a text from that old favourite of 
his mother’s, Daily Light, or on some book he was reading like C. F. 
Andrew’s Christ in the Silence — ^are mingled with confession and prayer ; 
always returning to the same cry of humility and shame — “Domme, non 
sum dignus!' He was imworthy to be bishop, unworthy to be priest, 
unworthy of every spiritual privilege God had given him. 

In 1926 he wrote : 

In Cell this morning read with some humiliation the record of 1924 
and realised how pitifully I am the same “yesterday and to-day” and 

187 



COSMO GORDON LANG 

wondered whether I shall be the same for ever. . . . Reflected on my 
work after twenty-five years Am I losing initiative, hope, adventure ? 
Yes. 

Later still, after he had become Archbishop of Canterbury, he had 
to confess : 

I come in penitence, after a year’s lack of prayer and meditation . . . 
of sadly incomplete surrender of self to God. . . . What have I really 
achieved, m my own soul or in the life of the Church — leaves, leaves, 
leaves, mostly falling now, but how httle fruit ! God forgive me ! 

Why was it so with him? It must be, he thought, through “an 
incompleteness of self-surrender” that he had “after aU these years . . . 
such a poor, broken, maimed, inconstant oiEFering to make to God.” 

He wrote at greatest length in 1924, shortly before his sixtieth birth- 
day : 

Let me record again my thankfulness for God’s merciful and wonder- 
ful goodness to me in the Cell for these last ten years. Year after 
year its peace abides, welcomes, tranquilhses, inspires. It has become 
filled with a sense of the Divine Presence — ^laden with sacred associa- 
tion, a sense, an atmosphere, which it seems to keep ready for me 
when I return to it. So it has become like Cuddesdon Church — 
how I wish Bishopthorpe Chapel could gain tlie same atmosphere ! — 
and when I ask myself whether I still wish every year to come back 
to this place, what makes me answer “yes,” even more than the ever 
fresh beauty of the West Highlands, are these precious memories and 
gift of the Cell. Yes, sixty years. Divisions of time are arbitrary 
and conventional. Yet somehow I have always felt that sixty would 
make a very special sign in life. It means at least that in years, what- 
ever it may mean in spirit, one passes from middle to old age. Very 
definitely the longest part of the way through this earthly hfe is 
behind. What remains must be the closing scenes. 

I come burdened with the thought of manifold failure. In spite 
of Cuddesdon at Easter I know . . . that I have been “letting myself 
down.” So the thought uppermost in my mind when I re-entered 
the Cell was that of the Prodigal Son. I had been in a far country, 
too often not ashamed to eat husks fit only for swine. And seldom 
have I used the old words, “Father, I have sinned . . . and am no more 
worthy to be called thy son,” with more sincerity and shame and 
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great desire for the Father and His House. And once again the wonder 
was brought back to me of the Father seeing His prodigal a long way 
off, and ninning to meet him, and covering him with the robe of 
forgiveness. 

I have been readmg afresh the book which helped me much 
before my ordination, thirty-four years ago — Meditations sur les 
Saints Ordres by Henri Perreyve. There he gave expression in 
passionate French to thoughts and desires and emotions winch I then 
genuinely had and which it was difficult for a Scot to put into words. 
When I remember how real then was all this — this desire to be a 
saint, this prayer for detachment from the things of the world, for 
chastity, for the “love of souls,*' for this ardent service of Christ and 
His Kingdom, this abandonment of self to the Lord Jesus — ^and then 
think of these thirty-four years since, I am really overwhelmed with 
shame — there’s no other word. To think of the thing that I am now 
at nearly sixty being all that I can bring to God as the result of His 
Love and Grace. What must have been His Purpose, when all those 
years ago He changed my life and revealed something I had never 
known before — the “joy and peace of beHeving,” the sense of His 
Love and the peace of His Presence ? When in a way I cannot doubt 
He called me to His Service, what (was His) purpose for me in my 
own character, in my Hfe for this Church and Nation? And yet 
this, this poor and shoddy thing, is all that I can show for their 
fulfilment ! . . . 

I have tried hard to rationalise those early experiences. . . . But it 
won’t do, unless the whole of one’s inner life and the highest and 
truest part of the life of man is a delusion and a mockery. No : if 
I am called to swear my conviction of the truth of anything, I will 
swear that behind these experiences there is a ReaHty — God in Christ 
I must stake my life on that truth. Else indeed it is “a tale told by 
an idiot . . . signifying nothing.” . . . 

It is all I have really to live for, so I must simply get back to it, 
rebuild these few remainmg years on it, be reconverted, and trust 
that even yet I may be able out of the fragments left to give God a 
love, a hfe, which has not actually failed for His purpose. . . . 

So in the Cell this morning ... I came back and renewed my 
desires and dared to repeat agam the old refrain of Scheffler’s hymn — 

“ O Love, I give myself to Thee, 

Thme ever, only Thine to be.” 
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It did not seem to be a mere “crying in the night/’ There did 
seem to be a Presence, still, calming, enfolding me as with a robe of 
Love and Mercy. And curiously enough, in the stillness after I had 
made my prayer and offering, I heard some small bird— I don’t know 
what — singing . . . what sounded like a song of spring. Spring in 
the autumn of sixty years ! So be it — Amen. 

Ronald Macdonald once said: “He might have been Cardinal 
Wolsey or St. Francis of Assisi, and he chose to be Cardinal Wolsey.” 
That was perhaps an over-simplification of a complex character. Lang, 
as will have been observed, was for ever harking back to early life. He 
once told Canon Simpson that when he was bom his mother found 
herself unaccountably repeating the words addressed by Pharaoh’s 
daughter to the mother of Moses when the baby was drawn from the 
water: “Take this child, and nurse it for me, and I will give thee thy 
wages.” From the beginning he was as one marked out for a high 
destiny. So, as a boy and a young man, he had been immensely ambitious, 
absorbed in the business of getting on, carving a career, making a name. 
He could and must win his way to the top ; his will was fixed on success, 
all his thoughts revolved round it. It was his life, which he watched 
unfolding, like a drama, himself both actor and audience. Then one day 
everything seemed to be changed by a question — “Why shouldn’t you 
be ordained — ^and the answer he foxmd to it in Cuddesdon Church ; 
but when the dust of the upheaval had settled, stage, actor, audience and 
theme were back almost as they had been : only the detail was different. 
The end was to be Convocation and not the House of Commons, 
Lambeth Palace and not No. lo Downing Street. One part of him still 
acted, posed a little, was intensely preoccupied with the play and with 
keeping the mles of the theatre. It was the part the world saw and did 
not always like. Yet the other part was there too, the boy who rode on 
the Downs with “Tupper” on a spring afternoon, and prayed in Cud- 
desdon Church, and made a choice. Here in Ballure he was bitterly 
conscious of this conflict of Ormuzd and Ahriman, of the ambitious, 
forceful, histrionic prelate and the man of prayer and penitence ; conscious 
too that those things which counted for so much with him during eleven 
months of the year— to be the successor of St. Wilfrid or St. Augustine, 
to walk with kings, to be on easy terms with the famous, to stay in the 
houses of the great— in the cool accusing stillness of the Highlands all 
this was no more than the stuff that men hang on Christmas trees for 
the delight of children. 
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Yet even in the depths of his contrition he must have known in 
his heart that when his car had swung out of the little drive on the 
journey back to Bishopthorpe or Lambeth, and “the Cell” lay behind 
him, he would be back in that old life of incessant toil and ubiquitous 
temptation, when prayer was so difficult and sin was so easy. “ Video 
meliora prohoque, deteriora sequorJ' Once he had meant it all to be quite 
different, but now it was too late to change the play. Presently the 
curtain would go up on a new Act which he could neither cut nor 
revise. The plot must march inexorably on ; or rather, having reached 
its chmax, must mark time. The poor Scots boy had become a Prince 
of the Church, and the gods in the gallery had clapped and stamped, and 
everyone had been satisfied — except a man on his knees in a Httle High- 
land house. 

What was the matter with him? He could not and would not 
distrust his vocation. He beUeved that he had been repeatedly “dis- 
obedient xmto the Heavenly vision,” but he could not doubt the reahty 
of his experience and his call to the priesthood. For if these were not 
true, his whole life was a monstrous error, a parody that was nearly a 
blasphemy. 

His thoughts continually went back thirty or forty or fifty years to 
a young man on a Sunday evemng in the parish church at Cuddesdon. 
They might have gone back further still to the boy of eight or mne who 
walked westward from Ardrishaig towards the setting sun, seeking some- 
tliing, a discovery, an adventure, an ideal, the unknown which at all 
costs he must follow and find ; until, tired and hungry and disappointed, 
he had sunk on a bank and surrendered himself to pursuers and punish- 
ments from the workaday world. 

So the argument went on, year by year. It was marked by those 
who knew him best that if, as he grew older, he became less forceful 
and dynamic, he also became gentler and more lovable. Was this 
simply the mellowing that comes with age, or was it the answer to his 
prayers in “the Cell”? This at least is certain. Many men, as time 
shps by, take themselves for granted. They are not continually searchmg 
themselves for sins, weighing and examining their lives and finding them 
wanting. Witliout necessarily condoning their weaknesses, they come 
to accept them as part of themselves, finally perhaps to forget ^11 about 
them. Lang was preserved from such complacency partly by his self- 
consciousness and a lifelong habit of introspection ; but far more by a 
spiritual flame which might flicker and die dowm, but could never be 
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extinguished. It is not the ordinary unregenerate man, but the saint or 
one not far from sanctity, who is most conscious of sin, of the fearful 
disparity between God’s Will and his own way of life, of his utter failure 
to keep to or even near the course he once had plotted. Because Lang 
was essentially a man of prayer, his remorse was the more extreme. 
Because he set his standard so high, his failures to reach it appeared to 
him so pitiful. Because he never lost the vision he once had seen, his 
judgments on himself were so harsh. 

Above all, in spite of every failure, he would go on trying. One 
afternoon, in the Chapel at Bishopthorpe, he was speaking to a small 
group of young people of the active desire for spiritual progress which 
each should have. “If,” he told them, “I were to think that I could 
never advance beyond the point I have now reached, I should be un- 
utterably depressed. It is only the thought of what I may some day 
become that keeps hope in me.” It was that thought which upheld 
him in Bishopthorpe, in Lambeth, above all at Cuddesdon and m “the 
Cell” at Ballure, through setback and disappointment to his life’s end. 
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Chapter XVIII 

ARCHBISHOP OF YORK 

T he new Archbishop was forty-four. In eighteen years from 
Ordination he had risen to the second highest position in the 
Church of England, so that Hensley Henson’s description of his career 
as “meteoric” was fully justified ; and since Dr. Maclagan, his pre- 
decessor as Archbishop, had just retired at the age of eighty-two, the 
contrast between past and future was likely to be marked. Maclagan 
would probably have described himself with Bishop Wilberforce as “a 
High Churchman on an Evangelical basis” — a label which Lang would 
not have rejected for himself. But Maclagan’s High Churchmanship 
found no outward expression m ritual, which he disliked, whereas Lang 
had a strong sense of the value of ceremonial, not so much perhaps to 
express doctrine as to give dignity and beauty to the worship of the 
Church. Mr. Kensit and his followers, at any rate, were conscious of 
a contrast in this respect too. They denounced the appointment on the 
grounds that the new Archbishop was a “Romaniser,” and appeared in 
force to make their protest at the confirmation of the election. The 
Archbishop of Canterbury, however, not for the last time, adroitly and 
politely manoeuvred them off the scene, leaving them possibly witli a 
vague sense of a lost opportunity, though they could scarcely have said 
how and why they had missed it. 

The enthronement at York was on St. Paufs Day (January 25th), 1909. 

I cannot say it was a very well-conceived ceremony, e.g. it had been 
arranged that the Bishops of the Province should be attended by their 
Chapters, which made a great muddle. The clergy of the diocese 
were placed with civic dignitaries and the mass of the people in the 
nave. The best places in the choir were given by the Dean to Iiis 
friends, old ladies and the like who were devoted to him. I was 
placed on my throne symbolically — as the old alleged Saxon chair 
was used — by the Dean, my dear old friend Purey-Cust. 

The night before the ceremony the Kensitites staged a demonstration 
in York, but the City was not tolerating outside interference of this 
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kind, and the discomfited demonstrators, chased by a crowd of six 
thousand people, retired to the safety of the pohce station. 

Next day the Minster was filled with six hundred clergy and more 
than five thousand people. The Archbishop’s chaplain, Wilfnd Parker, 
was kept in London by illness, but Lumley Green-WiUdnson took his 
place and carried the pastoral staff, while the Rev. W. G. Pennyman, 
the vicar of Bishopthorpe, was also in attendance and bore the primatial 
cross. The ceremony, as Lang noted, was not as impressive as it might 
have been, the arrangements having an air of amateurishness to anyone 
accustomed to the precision of St. Paul’s; and the music, Lang told 
Wilfrid Parker afterwards, was “too finicking.” 

It was a bitterly cold January day, but the weather did not daunt 
the crowds in and around the Minster. Along a path hned by members 
of the Church of England Men’s Society the new Archbishop made the 
traditional approach to the West door, where a zealous pohceman, 
unfamiliar with the rites of the Church, anticipated him by knocking 
on it himself. As Lang passed up the nave into the choir, to be surrounded 
by a great concourse of ecclesiastics, most of whom were elderly, he 
looked young to be there at aU, let alone to be the eighty-ninth Bishop 
since Pauhnus. This thought may have been in his own mind. A sense 
of the responsibihty he was assuming weighed on him, and one who 
was present noted the mixture of strength and anxiety on his face. 

So the ceremony went its course, watched with deepest mterest by 
an old Scots lady who had come all the way from Aberdeen to see her 
son enthroned and was given a favoured place close to the altar rails. 
Dr. Lang should have been there too, perhaps to remind his wife of their 
first and only previous visit to York Minster, when as a young couple, 
not long married, they had stood there in wonder and awe, and without a 
thought so absurd as that one day a son of theirs would be Archbishop. 
But at the last moment Dr. Lang was taken ill. He could not make the 
journey and the family was represented by his wife and his sons, Patrick 
and Norman. 

Some people expected that I would follow the London use and wear 
cope and mitre. But I dehberately did not do so, as I had no wish 
even to seem to play to any section within the Church. And there 
was a consequence of this worth noting, of which I did not learn 
until long after. It seems that the clergy of Sheffield, who were then 
almost whoHy Evangelical, had been discussing the new Archbishop, 
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about whom they had serious apprehensions, with the worthy Rural 
Dean, Gilmore. After the manner of the British Bishops on the 
advent of Augustine, they decided on a sign which would determine 
their opinion of what they might expect in the new regime. It was 
whether or not the new Archbishop would wear a mitre ! As I did 
not, they were reassured; and from that time onward the good 
Gilmore, distinguished by his long patriarchal whiskers, was my 
most devoted henchman, and all his clergy were most loyal and 
cordial. 

Here I may add that later on, quietly and without any fuss, first 
at an Ordination in the Minster, I wore cope and mitre, certainly the 
first to do so either there or in the whole Province since the Reforma- 
tion. The custom was gradually extended and indeed welcomed, 
and I never had one single Vord of protest or remonstrance — an 
illustration, I think, of the wisdom of doing these things quietly and 
gradually. Some years after, an anonymous donor — ^it was the late 
Lord Halifax — ^presented to the Minster for the use of the Archbishops, 
a gorgeous cope and mitre of cloth of gold, which I used on great 
occasions. I lived to see vestments m ordinary use in the Minster, 
and agam no word of protest ever reached me. 

In the choir and again in the nave the Archbishop spoke, first on 
the history of the Church and its significance, and then on the work 
that lay before clergy and laity alike. Many have witnessed to the 
drama and thrill of his appeal : “Men of the North, we are calling upon 
you to rise and work with new zeal and force for your Lord and for 
His Church.’’ 

So he passed out of the Minster, “installed, inducted and enthroned 
Archbishop of York” ; and as the early winter darkness fell he drove 
out to Bishopthorpe, the village two and a half miles fiom the city, 
where he was to hve. Here too he was royally received, for the bells 
of the village church were ringing, the horses were taken from the 
carriage, and a team of sidesmen and choirmen drew the Archbishop 
through an avenue of torch-bearers to his new home. 

The house was already quite prepared to receive me. This was due 
to a man for whom I have many reasons to be grateful, Harry Dixon, 
introduced to me first by Lumley Green-Wilkinson. He was a man 
of most cultivated taste and expert knowledge of furniture and 
furnishings of all sorts, at that time connected with the firm of White, 
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Allom & Co. He had bought everything for me, either in London 
or from the sale of the Maclagan furniture, chiefly in London. People 
wondered how a bachelor could furnish a big house, and all I can 
say is that, thanks to Dixon, it never gave me a moment’s trouble. 
Yet I settled everything, except for the minor articles which Dixon 
settled, and this without ever entering a shop. The result was admir- 
able. The furniture for the drawing-room, now at Canterbury, 
was mainly of the Wilham and Mary period, exact copies of existing 
and well-known pieces. The study was furnished amply through 
the pence of the East End. The dinmg-room, with its rich Renais- 
sance ceihng and the portraits of my predecessors, had a very fine 
long refectory table of oak, rescued by Dixon from the servants’ 
hall, which I afterwards left as a gift to the house. So all was ready, 
from curtains and carpets down to dust-cloths. It was a deUghtful 
and most comfortable home. 

Then there were the grounds and the garden. The grounds were 

some eight or nme acres (I suppose) of lawn and trees with a small 
lake or fishpond at the end, bounded by the curving Paver Ouse. 
I know of no more delightful grounds round any episcopal house, 
though Cuddesdon has its noble view and Chichester its outlook on 
the Cathedral. The trees are good — two noble larches in the centre 
of the lawn, a famous hornbeam (now, alas ! blown down), several 
deodar cedars and Spanish chestnuts, a fine Austrian pine, a splendid 
plane tree (one of the largest I have ever seen), a group of magni- 
ficent beeches, and an avenue of limes. Next the garden. When I 
came there were very few flowers, except in some beds on the main 
lawn. There was a very large kitchen garden, with fine old brick 
walls, some distance from the house. In an early fit of economy I 
let this for a market garden ; but I soon found that the tenant merely 
exhausted the ground and made it most untidy. I therefore deter- 
mined to take it into my own hands. I got a new gardener, Budden, 
a Dorset man, who came from Bramham Park. It proved a most 
^^PPy choice. He showed at once a real love of flowers and some- 
thing like a genius for colour. Under his guidance I soon determined 
to give at least half of the kitchen garden, includmg a delightful 
walled garden, to flowers. The result was the creation of a garden 
with a long herbaceous border which became famous in Yorkshire. 
It opened out a new life for me and was a source of unending interest 
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and delight. Also, the terrace on the river became a paved garden 
filled with all manner of flowers which bloomed in the spring and 
early summer. 

To this account some particulars may be added. 

Bishopthorpe has been incorrectly called a palace. It is a large and 
rambling house, begun in 1240, with many additions of different periods 
and merits. It might almost be described as three houses, with a north 
wing so distinct that a separate family can easily be housed there. Lang 
Hved in it while the main building was being altered, decorated and 
furnished ; and later on it was occupied successively by the de Boin- 
villes and the Crawleys. 

Much needed to be done at Bishopthorpe and much was done, either 
at the outset of Lang’s primacy or m the course of twenty years. He 
removed the canopy over the porch as dangerous, dismantled the stables, 
reorganised and extended the central heatmg, put in three new bath- 
rooms, and replaced the clock in the gatehouse. The actual decorations 
and furniture were appropriate, if rather too prelatical for the liking of 
everyone. The drawmg-room was the chef d' oeuvre and the Archbishop 
was not allowed to see it until it was quite finished. When the moment 
arrived, a small party of friends accompanied him, holding their breath 
in suspense as they awaited the verdict. The door was flung open. The 
Archbishop walked in and stood for two minutes surveying the room. 
Then he turned to Dixon and said with unusual emphasis: ‘‘Yes, my 
dear Dixon, I think it is quite admirahle!^ So all was well. Into the midst 
of all this new magnificence Lang imported, as a rehc or a reminder of 
earher days, the horrible iron bedstead which gave Tupper-Cary such 
a bad night at Leeds and at Amen Court provoked the unfavourable 
comment of the future Lord Cavan. A fnend at last conspired with the 
chaplains to replace it with somethmg more comfortable and less repelling ; 
and a new bedstead was bought and smuggled into the Archbishop’s 
bedroom while he was at dinner. He meekly accepted the change, 
although next morning he accused the conspirators of having destroyed 
his “last Imk with the Apostles.” 

In meditation at Ballure he reflected wistfully on his failure to find 
in the chapel at Bishopthorpe the spiritual atmosphere of “the Cell.” 
Yet he descnbes it as 

one of the most beautiful and satisfying of the episcopal chapels. It 
was pute early thirteenth-century, built by Archbishop Walter Gray, 
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The stained-glass windows, quite good, had been placed there by 
Archbishop Maclagan — the Incarnation over the altar and figures 
representing the Church in the North, Aidan and Bede and St, 
Andrew, patron saint of Bishopthorpe. I soon put in an ‘‘English 
altar’’ — a memorial I called it of my time with my beloved first 
chaplain there, Wilfnd Parker, The services there were a great joy — 
an almost daily Eucharist, for which I used white vestments. Would 
that I could have used the chapel more for private prayers and medi- 
tation ! 

The grounds and gardens were to give him some of his happiest 
hours. In addition to the improvements he has noted, he cleared the 
grounds near the house, planted many trees and shrubs, and later, when 
the Crawley family were in the north wing, made two tennis-courts 
for their entertainment. But the glory of the garden, as he himself 
claims, was the great double herbaceous border, nearly a himdred yards 
long, which people would come many miles to see. This, to reach its 
full perfection, was the work of years. Lang was not a gardener when 
he came to Bishopthorpe : he was when he left. 

*Such a setting demanded grace and dignity of living. 

It was made more easy by the blessing of good and faithful servants : 
till the end of the War, Raymond, best of butlers, friendly without 
presuming ; as housekeeper, first, tiU her health gave way, the gentle 
and anxious Annie Loosemore, whom I brought from Amen Court, 
then Mrs. Opie, still (1937) happily with me at Lambeth; Mardia 
Saville, also from Amen Court, first as head housemaid, then, after 
the War, when I gave up men servants, as head parlourmaid. 

Finally there were Budden, “my wholly admirable gardener, creator 
of the gardens both at Bishopthorpe and at Lambeth,” and Walter Wells, 
“I think the best chauffeur ever known,” he wrote in 1937— “a 
skilful driver and mechanic, who in spite of my constant motoring has 
so far, after twenty-seven years, preserved me from any accident.” 

Few men, he concluded, have been more blessed in the possession 
of good and faithful servants.’” 

He added a note about “that remarkable man” his secretary, Mr. 
R. A. D. Booker. 

He had been employed by Archbishop Thomson; he was with 
Archbishop Maclagan for eighteen years ; so that when I left he had 
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been Archbishop’s secretary for more than forty years. He had a 
wife and family in- York, but he kept bis private life, which was not 
very happy, rigorously and obstinately to himself. Every day, 
whatever the weather, he walked the two and a half miles from and 
to York : he never missed a single day all my twenty years. All 
day he was glued to his desk : it was his life. He was fairly good at 
shorthand and typing, but his system, or rather want of system, of 
fihng was lamentable. I tried with some success to reform it. But 
what he lacked in his method he made up for in his memory. It 
was amazing. Though he never left his desk, he could tell me all 
about every parson in the diocese, and had his own somewhat cynical 
view of the clergy. Take this for an example : ‘‘Do you know any- 
thing about Mr. So-and-so — “WeU, your Grace, he wants watch- 
ing: he writes poetry!’’ Impenetrable, indefatigable, a sort of 
automaton, he passed his days without either enthusiasm or complaint, 
but unfailing in his industry and fidehty. It would need a Trollope 
to describe him. 

At the gates was the village of Bishopthorpe. 

It was when I came, and during all my twenty years, in the main, 
though so near York, a country village. Though I could not ojften 
visit the homes of the villagers, in one way or another I saw much 
of them, and the “Lower Hall” at the Palace (binlt by Archbishop 
Maclagan) was a centre of their social life. I liked them, good- 
hearted Yorkshire folk, and they were always most friendly to me. 
The parish church was modern, built in the time of Archbishop 
Maclagan, in place of a very poor old church on the river bank: 
light, roomy and of good proportions. I used to preach there on 
the great festivals and on many other occasions ; and I have many 
happy associations with it. 

Of the Minster itself Lang writes little, not, it may be said with 
certainty, from any lack of appreciation, but perhaps because he felt that 
where others had written so much, his own tribute was superfluous. It 
was the first and greatest church in the Diocese : that went almost without 
saying. 

Disraeli may have been overstepping die mark when he said in his 
youth, after travelling abroad : “I have seen the three greatest build- 
ings in Europe — the Parthenon of Athens, the Alhambra of Spain, 
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and the Minster of York.” But assuredly it is a most noble thing. 
It would be tedious to write about it here— about the glory of the 
transepts and the unique beauty of the glass, etc. Suffice it to say 
that for two things I am thankful : one, that it was my Cathedral 
Church for twenty years ; and two, that there is no place for com- 
parison between it and Canterbury : they are wholly different m 
style and spirit, each with its own supreme excellence. 

Participation in services at the Minster was to be the more agreeable 
from the friendliness of the Dean and Chapter. The relationship between 
a Bishop and a Dean is not always easy, but Dr. Purey-Cust was the old 
friend who many years before had circumvented the regulations in order 
to get a young deacon from Leeds into the Minster pulpit. 

He was already what is called an “institution,” a fine old aristocrat, 
beloved by all. I was once walking beside him in the street at York 
and overheard one workman say to his mate, pointing to the Dean : 
“A s pose it taakes about three hundred years to make that^ His 
relations with Archbishop Thomson had been notorious. It was the 
old case of Bishop versus Dean within the Cathedral, both obstinate 
about their rights. In Convocation, when Thomson was President 
and Purey-Cust was Prolocutor, the disputes between the two were 
habitual. Is it not on record that when the Lower House, to avoid 
deadlocks, proposed that a committee should be appointed to 
consider the relations of the President and the Prolocutor, the Dean 
said that such a committee was unnecessary, as these relations were 
well known : the President seemed to consider that the Prolocutor 
was only a doormat on which he was pleased to wipe his shoes? 
No doubt there were faults on both sides. But injustice to the Dean 
it has to be said that there was never the sHghtest friction between 
him and Thomson s successors, Maclagan and myself. How often 
it proves true that if rights are not asserted they are in fact conceded, 
and that the best solvent of disputed rights is a httle genial good 
humour, not unmixed with chaff! Certainly as long as the old 
Dean Hved, nothing ever disturbed our mutual harmony and affection. 

So the rule of twenty years began, with almost every auspice favour- 
able. Irrespective of ecclesiastical opinion, the appointment of the new 
Archbishop was undoubtedly an act of daring. The criticism has often 
been heard that the high places of the Church are filled with “safe men,” 
the sort who, making no mistakes, do not make anything else that 
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matters very much. But Lang was not in this sense a ‘‘safe man.” He 
had ideas and the forcefulness which can carry them out. In those days 
there was something about him of a Man of Destiny. His rapid rise to 
authority, the ease with which he dominated each new position, and 
above all his remarkable achievement with the Church of England 
Men’s Society suggested that here at last was a man of God who would 
bring His Spirit into the dry bones that they might stand upon their feet, 
“an exceeding great army.” To a generation which only knew the 
Archbishop as an old man such a picture may seem far-fetched ; in 1908 
it was no fantasy, but a reasonable forecast of things to come. Lang’s 
arresting appearance, his physical and intellectual vitaUty, his magni- 
ficent voice, his power to seize and hold an audience, his talent for 
affairs were apparent at once to all who saw him. 

Mrs. Lionel Ford, whose husband was presently to be Dean of York, 
describes his EngHsh as “glorious.” “He could paint word pictures and 
touch the imagination and emotions in a wonderful way”; and she 
recalled her husband pointing out to her “his masterly use of substantives, 
which boomed through his discourses like themes in a fugue.” Some 
of the effect was lost when the spoken became the written word, separated 
from the voice and presence of the speaker. Lang was an orator ; and 
it is the rarer sort of oratory that passes with undiminished effect through 
the transformation into prose. 

In more intimate talk among friends he had the rare quality of the 
spellbmder, who compels not so much by argument as by the sheer 
power of personahty. Some indeed, as Lord Cavan has recorded of 
himself, avoided him for that very reason, fearing to be driven into 
decisions which they would wish to repudiate when no longer under 
the magic of his presence. 

“I came to think later,” writes Father Talbot, “that there was a 
certain danger in his capacity to dramatise your Hfe for you and to 
impose a picture of your potentialities. Encouragmg it was, no doubt, 
but it sometimes inclined you to accept a rather fictitious valuation 
of yourself. More than once I have had to resist the magnetic pull 
of his influence and the cogency with which he sought to fit me into 
a pattern, alluring indeed to vanity as he presented it m vivid colour, 
but misleadmg. I have sometimes wondered whether some of the 
men who in early days were swept into Holy Orders under his 
influence were reacting too readily to the spell of his persuasion and 
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THE DIOCESE AND THE PKOVINCE 

W HEN I became Archbishop, York was a huge diocese ahke m 
population and in extent. For at that time, and for five years 
after, it contained what is now the Diocese of Sheffield and, until a 
year or so before I left, another part of the West Ridmg now included, 
to its great benefit, in the Diocese of Wakefield. There must have 
been, I suppose, some six hundred benefices, always the real token 
of what a diocese means to its Bishop. There were two great cities, 
Sheffield and Hull, manufacturing towtis like Middlesbrough, 
crowded colHery districts in the West Ridmg, seaside resorts like 
Scarborough, Whitby and Bridlington, the old City of York, and 
masses of country parishes. The Diocese then contained the whole 
of the East Riding and large parts of the West and North Ridings. 
It extended from Sheffield in the south to Middlesbrough in the 
north ; from Castleford in the west to Hull in the east. What was 
always most attractive about it was the variety' in conditions and 
character of its people ; the wide range, from great cities and crowded 
colliery districts to the quietest and most remote country regions ; 
its scenery — the smoky West Riding, the great moors of the Nordi 
Riding, tlie plain of York, the wide fields and the open spaces of the 
Wolds in the East Riding, The variety and beauty of the scenery 
was always a delight and refreshment to me as I went about the 
Diocese. I cannot think now without emotion, say, of the road 
across the moors from Pickering to Whitby, or the views of the 
Plain of York from the Wolds, or of Cleveland from its hills, or of 
Rievaulx Abbey nestling in its wooded valley, or the great vale 
stretching from Helmsiey to Scarborough. 

Was there any diocese, he asked, more rich in beautiful churches 5 
There was York Minster itself, Beverley with its “matchless choir,’’ 
and Selby Abbey. The last had been badly burned just before his time. 
He saw it first in its desolation, and in September 1912, when it had been 
rebuilt, he came again, to enjoy its recovered loveliness and to dedicate 
the restoration. Beverley and Selby were 

supreme, recalling the old days when Ripon and Southwell Minsters 
were also in the Diocese of York. There were others, such as Holy 
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Trinity, Hull, and the Priory Church at Bridlington, and Hedon, 
and Patrington, rightly called ‘"the Queen of Holdemess,” or Howden, 
even in its ruins ; and of quite another sort, remarkable rather for old- 
world quaintness than for beauty, the old Parish Church of Whitby, 
with its three-decker still in use and a family pew still across the 
chancel screen, where I found myself blessing the backs of its occu- 
pants! I remember assuring the churchwardens that if anyone 
attempted to modernise its oddities it would be over my dead body I 
And there were many country churches full of beauty and history, 
hke Lastingham. All these were a continual joy. 

Of course, it was far too large a diocese for the Archbishop with 
all his added duties in the Province. I can’t imagine how, even in 
more recent times, before the advent of the motor car made transit 
so infinitely easier, and before SheiSield was separated, my pre- 
decessors, Thomson and Maclagan, managed to get any real hold 
of it. Even after the Diocese of Sheffield was created the task was, 
as Dominie Sampson would say, “prodeegious.” When I look back 
I cannot but be amazed at the way in which somehow I managed to 
get about the Diocese and ultimately to pay at least one full personal 
visit to every parish within it. I suppose this was largely due to my 
wonderful health, which never failed during all these twenty years. 

The Archbishop’s past health was a subject on which he was not a 
rehable authority. He was determinedly obHvious of minor indisposi- 
tions and was genuinely convinced of the truth of the statement, which 
he sometimes made, that during the whole of his time at York he had 
never spent a day in bed. His health was not quite as flawless as this 
claim suggests, but was good enough to enable him to carry out an 
ambitious programme of visits, which took him mto every comer of 
his wide diocese and to every one of its 659 parishes. 

Of these he has left fairly full notes, which begin with an account of 
the ojficials with whom he had most frequent dealmgs. 

First and foremost there was dear old Crosthwaite,^ the Suffragan 
Bishop of Beverley and also Archdeacon of York. I used to say — 
and it was scarcely an exaggeration — ^that the Diocese of York was 
distinguished by having as one of its Bishops the best~in the sense 
of the “good-est”— man then living in tht Church of England. No 

^ Bishop of Beverley 1889-1924. Died in 1925. 
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words can fitly describe the affection, the adixdration, the gratitude 
I had from the first, and increasingly, for this truly good old man. 
For the last ten years of Archbishop Maclagan’s time, when the 
Archbishop was already failing, he had been practically the Bishop 
of the Diocese. And he was a very able man, clear-headed, concise 
and direct m speech, admirable m the conduct of busmess, utterly 
unselfish and devoted in his service, and possessed of a deUghtful 
dry humour. He had won and kept the unqualified confidence, trust 
and affection of the whole Diocese. I was profoundly touched by 
the way in which from the first, though so much older and more 
experienced and accustomed for so many years to the chief place in 
the Diocese, he accepted me as his chief who might well have been 
his disciple. Among all my memories of my time in York there is 
none so fragrant as my memory of this wonderful old man. I cannot 
write of him now without emotion ; and I bless God in the gifts 
He gave me m the help and friendship and loyalty of the Bishop of 
Beverley. 

The other Suffragans were the Bishop of Hull and the Bishop of 
Sheffield. The former (Dr. Blunt ^), ‘‘tall, handsome and genial,’’ had 
been a most popular Vicar of Scarborough, where his Bible Class for 
the ladies “had been thronged.” He was “a good type of the acceptable 
Victorian Churchman,” and although neither in temperament nor in 
opinion of a sort to make particular appeal to the Archbishop, his energy 
and success were fully recognised. 

The Bishop of Sheffield (Dr. Quirk was a “wide-minded Evan- 
gehcal.” “Somewhat reserved, but most kind-hearted,” he had had 
considerable parochial experience, was soimd in judgment, much trusted 
by his people, wielded a good wliip and drove a pair of chestnut horses. 
When Sheffield was made a new diocese, many in the city expected and 
hoped he would be the first Diocesan Bishop. 

Certainly he worked indefatigably and most disinterestedly for the 
creation of the Bishopric. I thought, however, that a fresh mind 
and fresh energy were needed ; and they were abundantly supplied 
by the man whom I recommended — the excellent Burrows ® — stiU 
working with undiminished vigour. A happy solution of the 

^ Died in 1910. 

2 Aftemards Suffragan Bishop of Jarrow. Died in 1924. 

* Bishop of Sheffield 19x4-1939. Died in 1940. 
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difficult problem of Quirk’s position when the See of Sheffield was 
created was found when the Bishop of Durham (Moule) chose him 
to be Bishop Suffragan ofjarrow and Canon of Durham. He, too, 
like his brother Suffragan, was always generous m his kindness and 
loyalty to me. 

Then there were the other two Archdeacons. 

The Archdeacon of the East Riding was Mackamess, son of the 
former Bishop of Oxford, a devout inheritor of the Tractarian tradi- 
tion, a most able and faithful parish priest in his Scarborough church 
of St. Martin’s, kmdly and wise, a man in whose company it was 
good to be. 

The Archdeacon of Cleveland (Lindsay) was a trusted henchman of 
Archbishop Maclagan’s. He had been a vigorous and able Vicar of 
St. Paul’s, Middlesbrough, and if a little too gaitered for the liking of 
some of the clergy (including his new Archbishop), was a tremendous 
worker and '‘a vigilant framer of schemes.” 

In the course of years death or preferment wrought changes in this 
'‘admirable team.” 

The first to go was Bishop Blunt. In his place I secured Kempthorne, 
the Rector of Liverpool. He made a great impression : his face alone 
counted for much, and his preacliing and speaking were admirably 
clear and strong. Everybody liked looking at him and Hstening to 
him. For myself, I found him a httle hard to know intimately ; but 
he was a great help, and his wife also. His gifts marked him out for 
appointment to a diocese, and after three short years he was translated 
to Lichfield, to our loss and its gain. 

After Blunt the good Mackamess passed away ; and in his place 
I appointed Lambert, an incumbent in Hull and its Rural Dean, much 
trusted by its clergy. He was bom and bred in the East Pidmg, and 
what he did not know about its people, their speech, their ways, their 
character, was not worth knowing. He belonged to no party, a 
simple, straightforward, somewhat old-fashioned Churchman, shrewd 
in judgment and abounding in quiet humour ; he scorned gaiters 
and was as httle typically an Archdeacon as Lindsay was much. He 
was with me to the end and I found him a tower of strength. 

When to my deep sorrow dear old Crosthwaite died, I appointed 
Cooper, then Vicar of Scarborough (later Dean of Carhsle), to be 
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Archdeacon of York. It proved to be an excellent appomtment. 
He was very different from Lambert, sensitive, apt to overstrain his 
nerves. But he had a way with him which led him into the hearts 
of clergy and laity, and was invaluable in cases of parochial worries 
or disputes. He was well-read and thoughtful. Catholic in his ideals, 
Liberal in his sympathies. At his side, while I was Archbishop, he 
had his delightful wife, daughter of Dean Stephens of Winchester, 
granddaughter of Vicar Hook of Leeds. 

When Kempthome left for Lichfield, a '‘special Providence” 
gave me Frank Gurdon ^ to be his successor as Bishop of Hull. I 
had known him well in my East End days when he was the admirable 
Rector of Limehouse ; and to my great joy I persuaded him to leave 
Christ Church, Lancaster Gate, and to adventure himself into die 
strange land of Yorkshire. What I owe to him for fnendship, help 
and example cannot be estimated. There was a certain sternness in 
him, m his ideals for himself and others ; and people sometimes felt 
it for their good. But it was concealed by a radiant smile. In the 
East Ridmg, as in the East End, it might be said that he ruled by his 
smile. It overcame all resistance, all suspicion, and won even hearts 
that his severity might have hurt. His sheer goodness, his com- 
bination of high spiritual ideals with a rich and full humanity gradually 
gave him a remarkable sway over the clergy and the stiff, cautious 
folk of the East Riding. To me his help was unfailing and his com- 
panionship a continual joy. 

When at last death closed the life here of the beloved Bishop of 
Beverley and the good white head was no more seen, I chose as his 
successor my young friend Harry Woollcombe, whom I had known 
as the Head of Oxford House in Bethnal Green and for a time as my 
chaplain at Bishopthorpe, and who was now Vicar of the great 
parish of Armley, Leeds. There could have been no greater contrast 
than that between him and his predecessor. He looked a mere boy ; 
he had all the quahties of a boy ; cheerful, frank, outspoken, disliking 
aU conventionality. But I knew well there was a deeper side, a real 
faith inspiring his enthusiasm ; and he had knowledge of and sym- 
pathy with all sorts of folk, and very great gifts of ready speech, 
which would have been even more effective if he had held them 
under greater restraint. I felt that the Diocese and his bit of it needed 
a stimulant, and he admirably provided it. Certainly, while I was 

^ Bishop of Hull 1913-1929, \^hen he died. 
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his chief ... his own freshness was a constant refreshment. As there 
was no longer any connexion between his sphere of work and the 
East Riding, the title of Beverley was abandoned and he was called 
Bishop of Whitby. Indeed, there could only, can only, be one 
Bishop of Beverley : no one else must bear his title. 

Strengthened by his experience in London, the Archbishop resolutely 
maintained the principle of giving each of the Suffragans a sphere of his 
own into which the others never intruded. He believed the system 
worked well. 

The Bishops and Archdeacons came once a month to Bishopthorpe, 
when we discussed fully and frankly together all the business of the 
Diocese — the exercise of patronage, cases of disciphne, and the 
various spiritual enterprises by which we tried to keep its hfe moving 
and true to its real mission. Never, except once, during all these 
twenty years was I conscious of the slightest difficulty or friction m 
what we called “the Staff.’’ There is no need that I should describe 
that one exception. For the moment it was painful, but it passed 
and never hindered the loyal service of the man who was hurt. 
Suffice it to say that it was a disappointment about preferment. 
Strange how that poison gets into the blood even of good and earnest 
men ! When it does, it works havoc. But it is not for me to criticise 
my brethren for yielding to a temptation from which no virtue of 
my own but the mere force of circumstances has kept me free. 

Yet it was no more than a “passing jar” and must not qualify the 
gratitude Lang felt for “these long years of unbroken and happy fellow- 
ship in the Staff, with each other and with me.” 

This account hardly does justice to the tact and consideration with 
which, as a newcomer and a young man, the Archbishop managed his 
relations with men so much older than himself in years and in experience. 

Bishop Gresford Jones, who was Archdeacon of Sheffield from 1912 
to 1914, recalls the regular gatherings at Bishopthorpe, when the Arch- 
bishop “was at his most intimate and most charming,” 

Each month for a night we met there, a congenial band : his three 
Suffragan Bishops, Crosthwaite of Beverley, Quirk of Sheffield, 
Kempthome and later Gurdon of Hull; his four Archdeacons, Lind- 
say of Cleveland, Mackamess of the East Riding, Sandford of Don- 
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caster; and myself: wholly delightful gatherings. Yet here too, 
amid surroundings so engaging, there was the same onward sweep 
of work, the same austere self-discipline, the same commanding 
leadership. Each day began with one whole hour in the beautiful 
chapel, each day closed with Evensong. . . . Each one of us he saw 
separately, and at our joint conference each Diocesan need, each 
curate’s claim was in turn reviewed. “I marvel not,” he once said 
to me, ‘"at the defects of the clergy : what I do marvel at is their lack 
of discipline.” “The holy spirit of discipline” was, I should say, one 
of the outstandmg beauties of his memorable life. 

He wrenched the very best out of himself. He drew the best out 
of those who served under him. Everything for the Church of 
Christ must be of the very best. Hence the dignity of all his great 
moments in the Minster, the level of his speeches up and down the 
land. His inner self was not easily reached, yet I know he was 
sustained by a most tender Evangelical faith. 

In 1916, the old Dean of York, Dr. Purey-Cust, died. His place was 
taken by Dr. Foxley Norris, who went to Westminster in 1925, being 
succeeded in York by Dr. Lionel Ford, who had married a daughter of 
the old Vicar of Leeds. No appointment could have been more agree- 
able to the Archbishop, and “intercourse between the Deanery and 
Bishop thorpe was constant and delightful.” 

Lang goes on to give some account of his journeys about the Diocese. 

I soon discovered that there were many of the country churches 
which had never, or almost never, been visited by die Archbishop ; 
and as soon as the Diocese of Sheffield was separated, I formed the 
ambition of paying at least one visit to every church. Accordingly, 

I made a new plan of episcopal visitation. Instead of summomng 
all the clergy and churchwardens to some one special place and 
delivering a formal Charge, I issued careful questions to the incum- 
bent of every parish, and then, with the answers before me, visited 
the parishes one by one, deanery by deanery. In each deanery I first 
summoned the clergy to some central church, prayed with them, 
spoke to them about their spiritual life and work, and entertained 
them to limch. Thereafter I went to each of the churches in the 
deanery, two or even sometimes three in one day, held a service for 
the parishioners, who usually attended well in spite of inconvenient 
hours, and spoke specially to the churchwardens and later, when 
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they came into being, to the Parochial Church Councillors. It was 
a long task, begun and continued in spite of the War, and lasting 
after the War was over. But graduaUy it was accomplished ^ and 
I had the satisfaction of knowing that every parish, however remote, 
had been visited at least once by the Archbishop. 

Even in the first months, before he had started episcopal visitation 
on the lines he has described, the pace was often that of a whirlwbd 
election campaign. In a very short time he had been to most of the 
towns of any importance, occasionally darting over the borders of the 
Diocese into the wider field of the Province. He was at Bradford, Hull, 
Sheffield, Scarborough, Burnley, Middlesbrough, Rotherham, Guis- 
borough, Driffield, Goole, Whitby, Stokesley, Liverpool and Mirfield. 
In July he reached Leeds, recalling old times, meeting old friends, speaking 
in the Town Hall and preaching in the Parish Church. Wherever he 
went he was beset with functions, luncheons, dinners, civic receptions, 
mass meetings, and of course at least one sermon in at least one church. 
Everyone, it seemed, wanted to see the Archbishop ; still more, to hear 
him. In January 1910, when he was back in Bradford, the visit, accord- 
ing to Bishop Gresford Jones, was ‘‘a veritable adventure.’’ The people 
“rose to him,” and queued four deep outside the Parish Church. At 
the big evening meeting, St. George’s Hall was packed to the ceiling, 
with the rival ParHamentary candidates sitting on the platform. “There 
he stood, with his hght youthful figure, every gesture, every word, in 
place, keeping the vast audience spellbound by his surprising oratory” ; 
so that after nearly forty years one of his hearers can still recall his feeling 
that “here at last was one who, not by his gifts only, but by his character, 
his courtesy, his dignity, represented my idea of what a clergyman of 
the Church of England should be and could be.” 

Yet the Archbishop’s memories were perhaps less of these larger 
functions, which necessarily tended to conform to a pattern of rather 
formal hospitality, than of visits to village churches and encounters with 
the folk of the Yorkshire countryside. 

On one occasion, visiting a parish in the East Riding Wolds, I found 
two churchwardens, one aged about seventy-five, the other about 
eighty-five and almost wholly deaf. They evidently regarded me 
and my business with some suspicion. I began to get on well with 
the younger man, which only increased the suspicions of his older 

^ In 1921. 
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and deaf colleague. Suddenly the latter asserted himself and said : 
“If tha’s coom here for money, Ah tell tha there’s nowt to be 
’ad.” Then, having faithfully given his testimony, he relapsed into 
silence. 

In another parish one churchwarden apologised for the absence 
of his colleague on the ground that he had felt obliged to fulfil his 
duties as a judge at the Fat Beasts’ Show at York. But before I left, 
the colleague, stout and rubicund, drove up m his gig and said : “Ah 
thowt Ah ought to coom. All had to choose between the Fat Beasts 
and t’ Archbishop. The woon was pleesure, and t’other was duty. 
So Ah’ve chose me duty.” 

At Leeds he had had his first taste of Yorkshire outspokenness. Now 

he renewed acquaintance with it, to his never-failing delight. 

The excellent vicar of a North Ridmg parish had retired after eighteen 
years. He had every reason to know that he had been respected and 
liked, and was just a httle surprised that when he left little notice 
was taken. A year afterwards he had a letter from his old church- 
warden asking him to come, as the parishioners wished to give him 
a testimonial. When he came and met them in the school, he was 
surprised to see that his successor was not present. The reason was 
soon obvious. This was the speech of the churchwarden who 
presided: “When you were here, Mr. So-and-so, we often said: 
‘Well, we might ’ave a worse.’ And so we 'ave. So we thowt we’d 
like to give ye a testimonial.” 

This was the reward for eighteen years of most faithful service, 
but, as often in Yorkshire, more was meant than was said. 

The country people were not always responsive to new enterprises. 

To a parish which had gone asleep I appointed an energetic young 
incumbent. The Rural Dean was returning from a visit to the 
parish, driven by a farmer churchwarden in his gig. The Rural 
Dean asked how he Hked the new Vicar. The good man replied : 
“Afore ’e coom we were left to ourselves. But now it’s woon thing 
woon day and another thing the next. Ah’ll tell tha what Ah think 
of him” — ^here he took his whip and flogged his old horse — “Ah 
say, damn him — damn liim — damn him” — and pointing each “damn” 
with a stroke of his whip. But I think the young Vicar gradually 
won his way. 
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In spite of rural opposition, of this sort, after “the very quiescent 
years of the later times of Archbishop Maclagan,” much was needed in 
the way of diocesan reorganisation. 

After the Report of the Selborne Commission on Church Finance, 
I instituted a diocesan Board of Finance with all the business, necessary 
but irksome, of parochial questions and the like, and started or re- 
organised all sorts of diocesan activities. At one time I raised a con- 
siderable sum— I think about ^{^30,000— for the increase of the 
stipends of the poorer clergy, and was encouraged by the contribution 
of ^sooo at the start from my good friend, Sir Hugh Bell. He was 
one of the last of the consistent Liberals of the old school. Though 
professedly agnostic, he and his wife were, as I always said, in active 
generosity two of the best Christians in the Diocese and I greatly 
valued their friendship. 

Change and reform were needed, not only in the villages where 
incumbents, after long years, had become drowsy, but in the cities and 
larger towns as well. “ Some of the Hull churches are rather depressing,” 
the Archbishop wrote to his mother in 1910. “The old-fashioned Low 
Church spirit is hopelessly inadequate for modem needs. It is a sort of 
dead hand, chilling and binding the progress of the Church.” In 1912, 
as a daring expedient, he sent Dick Sheppard for a short time to a church 
at Middlesbrough, and presently was telling Wilfrid Parker of the 
remarkable change from debt, depression and a dilapidated vicarage to 
the hope and buoyancy of a new order. 

Much was imdoubtedly accomplished by the visits, and more, 
perhaps, by the knowledge that at any moment a youthful and tireless 
Archbishop might swoop down on the smallest and sleepiest parish and 
call for an account. Lang was not satisfied : he seldom was with any- 
thing he did or tried to do ; but he kept his criticisms for himself rather 
than for his clergy. 

On the whole, in the Diocese of York I was impressed by the steady 
level of quiet, unobtrusive fidehty to their charge among the clergy 
in the country parishes. No doubt in very many there was more 
pious routine than vitality, and still less any capacity for adventure. 
But there were very few black spots; and perhaps patient con- 
tinuance in well-doing is all that can be expected. And there were 
many instances of men holding to a high ideal in spite of continual 
difficulty and disappomtment. Before such men, as I have often 
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said, I stand hat in hand. Yet how far it all was from the ideal of the 
living, active Body of Christ ! 

York was less troubled than were some other dioceses by the extrem- 
ists on either side ; but during Lang’s long episcopate the waters were 
occasionally ruffled, though on such disagreements or disturbances the 
notes are silent. The Kensitites continued to rumble intermittently, 
their most publicised eruption being in 1912, when they stole the statue 
of Our Lady from St. Matthew’s, Sheffield, and delivered it at Bishop- 
thorpe. But they by no means represented the generality of Low 
Churchmen who, while dissenting from the ecclesiastical views of the 
Archbishop, found him a tact&I and sympathetic superior. They soon 
learned that he was ready to adapt himself to the type of service he found 
in any church he visited and had no intention of forcing the clergy into 
vestments or of inundating the parishes with “spiky” curates. 

With the more advanced of the Anglo-Cathohcs his relations were 
more difficult, perhaps because he was nearer to them in opinion and 
understood, better than some of his brother Bishops, the points at issue. 
The chief contention was about Reservation of the Blessed Sacrament, 
on which Lang took the view that while it was beyond the power of a 
Bishop to forbid the practice, he was entitled to regulate it. One dispute 
was very like another, and the Archbishop’s views on the subject may be 
left to a letter which he wrote to his old friend Lord Halifax in August 
1918. It was in reply to a protest against the treatment of the Vicar of 
Chfford, near Bramham, the home of Lord Hahfax’s daughter-in-law, 
Lady Bingley (Mrs George Lane-Fox). 

In your letter you lay all your stress on the value of the permanent 
Reservation of the Blessed Sacrament for the communion of the 
sick. But that is not now the point on which the main stress is laid. 
Beyond question, Reservation is now desired and claimed mainly 
for purposes of worship : and, following on this, is the determmation 
widely expressed to introduce into our churches the use of Exposition, 
Benediction and other devotions which are customary in the Roman 
Church. This claim cannot be ignored, and it is only the logic of 
events that compels my regulations for the use of the Reserved 
Sacrament for communicating the sick to be affected by it. . . . 

It was a point of view which never failed to anger Lord Halifax. 
But indeed the Archbishop, sorely against his wish, was always paining 
and disappointing his old friend. “I cannot conceive,” Lord Halifax 
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would say to him, “anything more splendid than that your Grace should 
be executed on Tower Hill. Nothing but the martyrdom of an Arch- 
bishop can save the Church of England. I crave the honour of it for you 
and that I should live to be there, so that I might plunge my handkerchief 
in your blood, and pass it on to Edward ^ as the most precious of heir- 
looms.” But martyrdom was not in this Archbishop’s stars. 

There was similar trouble with other recalcitrants, such as Fr. 
Ommaney of Sheffield and Fr. Bum of Middlesbrough, but the disputes, 
as a rule, were carried on quite amicably, even when disagreement ended 
in “discipline.” Characteristic of Lang’s poHcy was his approach to 
All Saints, Middlesbrough, a church with a long record of rebelUon. 
The visit was preceded by a telegram — “May I come to preach for you 
next Sunday evening ? Cosmo Ebor.” He came in peace, took tea in 
the Vicarage, praised the marmalade, and had a short talk with the Vicar. 
Afterwards, m church, he wore his cope and did everything asked of 
him except bless the incense. (“There are some things I don’t do,” he 
explained with a smile.) Then, service and sermon over, he went to 
the back of the church and shook hands with everybody. “The effect 
was naturally tremendous and lasting.” 

Beyond the Diocese was the Northern Province, in which the Arch- 
bishop, as primus inter pares, had to walk with some delicacy. The 
ecclesiastical complexion of most of his episcopal colleagues emphasised 
the need for circumspection. 

The Upper House of the Convocation of York, when I first presided 
over it, was an Evangelical preserve. . . . Moule at Durham, Chavasse 
at Liverpool, Diggle at Carhsle, Knox at Manchester, Boyd Carpenter 
at Ripon, Straton at Newcastle, Drury at Sodor and Man — all of 
the same colour, though in varying hues. 

Eden at Wakefield “stood apart,” representing the Cambridge 
tradition of Lightfoot; but Jayne ^ at Chester, who had once been Vicar 
of Leeds, had moved away from his earlier opinions and “was becoming 
increasingly eccentric.” 

But though seven out of the nine were definite Evangelicals and all 
were so much older than I was, nothing could exceed the kindliness 
wdth which they all received me and the generous loyalty which 
they gave me. This happy friendliness was helped by the fact that 
for the meetings of Convocation they all stayed with me at Bishop- 
^ The present Lord Halifax. a Bishop of Chester 1889-1919. Died in 1921. 
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thorpe — except Jayne. Nothing to the end of my time could persuade 
him to join his brethren as my guest. It was one of the strangest of 
the many kinks which marred the episcopate of that very able man. 

The “kink,” it may be hazarded, came from an old grudge. In 1891, 
when Leeds Parish Church celebrated its jubilee, Lang wrote its history 
in which he was injudicious enough to remark that Dr. Jayne, when 
Vicar, had the Napoleonic art of retrieving a failure by an appearance of 
success. Jayne was gravely annoyed by this quip from a curate, and a 
little later, when he was in Leeds and Lang was introduced to liim, said 
“How do you do” in the chilliest of voices and turned his back on the 
impertinent young critic. Nor, twenty years later, would he accept the 
hospitality of Bishopthorpe. 

In the first years the Archbishop found the rather unbending 
Protestantism of the Northern Province a little trying. In time, of course, 
new men arrived, among others Burrows to ShejEeld, Strong (afterwards 
Bishop of Oxford) to Ripon, and Hensley Henson, ‘ my old friend from 
All Souls days,” who had moved away from earlier opinions, to Durham, 
all of whom brought added authority and distinction to their sees. In 
the early days the most congenial colleague was the Bishop of W akefield. 
“It is a blessing to have one Bishop with whom one can confer whole- 
heartedly,” he wrote to Wilfrid Parker a month after the enthronement. 
Again, at his first Convocation, when the question of vestments was 
discussed, he complained of the strange ignorance of the northern 
Bishops. “But for Wakefield, who at least understands, all the others 
seemed to live in a different world from mine.” 

At York, though not at Canterbury, it was the custom for the President 
to address Convocation in full Synod, and the Archbishop regularly 
availed himself of the opportunities so afforded of guiding the delibera- 
tions. The presence of the Bishop of Beverley as Prolocutor of the 
Lower House was a guarantee of happy relations between the two 
Houses. The debates were often “prolix” and generally rather hum- 
drum, xmtil the Revision of the Prayer Book began to be an active 
issue, when they became longer than ever, but much more animated. 

I have a recollection of the good wives of Bishops Moule and Chavasse 
leading their lords up and down the lawns at Bishopthorpe on the 
morning before the question of permitting white vestments was to 
be decided, pleading with them to be faithM to their true evangelical 
tradition. 
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Happily the day of Mrs. Proudie was past and the white vestments 
won. 

I always felt it to he my duty as Archbishop to pay frequent visits to 
the great cities of the Province — ^Liverpool, Manchester, Bradford, 
dear old Leeds, SheflBeld, Newcastle — and the large towns such as 
Bolton and Bury and Doncaster and Preston and Wakefield ; and 
also the various Cathedral churches. It was a pecuhar pleasure to be 
present at the consecration first of the Lady Chapel and then of the 
Choir and Transepts of Liverpool Cathedral. At the latter consecra- 
tion, by the way, the Archbishop of Canterbury was present, but 
the dignity of York was maintained by his (Canterbury’s) being 
separately escorted robed as a mere Doctor of Divinity to a pew 
opposite the pew occupied by the King and Queen. I think I may 
say without boasting that no previous Archbishop of York had been 
so well known throughout the Province. 

The consecration at Liverpool impressed him as “a very wonderful 
religious drama, full of spiritual movement and significance.” Some 
of the visiting ecclesiastics were less responsive. The Bishop of Gloucester 
(Dr. Gibson) wrote that he had come away “very thankful that his 
Cathedral had already been consecrated and that it was not bmlt in the 
twentieth century” ; while Durham (Dr. Hensley Henson) disnaissed 
the whole ceremony as a “pageant of irrelevant mediaevahsm.” 

Although no part of the official business of either Province or Diocese, 
the Royal tour of the North in 1912 touched the Archbishop himself 
very closely. Indeed the idea was his, having been suggested during a 
visit to Balmoral in the early days of the new reign. He was asked to 
subimt a memorandum, and in it “I urged the importance of his (the 
King’s) coming into contact with the masses of his people, that it was 
not enough that they should assemble in the streets on ceremonial 
occasions to see him, but that he might, so to say, go to see them — ^move 
about with as httle ceremony as possible through their own towns, 
villages and workshops.” 

The tour took place in June and July, and on much of it the Arch- 
bishop accompanied the King and Queen. 

I can testify to the delight of the people on seeing him and Queen 
Mary in the midst of them in their own familiar surroundings. I 
feel sure that these tours did much to create and sustain their sense 
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that he belonged to them and they to him in a very human and 

personal way. 

Nothing quite like it had happened before and the response was 
immediate, overwhelming, sometimes a little unexpected. As the 
Archbishop was driving with Their Majesties through South Yorkshire, 
crowds of workers held up the cars near Rotherham. The Archbishop 
overheard the following conversation : 

“Na then, which is t’Eong 

“It’s t’httle chap i’ the front wi’ a billycock hat.” 

“Nay, he ain’t seech a fine man as Teddy (King Edward VII).” 

‘^Well, anyway, he’s gotten him a fine ooptstanding wife.” 

At first, Lang records, the King and Queen “seemed to be somewhat 
disconcerted by such free remarks,” but soon they saw the humour of 
the situation and the genuine warmth of the welcome. 

In July, while the tour was still in progress, the disaster at Cadeby 
Pit brought bereavement and gloom to the South Yorkshire countryside. 
The next day the King was to have gone down a pit not far away. The 
Royal party was lunching at Hickleton with Lord Hahfax, the Arch- 
bishop being among the guests, and there was some uncertainty whether, 
in view of the disaster at Cadeby, the Kong would be wise to keep to 
his plan. Neither Lord Halifax nor the Archbishop had any doubt what 
he should do, and their advice prevailed. He went down the pit without 
mishap and with profound effect on the feelings of the mining population ; 
while he and the Queen further endeared themselves by a visit to the 
scene of the tragedy and by the genuine sympathy they showed. 

“I had a long and earnest talk with the Kmg,” wrote the Archbishop, 
“about his conception of his duty to his people. He is really splendidly 
high-minded about it.” So thought the people too and, despite the 
disaster, the tour was deemed a striking success. “All my hopes,” Lang 
told his mother, “have been more than fulfill ed.” 

Other Royal journeys to other parts of the coimtry followed. “I 
often say,” wrote the Archbishop in 1914, “that if I have done nothing 
else worth doing in my hfe, I have at least the credit, I hope, of originally 
suggesting these tours.” 



chapter XX 

BISHOPTHORPE 

‘‘T well not disguise from you, my dear Lang,’’ said Lord Curzon 
Jl when writmg to the Archbishop not very long after his enthrone- 
ment, what pleasure it gives me, as the years advance, to see my friends 
inhabiting spacious places/’ 

People were naturally curious to see what a bachelor Archbishop 
would do with so spacious a place as Bishopthorpe, and also what 
Bishopthorpe would do with him. Lang, with his strong sense of 
dramatic and historical fimess, never hesitated in his answer to either 
question. 

I think I succeeded in making my home a social centre. Certainly 
I did not neglect hospitaHty — dinner parties, limcheon parties, dine- 
and-sleep parties for clergy and laity and their wives, a large annual 
garden party for each Archdeaconry in turn, children’s parties about 
Christmas tide, etc., etc., as well as entertaining my own friends from 
London and elsewhere. I was anxious to show that for this sort of 
hospitality a wife is not indispensable ! 

He began in March 1909 with a house-warming, at which his guests 
included Lord and Lady Balcarres, Mr. George Lane-Fox (afterwards 
Lord Bingley) and his wife, Sir Ian Malcolm, and Mr. Edward Wood 
(afterwards Lord Halifax). The garden was full of crocuses, snowdrops 
and aconites, and the party, with its nice balance of old friends and new 
neighbours, was a triumphant success.” It was the first of many. His 
chaplain, the present Bishop of Pretoria, describes the unending stream 
of visitors — ^Bishops, Ordination candidates. Rural Deans in conference, 
former members of No. 2 Company at Amen Court, ^ men in public 
life, fiiends from AU Souls and Magdalen, and “an occasional Bohemian, 
such as John Tweed the sculptor.” 

On his merits as a host the opinions given vary. Tupper-Carey, not 
always the kindest of critics, says that on many people he had a “numb- 
ing” effect. 

Often when I was having lunch at Bishopthorpe and among the 
^ See page 152. 
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guests were people whom he only knew sHghtly, his pomposity was 
so awful that I felt I could, have screamed or told some risque story 
to relieve the tension ; nobody seemed at their ease. I am quite sure 
it was nothing but shyness. . . . But on the other hand, with people 
whom he knew, or who were on the same intellectual level, such 
as Judges or K.C.s, he was quite delightful and opened out. The 
society of young people who were not afraid of him seemed to bring 
out the best side of him. I was in the smoking-room at Bishopthorpe 
talking to two or three Bishops in front of the fire when the door 
suddenly opened. They at once paused in their talk, shot round to 
see who it was, and when they saw it was only a footman at once 
resumed their conversation. It was exactly the same with the 
Ordination candidates. When they were by themselves with one 
of his chaplains, there was a buzz of conversation ; but directly he 
came into the room there was dead silence. And I weU remember 
his saying to me afterwards, “What is the use of my coming to sec 
these fellows if they stop talking directly I enter ? I had better keep 
out of it altogether.” 

The truth probably is that, like most men, he was at his best when 
his guests were congenial ; neither then nor at any time in his life did 
he suffer dullards patiently, and his dramatic repertory lacked the gift 
of appearing to be vastly entertained when in fact he was being pro- 
foundly bored. If the company was shy or irksome and conversation 
flagged, his tendency was to withdraw behind the outer defences of 
archiepiscopal dignity. 

But all agree that in favouring conditions he could be the most 
charming of hosts, particularly to the young of either sex. He took an 
especial delight in entertaining children, such as the yoxmg Fords or 
Crawleys. The Crawley children regarded him as “a sort of imcle or 
grandfather.” “They were and are part of my life,” he wrote of them. 
“I look upon them as my own, the nearest and dearest of the families 
whom I have adopted.” He once invited Aidan, aged three, to have 
limcheon with him alone at the long refectory table. Aidan came, but 
either the dignity of the occasion or the absence of any control over his 
diet was too much for him and he was sick. A Ford infant, aged eight, 
was asked to go and sit at the head of the tea-table. “ Oh yes. Arch- 
bishop, I should like to,” was the immediate reply, “You and I always 
wink at each other, don’t we 2” Stories of this kind could be multiplied. 
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Whatever the Archbishop’s other guests may have thought of him, the 
children loved him. 

For the older visitors there were the glories of the house to be ex- 
plored. Lang was an admirable if rather exacting guide : as at Ballure, 
his friends had to mark his footsteps well and be ready with their tributes 
of discriminating praise. Fr. Talbot tells of a visit of Lord William Cecil ^ 
(later Bishop of Exeter), who had just been to China to survey the work 
of the Christian missions and came to Bishopthorpe to report on what 
he had seen. 

The Archbishop’s mind was absorbed in the beauties of his newly 
acquired palace. Lord Wilham’s mind was full of nothing but 
China. After luncheon the Archbishop said, “Now, Fish (Cecil’s 
nickname), come and tell me all about China, and as it is so fine let 
us walk in the garden.” (He turned to me and invited me to join 
them and hear the account of the Chinese Missions from Cecil.) 

When we got into the garden, Cecil began: “Now the sahent 
fact is that the main railway lines have their junction at Pmg-Ting. 
That then is obviously a strategic centre for all educational work.” 

Archbishop: “Quite so. Fish, forgive me, but I must draw 
your attention to the house as seen from this point. The red brick 
and grey stone make an admirable ensemble.” 

Cecil : “Very nice. On the other hand, the Baptists are already 
in situ at Ping-Ting. We should not wish, therefore, to trench upon 
their sphere of work.” 

Archbishop: “Exactly. Archbishop X added that chimney to 
the house. It is not in itself beautiful, but it adds a certain interest to 
the whole construction.” 

Cecil : “Very interesting. All the same, for educational purposes 
co-operation with all Christian bodies is very desirable.” 

Archbishop: “That would certainly be wise. Fish, wiU you 
look, etc., etc. ?” 

“It was,” Fr. Talbot concludes, “like watching two croquet 
balls colliding and separating.” 

The incessant work which had become Lang’s habit kept entertain- 
ment within narrow bounds. He was perpetually on visits to the parishes 
of the Diocese or the larger cities of the Province, going up to London 
to confer with the Archbishop of Canterbury or to attend a debate in 

and son of the 3rd Marquess of Salisbury. Died in 1936. 
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the House of Lords, or fulfilling some engagement outside the Province 
altogether. A letter to his mother on October 26th, 1913, gives a view 
of a fortnight in his life at this time. He left Bishopthorpe on the 13th 
of the month to stay with Lord Glanusk at Crickhowell, to speak at the 
St. David’s Diocesan Conference at Brecon, and to address a great 
gathering of Welsh country folk, meeting to protest against the Bill to 
disestablish and disendow the Church in Wales. On the 15th he motored 
on to Cardiff and a Conference of the Men’s Society, attending a service 
and speaking at two meetings of 4000 and 2500 men respectively. On 
the 17th he spent a night with one of his old curates near Chichester, and 
on the 1 8th he was at Portsea, which he had not seen for four years. 
Next day, being Sunday, he preached in the parish church in the after- 
noon and to an “overflow” crowd in the evenmg. The 20th found him 
staying at Lambeth, talking to the newly formed Cavendish Club ; and 
on the 2 1 St and 32nd he was occupied with long sessions of the Bishops’ 
meetings. On the 23rd he was at Sheffield for the Diocesan Conference 
and a meeting of 2000-3000 church-people. The 25 th saw him at 
Manchester, for another demonstration of nearly 8000 people against 
the Welsh Church Bill. He got back to Bishopthorpe late that evening 
after a fortnight which for him was merely busy and for most people 
would have been, in his own favourite phrase, “quite intolerable.” 
When he was back at Bishopthorpe he had very Httle respite, as he had 
then to deal with the business of the Province and the Diocese, which the 
faithful Booker had been accumulating during his absence; and even 
when he had guests in the house, it was his custom to bid them good- 
night at ten o’clock and to retire to work till midnight or later in his study, 
on the right of the entrance hall and immediately in front of the chapel. 

At Cuddesdon, Magdalen and Portsea Lang had been one of a com- 
munity, even if each in turn lacked companionship of the quahty he was 
always seeking and seldom finding. At Amen Court, it is true, he had 
Hved alone with a chaplain, but the work was unremitting, the house 
was small, and outside it were London and a multitude of fnends ; so 
that there was no sense of isolation. Bishopthorpe was another kind of 
life altogether, and during the first years, at any rate, he suffered a lot from 
loneliness. A friend recalls how, visiting him one evening, he found 
him seated silently at dinner at one end of the refectory table, with a 
silent chaplain sitting at the other end. He did not see much of his 
family, although his mother was a fairly regular visitor and his brother 
Norman generally came to him for Christmas. In May 1909 his father 
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died, having never recovered from the illness which had prevented his 
presence at the enthronement. “I am very thankful,’* Lang wrote, “both 
for his noble life and for his peaceful end” ; and although after Ordmation 
he had seen little of him, and still less since the parents’ move from 
Glasgow to Aberdeen, the death broke another link with those old times 
of hohdays in the Highlands and the workaday life of the Barony. 

He had neighbours, of course, some of whom became good friends, 
but Yorkshiremen are slow to admit a stranger to mtimacy. For 
ordinary human companionship he had therefore to rely most upon 
his chaplains; and on them he became, and remained, extremely de- 
pendent. The first of these was Wilfrid Parker, who had been with 
him in Amen Court and was unable through illness to join him at 
Bishopthorpe until the spring of 1909. “Come back when you safely 
can,” the Archbishop wrote to him in February. “Soon, says my heart, 
but my hand imderlmes ‘safely.’” 

In his notes he wrote : 

He was a most delightful companion and an admirable chaplain, not 
least in his genuine interest in the social side of my life, the one of 
all my chaplains who helped me there, fruitful of suggestions as to 
persons who ought to be invited and most agreeable to them. He 
came to be as much liked by the laity as by the clergy and made many 
friends among them, sometimes among the least “churchy.” It 
was a great grief to me when after three years he felt called to give 
himself to the Church in South Africa. 

Thereafter the Archbishop would write to him almost every week 
in his own hand, long, intimate and confidential letters. To no other 
man did he imburden himself so completely. 

The Bishop of Pretoria, on his side, describes the Archbishop as “the 
kindest and most affectionate of chiefs. The impression of stifihess and 
austerity which he sometimes gave masked his real character and may 
have been a form of protective armour of shyness. At the same time it 
is true to say that he never forgot the dignity due to the great position of 
Archbishop of York ; his keen historical sense and dramatic instinct 
would always have prevented that.” 

Possibly at the time Wilfrid Parker hardly realised how much his 
help and companionship meant to the Archbishop. “Do let me thank 
you with all my heart,” Lang wrote in July 1910, “for all the help you 
give me. Itjust makes aH the difference to my life. You shield me from 
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all the domestic worries which might be such a nuisance.” But the 
chaplain was more than just a shield ; and a little over a year later, when 
Parker decided he must go and gain wider experience, the Archbishop, 
who was in Iona at the time with Dick Sheppard, wrote to Canon 
Crawley : ‘‘I come back with a broken heart. I can’t bear to think of 
the home life at Bishopthorpe without him.” 

“You see,” he wrote to Parker himself, — “or rather you don’t see, 
for these are not things one ought to wear on one’s sleeve — my life is 
really rather a lonely one. It needs, not friends — ^I have plenty of them : 
not work — have too much of it : but just that old simple human thing 
— someone in daily nearness to love. The fact that, for reasons sufEcient 
to me, I am not and do not propose to be married, does not make the 
need less.” From the moment of the first meeting in All Souls he had 
known that Wilfrid Parker would supply that need. He might, he added, 
get a better chaplain : that was not the point. He would not have the 
companionship he wanted so badly. Wilfrid must forgive his selfishness. 

He was to have other chaplains; to some of them he was to be 
devotedly attached ; but possibly none of them quite filled the empty 
place wliich Wilfrid Parker left behind him. His immediate successor 
was Harry WooUcombe^ — “not a very reliable student of Bradshaw,” 
but nevertheless regarded with deep affection. His flippancies were some- 
times disconcerting. Once, after luncheon, having been told to show 
the guests the pictures, he was heard to remark, as he pointed to the 
portrait of a past Archbishop, “Look at that old boy, with what looks 
like a bottle of Bass under his arm.” The Archbishop of the day, over- 
hearing, muttered indignantly, “It is intolerable that I should be sur- 
rounded by a pack of buffoons !” Doubtless this was one of the times 
when WooUcombe was considered not to have held his gift of “ready 
speech” imder proper restraint. 

After Woollcombe’s departure Maurice Ponsonby came for a short 
time, until he went off as a Chaplam to the Forces ; and in 1914 Edward 
Gibbs, a cousin of Mis. Crawley, arrived. He had a special place in the 
Archbishop’s affections. 

I loved him dearly as a younger brother, and I had ordained him to 
a curacy in a mining village and brought him back. He had no 
intellectual gifts : the preparation of sermons in Bishopthorpe Church, 
when he acted as curate to Crawley and afterwards, when S. C. went 

^ He became Bishop of Whitby in 1923, Bishop of Selby in 1939, m 1941. 
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to the War, as oarate-in-charge, was an agony to him. Like all his 
family, he loved a horse and was always eager for a mount ; but his 
sheer goodness was transparent and the people of Bishopthorpe loved 
him and preferred his very simple sermons to most others. 

The relationship was rather that between a father and his son than 
that between two brothers, much more than that between an Archbishop 
and his chaplain. “Once,” records Canon Crawley, “when leaving the 
scene of a busy day and night’s work, Edward sank beside the Archbishop 
in the car, saying of the processional Cross in its heavy case, packed on 
the top with the other robe-cases : T hope your old bag of tricks is up 
above.’ To which the Archbishop replied: ‘That, dear Edward, is 
really more your affair than mine.’” Gibbs was devoted, often critical, 
fearlessly outspoken, quick-tempered. After some disagreement or 
rebuke he would flare up and leave the room, banging the door behind 
him like a naughty child; and a little later, when he came back to 
apologise, would find the Archbishop almost in tears with contrition at 
having upset him. 

Besides the regular chaplain there was the Vicar of Bishopthorpe, 
who was almost a supernumerary chaplain. In 1910, when Mr. Penny- 
man left, the Archbishop persuaded Stafford Crawley to take his place. 
He stayed until 1915, when he went to the War, and soon after his return 
resigned his benefice and left the Diocese. But he returned to Bishop- 
thorpe in 1924 as domestic chaplam and secretary of the Diocesan Board 
of Finance, he and his family living m the north wing for the last four 
years at York. The Archbishop thoroughly enjoyed the occasional 
parties when the north wing invaded the main building. 

He entered with zest into our games and foolery and would laugh 
most heartily at it all, at the same time preserving some measure of 
the dignity of his office, which he never quite forgot. I think he was 
rather glad to see the fine stables half full of horses and ponies, and 
even to have his garden cut up by a cricket net and two lawn-tennis 
courts. In the Easter holidays the children made a regular steeple- 
chase course all round the grounds, neighbours came to a great party, 
and the young people, young and old for that matter, ran races over 
the course, the Archbishop hurrying from jump to jump and cheering 
them on. 

Finally there was Dick Sheppard, almost the “problem child” of the 
early years at Bishopthorpe, who could pull the archiepiscopal leg as 
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no one else could, “whose unfailing love and sympathy is a great 
treasure,” and whose future was an ever-recurring question, In October 
1910 he resigned the headship of Oxford House and the problem re- 
appeared. “Keep quiet now,” the Archbishop wrote to him, “and don*t 
worry either about the past or the future. You are in the strong sure 
hands of Love.” He had a scheme. Dick was to come to Bishopthorpe 
as secretary; and Dick, protestmg that the office was “mere charity,” 
agreed. He was the most agreeable of companions, if a rather incalculable 
secretary. Mr. Ellis Roberts tells of the time when he wanted to play 
golf with Raymond, the butler. The Archbishop did not care for the 
plan and said so. That day there was a procession in the Minster in which 
Dick, carrying the primatial Cross, walked in front of the Archbishop, 
leading him to his throne. As they started, without turning his head, 
Dick muttered, “May I play golf with the butler?” There was no 
reply, but he could “feel a certain vexation” behind him. “May I play 
golf with the butler?” he repeated. “If you don't say ‘yes,’ I’m going 
to take you all round the Minster and into the Crypt.” This time an 
answer came in a sharp undertone: “Don’t be ridiculous, Dick.” 
“Well, here goes! I’m off to the Crypt! May I play golf with the 
butler?” And the Archbishop, knowing that Dick was quite capable 
of carrying out his threat, capitulated : “Oh, very well, Dick ; but it is 
scandalous, your behaviour is disgraceful!” 

Or there was the minor contretemps at the Church Congress at 
Middlesbrough in 1912, when, while the Archbishop was “looking 
dignified and splendid,” Dick was caught by a photographer roaring 
with laughter at “an old funny who was in the procession in a top-hat, 
umbrella and surpHce.” 

The post of secretary was a manufactured job, to allow time to look 
round. There was talk of a mining town, and for a short time Dick 
actually went to Middlesbrough, but in the end his way took him back 
to London, to Mayfair first and then to St. Martiu-in-the-Fields, where 
he did what many will claim was his finest work. After illnesses and 
between jobs he was often at Bishopthorpe and took no important step 
without askmg the Archbishop’s advice, even though he did not always 
take it. Lang was continually damping his many mutually conflicting 
schemes with gentle douches of cold water. “I cannot see,” he wrote 
once, “how what we both accepted as God’s purpose for you in February 
can be regarded as no longer His purpose in April.” Dick wilted and 
grumbled, but usually decided that his “dearest Grace” was right. His 
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‘'dearest Grace*' was certamly the most disinterested of coimsellors, and 
much as he wanted to capture Dick for the Northern Province, would 
not allow his personal wishes to interfere with what he believed to be 
Dick’s appointed and proper career. In 1913, when Dick offered to 
throw up Grosvenor Chapel and come to Bishopthorpe as chaplain, the 
Archbishop refused. Instead, Dick came to stay, and while with him 
nearly collapsed. “I don’t know what we are to do with Dick,” the 
Archbishop wrote m despair to Wilfrid Parker. “He can’t go on like 
this and is impervious to reason ; yet he is doing a great work.” 

The Archbishop delighted in the companionship of these young 
men. They were not overawed by his dignity and with them he could 
be more natural than he was with anyone else. He could talk freely to 
them, chaff them, and even, within hmits, be chaffed back. He tolerated 
hunting in moderation and encouraged them to play cricket, taking it 
as a personal grievance if one of them got out while he was watching. 
The young men were also a constant reminder of his own days at Oxford, 
for which his loyalty, so far from abating, grew as the years passed ; and 
in June 1913, when his old University gave him an Honorary D.C.L. 
(the Public Orator dubbing him “wise as the serpent and harmless as 
the dove”), he declared that the degree was “one of the few honours I 
really value.” To a yoimg man thinking of being ordained his advice 
was unvarying. If not already at Oxford, he must go there (Cambridge 
being just permissible as an indifierent alternative), .and' then it must be 
Cuddesdon and a title in the Northern Provmce. In 1912 he was writing 
gleefully to Wilfrid Parker, “We have now over thirty Cuddesdon men 
in the Diocese, instead of twelve when I came.” 

To Cuddesdon he himself went, whenever he could, for Holy Week, 
and occasionally at other times. He usually lodged at the Bishop’s 
Palace until, with the coming of Dr. Kirk, this was handed over for the 
use of the Ecclesiastical Commissioners. Thereafter he stayed with the 
Principal of the College or— at the end of his life— in the guest’s flat in 
Liddon Building. In the church he always occupied the httle oak pew 
in which he had sat on that summer evening in 1889 when his perplexities 
were answered. It was the second and is now the front pew on the north 
side of the nave, a pew having been taken away when the pulpit was 
moved to the south side. 

“It was a great joy,’^ he told his mother after one of these visits, “to 

have those four undisturbed and quiet days at Cuddesdon. It is a 
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place full to me of the most sacred memories : there I made up my 
mind to be ordained : there I learned something of the meaning of 
Christ, His Life and Death and Abiding Presence: there I was 
ordained deacon : there I celebrated for the first time as priest/’ 
“Once again,” he wrote in one of his notebooks, “I could not 
resist the chance of spring-cleaning and renewal. Ought perhaps 
to be addressmg my own people in Holy Week and on Good Friday, 
but I can t be always talking — others do it better — and I can only 
give what I receive ; and this is really the only time and the best 
place to become passive and to receive. . . /’ 

But there was Largie in late summer too, “The Tave” during the 
first years, and then Ballure. Every August saw him on the road to tlie 
north, with Walter Wells to drive and Mrs. Wells to cook and “do” 
for him — the “Good Companions,” as he liked to call the party. That 
was the necessary relief to the tension of hfe at York ; and Tupper- 
Carey, seeing him one year on his way back to Bishopthorpe, reported 
him as glum as a schoolboy at the end of the summer holidays. 
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THE CHURCH AND THE WORLD (1908-1914) 

I N making choice of a man to be Archbishop of York, the Prime 
Minister had taken the view that the ensuing twenty years would be 
critical for the Church of England, particularly in its connexion with 
the State ; and that the new Primate must therefore be a man of out- 
standing ability and also young enough, by reasonable expectation, to 
lead and guide the Church over a quarter of a century. With this 
opinion the Archbishop of Canterbury warmly concurred. In the 
ncreasing infirmity of Dr. Maclagan httle help had come from the 
North ; and during the rule of Dr. Davidson's predecessors relations 
between the Provinces had been polite rather than co-operative, each 
apparently preferring its own path. But the expansion of the Anghcan 
Communion overseas and the emergence of many new and difficult 
problems demanded a fresh outlook. Old Provincial rivalries must be 
discarded and be replaced by a close unity of pohcy. 

"'I pray that by the blessing of God," wrote Canterbury to York, 
“you and I may have the right opportunities and the grace to use 
them rightly in the coming years. Perplexities are neither few nor 
far between. I grow increasingly sure as time runs on that the 
simplest of the old Gospel truths and lessons of our childhood are the 
most effective too for our daily need. ‘When I am sometimes afraid 
I lift up my heart unto Thee.' ... It is surely of the essence of your 
position and responsibilities that you should next session be to the 
fore as Archbishop and make up for my manifold ‘lack of service' to 
Church and Realm. It is part of your service to North as well as to 
South, that the Primate of England should cease to be an unusual 
figure in the forefront." 

For the collaboration thus required, the Church of England was 
fortunate in its two Primates. Lang has put on record his 

thankfulness for all I owed to the wisdom, the counsel, the example 
of my great and good predecessor at Canterbury, Randall Davidson. 
He had been my Bishop when I was Vicar of Portsea and had shown 
me great kindness when I was Bishop of Stepney. During all my 
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time at York, Lambeth was my London home. I always had a room 
there where I could do my own work — in Morton’s Tower and then 
in Cranmer’s Tower. I cannot be suflficiently thankful for the never- 
failing kindness and hospitality of the Archbishop and his dear wife ; 
it made my visits to London so easy and comfortable ; I could not 
have been, or have been made to feel, more at home if I had been a 
member of the family. 

To this may be added the testimony of the Bishop of Chichester, 
who had unequalled opportunities for witnessing the working of the 
partnership. 

No small part of the wonderful harmony and trust which bound the 
older and the younger Archbishop together to die very end may be 
attributed to the fact that Lang was for nearly twenty years an 
intimate member of the household, with his own bedroom and 
sitting-room always ready and as sure of Mrs. Davidson s friendship 
as of her husband’s. 

Archbishop Davidson was a prince of co-operators. He knew 
from long experience (and training) exactly how to get the maximum 
contribution from another. Archbishop Lang was more self-reliant, 
and also less skilled in the art of delegation. It was of first-rate im- 
portance, therefore, for the principal affairs of the Church, and also 
(where their spheres overlapped) of the State, that the two Primates 
should naturally and regularly see much of one another. Their 
consultations were regular before the Bishops’ meetings three times 
a year, and not only were any matters of special importance on the 
Agenda talked over between them (where necessary) in advance, 
but the visits to Lambeth afforded the opportunity for discussion on 
a hundred other things as well; and quite often one or the other 
(sometimes both) had their* own private list of subjects for private 
debate. In addition, debates in the House of Lords, where Davidson 
was an almost unfailing attendant, brought Lang to Lambeth many a 
time before and after the First World War. And apart from these 
and similar more or less regular occasions — ecclesiastical, political or 
social — ^Davidson would often urgently ask Lang to make a special 
journey to Lambeth or Canterbury when somethmg of particular 
importance required mutual counsel. Lang used sometimes to say 
that the Archbishop of Canterbury did not seem to realise that it 
was just as far from Bishopthorpe to Lambeth as the other way ; but 
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lie never demurred, and tlioroughly understood the advantage both 
of a common policy and of his having a full say in its framing. 

Lang m his earlier days was less patient than Davidson, less 
cautious, and showed at times a marked independence. He was 
more “radical’’ m his poHtics, and this led to his taking an entirely 
opposite line to that taken by Davidson and the Bench as a whole 
in his famous speech in the House of Lords on the Lloyd George 
Budget. Lang, again, took an active part in the Royal Commission 
on Matrimonial Causes. Davidson was not a member of the Royal 
Commission, and while it was a subject on which he had his own 
fairly clear views, there is little evidence in his correspondence of an 
overridmg and unyielding concern such as Lang undoubtedly showed. 
Yet here also the two Archbishops had a common link ... in Sir 
Lewris Dibdin,^ Dean of the Arches, Davidson’s trusted adviser in 
Church law and also not only a member of the Royal Commission, 
but also with Lang a signatory of the hdinority Report. . . . 

Perhaps an illustration of the difference in method between the 
two men, when holding the same post of responsibility, in deahng 
with a similar problem, may throw a Httle hght on their difference 
generally. When Davidson met conferences of Free Churchmen 
and tried to find a solution of the educational reHgious problem, he 
would open the proceedings by explaining to the company the 
difficulties of his situation with his own constituency and invite their 
help. He then let them do all the talking, but in the end got out of 
them the hnes of the solution on which he himself had determined. 
When Lang held siirdlar conferences (he being then at Canterbury) 
he did all the talking and propounded his solution at the start. He 
was the cleverer and academically the abler man ; but though much 
trusted at the end, he lacked the sympathy of his elder and the elder’s 
capacity for winning as much as could be won from the other side. 

The collaboration was none the less complete because of these differ- 
ences in temperament, mind and method. That Davidson and Lang 
should have worked together so closely, continuously and harmoniously 
during twenty years is creditable to them both, and particularly perhaps 
to the older man, who had the major responsibihty and the initiative ; 
and to him his colleague pays the warmest of tributes. 

Randall Davidson was always in his heart a somewhat old-fashioned 
^ Dean of the Arches 1903-1954, First Estates Commissioner 1931-1938, when he died. 
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Victorian Churchman, with strong leanings in a Broad Church 
direction. On his intellectual side he was a disciple of Lightfoot and 
very specially of Westcott. On his devotional side the old Prayer 
Book fully satisfied all his needs. He had no personal desire for any 
change in it. During the long discussions on its revision I do not 
remember any single proposal or suggestion which he himself made, 
except his one desire to make the use of the Athanasian Creed optional : 
he was content to be merely the Chairman, seeing that the business 
got done. He beUeved in the Church of England as a Reformed 
Catholic Church, but in his own mind he laid more emphasis on 
‘‘ Reformed’’ than on ‘‘ CathoHc.” Gradually indeed, possibly through 
the influence of Mrs. Davidson, partly tlirough his friendship with 
Edward Talbot and Charles Gore, cliiefly through his own essential 
fair-mindedness and generosity of outlook, he came to appreciate 
more fully the place of the specifically Catholic movement in the 
Church. But he always looked at it from without rather than from 
within. Its modes of worsliip made no sort of appeal to him and he 
was uncertain about its ultimate purpose. For liimself I think he 
was content in his own fair and generous way to maintain the com- 
prehensiveness of the Church and to recognise the place of the 
Catholic movement within that large ambit. He set himself to 
maintain that comprehensiveness and to give fair play to its elements. 
This he did not only with characteristic skill, but also because he 
genuinely beheved that comprehensiveness was a true note of the 
Church of England. Let me put it this way. Seated as Archbishop 
on the box, he handled the three horses, EvangeUcal, Modernist and 
Catholic, fairly and adroitly, but he always seemed to me more 
concerned to get them together round the next corner than to 
envisage what the ultimate course of the journey was to be. He did 
not care to “see the distant scene” — that he left to God : one step — 
the next step — was enough for him. 

No episode of his life was more typical of his mind and policy 
than his handling of the Mahnes Conversations. I do not remember 
any matter about which he was more anxious or took more trouble. 
It certainly showed his courage. It also showed his concern that 
there should be no minimising or bartering of the fimdamental issues 
of the Reformation. 

He had a whole-hearted beHef in the Establishment of the Church 
as the expression of its national character and of its place in the 
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national life. It was this which led. him to ‘‘magnify his office’’ as 
Archbishop. He felt that he had, and he was zealous to maintain, 
his position as the holder of a national and not merely an ecclesiastical 
office. So he loved the House of Lords and was never more, so to 
say, at home than when he was there. He liked to be in his place 
whatever the business in hand might be. He became an institution 
there, a “House of Lords man.” Few things gave him more pleasure 
than the peerage conferred on him when he retired. He was no 
orator : his speeches were apt to be too long and diffuse ; but he 
took immense pains over them, never spoke without having mastered 
his subject ; and a House which sets no great store on oratory always 
hstened to him with attention and respect. His chief pleasure in 
life was to have talks with important persons on important affairs ; 
and after these talks he was careful to make memoranda of them. 
He was always pleased and excited when he was consulted on matters 
of State. He valued all this not only because it suited his tempera- 
ment, but because it emphasised the national character of the Arch- 
bishop and the Church. 

The association, Lang went on to say, had been “one of the main 
elements” in his life as Archbishop of York. 

I can never be sufficiently thankful for those twenty years during 
which I watched him at work and for his goodness and generosity 
to me, for the lessons I learned from his mind and above all from his 
character. . . . The main impression left upon me as year by year, 
month by montlr, I watched him at work and shared fully all his 
thoughts and plans, was not only or chiefly his almost uncanny 
wisdom, or his marvellous memory, or his stores of knowledge and 
experience, or his thoroughness, or his power of handling men, but 
his essential goodness, his deep though imobtruded piety, his constant 
remembrance of God in all his ways. He was not only a great 
Archbishop : he was in the truest sense of the words a good man. 

The Bishop of Chichester, in his remarkable Life of Randall Davidson, 
has recorded fully and definitively the events of twenty years in the 
history of Church and State. His book is at hand for all to consult, and 
as the story of one man is in so large a measure that of both men, in these 
pages little more will be attempted than to discuss the various issues as 
they especially concerned Lang. 
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Education was a serious preoccupation of the first years of the new 
Liberal Government, the controversy rapidly reaching a climax with 
the Bill which Mr. Augustine Birrell, the mdldest revolutionary who 
ever came out of the University of Cambridge, introduced in Aprd 1906. 
The Bill was drastically amended by the Lords and the amendments 
were rejected by the Commons. Two further and abortive attempts at 
agreement were made by Mr. Birrell's successors, Mr. McKenna and 
Mr. Runciman, They failed, not through lack of goodwill on the part 
of Davidson, but through the intransigent spirit of the extremists, the 
House of Laity in the Representative Church Council voting down by 
a large majority the solution at which the Archbishop and Mr. Runciman 
had arrived. Lang at this time was Bishop of Stepney : he had no seat 
in the House of Lords and consequently took no pubhc part in the 
Parliamentary struggle. But if he was not an actor, he was a prompter 
behind the scenes. The Archbishop consulted him freely, and even 
enhsted his support for a critical interview with the “stiff men” in the 
Church. Davidson’s poHcy, so unpalatable to the Old Guard, was to 
get a settlement which, while it might not give the Church all it wanted, 
was likely to be very much better than anything obtainable in ten or 
twenty years’ time, when the position of the Church schools would 
probably have further deteriorated. So, while the “stiff men” were 
for mobilising all their forces m defence of their own schools, Davidson 
thought it more important to get satisfactory terms for the teaching ot 
religion throughout the whole national system, and to this end was even 
ready if necessary to sacrifice the denominational schools. Lang agreed 
with this view and with the proposed solution. “lam sure it is right to 
try to bring peace,” he told his mother, and peace could only be by 
compromise. But since the selected compromise was unacceptable, the 
whole question was laid upon the shelf for a few years. 

In the matter of the Marriage Laws, Lang took a leading part. In 
1909, after some years of preHminary argument, a Royal Commission 
on Divorce and Matrimonial Causes was set up. The Prime Mmister 
wished to exclude ecclesiastics altogether, hut gave way when Davidson 
threatened to “say openly that I thought the Church had been most 
improperly treated,” So Lang, who was now Archbishop of York, was 
appointed to “a most tiresome and unpleasant Royal Commission on 
the Divorce Laws of which I felt bound, much against my wish, to 
become a member.” A little later, after the Commission had met, he 
wrote again, bewailing this burden that had been thrust upon him. 
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Since most of his fellow-members regarded Our Lord’s words on the 
subject as “irrelevant,” a Minority Report was almost inevitable. His 
prophecy was proved correct in 1912, when the Commission completed 
its labours. 

At the very beginning I was doomed to work for two years on the 
Royal Commission on Matrimonial Causes, of which the late Lord 
Gorell was the able, genial and generous Chairman. It meant con- 
stant visits to London, reading of endless papers, examining and cross- 
examining witnesses. In this cross-examination the Chairman and 
my colleagues were wont to say that it showed what I might have 
accomplished at the Bar ! In the result three of us — Sir William 
Anson, my Warden of All Souls, Sir Lewis Dibdm and myself— 
were compelled to present a Minority Report. It was drafted almost 
entirely, with suggestions from Anson and myself, by Sir Lewis 
Dibdin, and was, I think it may be said, a very able document. The 
Times printed it as a special pamphlet. It remains, I suppose, the 
best argument against any additions to the legal causes of divorce. 
On many points, especially of procedure, the majority and the 
minority agreed. 

These were that men and women should be put on an equal footing, 
that the law should be the same for rich and poor, so far as this could be 
secured through a decentralisation of Courts, that publication of the 
proceedings might be restricted, and that the grounds for nuUity should 
be extended. The Minority dissented from the recommendations to 
add five new grounds for divorce to adultery, already allowed by the 
State (though not admitted by the Church) imder the Act of 1857. 

The guiding principle of the Minority Report, as the Archbishop 
explained in his defence before the Convocation of the Northern Province, 
was that “any Christian society should be at liberty to give or withhold 
its own religious sanction to marriages to which the State reluctantly, 
but under pressure of social facts, feels compelled to give its civil consent.” 
To those who felt that even the Minority had sold a pass, the Archbishop 
wrote his apologia in the York Diocesan Gazette. It had been “a very 
distasteful task” and he had had “to consider not what might be in theory 
desirable, but what is in practice possible.” 

The Reports made a stir, but in the press of competing legislation no 
immediate action was taken by Parliament. Eventually, in November 
1918, Lord Buckmaster introduced an unsuccessful Bill incorporating 
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two of the Majority’s proposals. In 1920, with the formidable support 
of Lord Birkenhead, he brought in a more comprehensive measure 
which embodied practically the whole of the recommendations of the 
Majority Report. It fell to Lang to open the case for the opposition, 
which he did in a powerful and effective speech affirming the view of 
the Church, but arguing his case in the main on public welfare. After 
he had spoken, Lord Haldane, who was supportmg the Bill, sent him 
across a note, declaring that his speech was “one of the best bits of 
advocacy I have ever heard.” Although, largely as the result of the 
brilliant oratory of Lord Birkenhead, the Bill passed its Second and 
Third Readmgs, it was not pursued by the House of Commons ; and 
no effective step was taken by Parliament imtil the Bill of 1937, spon- 
sored by Mr. A. P. Herbert.^ On this the Archbishop has left a note, 
explaining an attitude which at the time came in for criticism. 

Rightly or wrongly, I came to the conclusion that it was no longer 
possible to impose the full Christian standard by law on a largely 
non-Christian population, but that the witness to that standard, and 
consequent disciplinary action towards its own members or persons 
who sought to be married by its rites, must be left to the Church. I 
was put in a very painful position as a result. I said that I could not 
as a citizen vote against the Bill, but that I could not bring myself as 
a Churchman to vote for it ; and I announced that I would not vote. 
This seemed to some an unworthy temporising position and was 
rather fiercely denounced in the House of Lords by Lord Russell of 
Klillowen, a fervent Roman Catholic. Others whose judgment I 
respected, such as Robert Cecil, thought it was the only course I 
could well take. 

On Education, the Marriage Laws and other points of contention in 
the borderland of Church and State, there was a wide tactical difference 
between the policy of the extremists in the Church and that of the two 
Archbishops. The first were for contesting to a finish every position 
that was attacked, without compromise or surrender. They would 
have a pitched battle, even if its outcome would almost inevitably be a 
defeat. Randall Davidson, on the other hand, was in mind and tem- 
perament a man of settlement. He would, it is true, strongly resist a 
secular assault upon the territory of the Church. But if the attack were 
pressed, he would come to terms and retire m good order to the next 

^ Now Sir Alan Herbert, Burgess of Oxford University. 
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said what I thought and the consequences must take care of them- 
selves.” 

The speech, which drew a stately reproof from Lord Curzon, was 
greeted with respect by the Press, even by those organs which were 
opposed to the Budget, and was generally regarded as one of the most 
important contributions to the debate. Its maiden success must have 
recalled an occasion twenty-six years earher, when a young under- 
graduate defended the Scottish Kirk in the Oxford Union. 

Long afterwards Lang wrote : 

I never felt from the first the difficulties of which others, notably 
Archbishop Benson, have been conscious in speaking in the House 
of Lords. True, it is not a lively or outwardly encouraging audience : 
was it A. J. Balfour who, fresh from the House of Commons, said 
it was like speaking in a tomb ? But after long experience I have 
become independent of applause and satisfied with attention. Indeed, 
J have often noticed that the passages in a speech which were most 
loudly applauded were apt to be just those which one afterwards 
regretted. True also that the audience is coldly and politely 
critical. But if one has anything to say it is always attentive, and 
their Lordships are always more ready to praise than to blame a 
speech, especially if it is made by one “of their own sort.” They 
are put off by anything irrelevant or confused or over-rhetorical 
(except in the case of masters of rhetoric like Buckmaster). What 
they seem to like is the sort of speech wliich the Chairman of a 
Limited Company makes to its shareholders. But all this only puts 
one on one's mettle and compels one to be sure of one's matter and 
careful of one's form. 

Next year came the crisis Lang had foretold, a Bill he greatly disliked, 
and ultimately a vote which was widely condemned. After the second 
indecisive election of 1910 he, like his brother of Canterbury, hoped 
and worked for a settlement of the Constitutional quarrel by negotiation 
and compromise. When all hope of this had vanished, the Archbishops 
were agreed that of two evils the threatened creation of peers was the 
greater and the passage of the Parliament Bill the lesser ; or rather that 
it was better for the Bill to pass without than with an inundation which 
would have destroyed the House of Lords altogether. Both therefore 
spoke in the debate, opposing rejection ; and both, when it seemed that 
the revolt of the “Ditchers,” led by Lord Halsbury, might prevail, voted 
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for the Bill, As ii Bishops joined them in the lobby and the majority 
for the Bill was only 17, their intervention was of real, and perhaps of 
decisive importance. 

‘‘The ‘Ditchers,’’’ Lang wrote to his mother a few days later, “were 
beside themselves with excitement. Apparently, to judge from the letters 
which I have received, they are very bitter. I never knew men so 
‘possessed.’ There was a nasty flavour of party intrigue behind the 
action of a good many of them ; the others seemed incapable of argu- 
ment. But I was never so sure that my vote was right. But I did not 
like it.” 

Nor did many of his Conservative friends, some of whom neither 
forgot nor forgave his action in voting for a Bill which he disliked in 
order to avoid a result which he disliked still more. 

The corollaries of the Parhament Act followed. Lang spoke and 
voted against the Home Rule Bill, while arguing vehemently and per- 
suasively for a settlement by compromise. Much of what he said in his 
three speeches on the subject sounds like common sense to-day, but at 
the time his appeals were xmavailing. His last word was nearly never 
uttered, not because he had changed his mind, but because, as he told 
his mother, he had discovered that his capacity to win the attention of 
his exalted audience “stirs some of the embers of the political ambitions 
of other days.” He was so alarmed by this thought that he had almost 
made up his mind not to speak at all. In the end, however, he kept to 
his first intention, contenting himself with the warning that “the snare 
wants watching” ; and the speech, in which, while loving neither the 
Bill nor the methods of the Government, he confessed to “a strong bias 
in favour of some measure of self-government for Ireland,” enhanced 
his growing reputation as a debater. 

His attitude, both on the platform and in Parhament, towards the 
Disestablishment and Disendowment of the Welsh Church needed 
neither explanation nor defence. He was one of its stoutest and most 
effective opponents in demonstrations aU over the country and continued 
to resist it in the House of Lords until, through the mechanism of the 
Parhament Act, it reached the Statute Book. The War of 1914-1918 
then broke out, the operation of the Bill was suspended, and in 1919, 
when the suspension was lifted, the bitterness it had aroused was dimin- 
ished by a considerable mitigation of the fiinancial clauses. 

The Bishoprics Bfll of 1913 was another measure in which the Arch- 
bishop of York was necessarily interested through the inclusion of 
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Sheffield among the new dioceses to be created. It might be thought 
that so blameless a Bill would have had an easy passage through Parlia- 
ment, but a number of members of the House of Commons set them- 
selves to obstruct it, not so much because they disliked the Bill as because 
they disliked Bishops. In the end it passed as the result of a Parhamentary 
deal, its supporters having intimated that if its career were again blocked, 
they would serve the same treatment to a number of Charity Bills in 
which the Nonconformists were deeply interested. 

The years from 1908 to 1914 were charged with industrial troubles, 
which particularly concerned Lang as the Bishop of a great industrial 
diocese. He was never to be as far to the Left as was his friend and first 
mentor, Henry Scott Holland, his views remaining very much those of 
the Tory Democrat of Oxford days or perhaps of the young curate who 
had introduced Tom Mann into the Clergy House at Leeds. As an 
advocate of an “enlightened capitalism,^’ he deplored the resort to strike 
or lockout, while always a supporter of improved social and workmg 
conditions. It was an attitude which satisfied the extremer men of 
neither side and occasionally disappointed those who wished the Church 
to give a constructive lead. When the Coal Strike of 1912 brought die 
industrial trouble to his own front door, he steadily refused either to 
offer arbitration or to pronounce upon the justice of the claims of masters 
and men, continmng to maintain that it was “witliin the power of 
reasonable men” to adjust the apparently conflicting contentions and to 
“devise some means by which both the rate of a fair day’s wage and the 
output of a fair day’s work can be ascertained.” On March 17th he 
went to Sheffield in “pitiless rain” to address large meetings, mainly of 
miners, and to plead the cause of conciliation. The men listened to him, 
but do not appear to have been much moved by his words of peace. 

He repeatedly returned to the social and economic problem, both m 
his sermons and at public meetings, puttiug his general position most 
clearly and characteristically in some words he spoke at a Coronation 
meeting for men in the Queen’s Hall in 1911. 

“The nmeteenth century,” he said, “was concerned with the creation 
of wealth : the twentieth century will be concerned with its dis- 
tribution. There is none of us, whatever may be his political views, 
who does not feel that this is a problem which needs adjusting. We 
cannot but be appalled by the contrast of increasing prosperity and 
great wealth and of great poverty, of increasing luxury and of great 
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squalor. . . . That contrast between the London of the West and the 
London I know so well of the East is a contrast which may he seen 
over the whole field of our Enghsh hfe. When I think of that great 
multitude of our working folk among whom I have laboured, whom 
I have learnt to reverence, I cannot but see the picture of the monotony 
of toil which they are caEed upon to bear, of the imcertainty of 
employment which haunts them day by day, of the overcrowded 
houses in which we ask and expect them to rear British homes, of 
the mean streets from which every sign not only of the beauty of 
God’s earth but of the comforts and conveniences that are common 
to ours are shut out. . . . Our best self m the contemplation of this 
inequahty says that these things ought not to be.” 

Parliament and the claims of secular questions were not the sum of 
the duties to be discharged outside the Provmce. In 1911, when the 
King was crowned, a minor but troublesome point of controversy arose. 
At the previous Coronation, owing to the frailty of Archbishop Temple, 
Dr. Maclagan had crowned the Queen, thereby, in the view of some, 
creating a clear precedent in a matter disputed (sometimes in a very 
unedifying fashion) between Canterbury and Y ork. This view, however, 
was questioned and finally rejected. Lang accepted the return to 
the earlier custom with good grace, explaining and defendmg it in the 
York Diocesan Gazette. As a salve to Provincial pride he had been assigned 
the task of preaching the short sermon at the ceremony. This he did 
with admirable skill, and by general consent his homily, apt, concise, 
simple and perfectly phrased, had never been surpassed or even equalled 
at such a function. 

“The ceremony at the Abbey,” he wrote to his mother, “was . . . 
most wonderful and splendid. The King and Queen went through 
their long ordeal with great dignity and devotion. The Queen 
especially looked really beautiful, very quiet and recollected. There 
were hardly any hitches. On the whole the atmosphere was very 
reverent, but I am told that in the nave, where so little was seen or 
heard, people seemed to lose the spirit of worship.” 

There were other events, too, which touched the whole Church, 
There were the Church Congresses, notably the meeting in 1912 at 
Middlesbrough, where the Ardibishop, being on his own ground, was 
host and Chairman. 
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My opening address, afterwards printed and published, was on '‘The 
Church and Nation,’’ on the national responsibility and mission of 
the Church. Returning to Ormesby Hall (the home of my good 
friends the Pennymans, where I used to stay so often), Charles Gore 
in one of his petulant moods said crossly: “How can you go on 
behevmg in an Established Church ?” 

On the same occasion, and in the same mood, Gore was heard to 
remark: “Lang would be a dear, delightful boy if he were not so 
terribly archiepiscopal.” 

There were the beginnings of the long task of revising the Prayer 
Book, the subject of a later chapter, but in these years one of the principal 
preoccupations of Convocation. There was a sharp recrudescence of 
old controversy when in 1911 J. M. Thompson, a successor of Lang’s as 
Dean of Divmity at Magdalen, published The Miracles of the New Testa-- 
ment, m wliich he arnved at conclusions that gave grave offence to the 
orthodox. His hcence was vnthdrawn by Dr. Talbot, who had become 
Bishop of Winchester, and there were signs of restlessness from Gore, 
who m the same year succeeded Paget as Bishop of Oxford. In 19x2 
two more books of modernist tendency made their appearance : Founda- 
tions, a collection of essays edited by Canon Streeter, and The Creed in 
the Pulpit by Hensley Henson. A private meeting of Bishops to discuss 
the situation did nothing to reassure Gore, who (perhaps in another of 
his “petulant moods”) began to talk of resignation, and a war of pam- 
plilets followed. The dispute dragged on rather indecisively for two 
years and ended with a Resolution in the Upper House of the Convoca- 
tion of Canterbury which reaffirmed belief in the historical facts of the 
Creeds. In all this Lang had a minor part, being content to offer counsel 
and perhaps to do some “back-seat driving” while his brother of Canter- 
bury got his three restive horses round another difficult comer. Lang’s 
letters to Wilfnd Parker tell something of his personal opmions. There 
would, he feared, be trouble over Streeter’s contribution on the Historic 
Christ, and he anticipated with dread another “ignominious heresy 
hunt,” but he had read Foundations on the whole with appreciation : 
Neville Talbot’s^ Introduction was quite brilliant “I am more a 
‘modernist’ than you,” he told Parker, “and nothing in the book shocks 
me. ... It is only Lux Mundi a stage further on.” He had no sympathy 
with Gore’s fulminations against the contributors : “he treats them just 
as Liddon treated him.” 

^ and son of Dr. E. S. Talbot. Bishop of Pretoria 1920-1932. Died in 1943. 
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Kikuyu, another almost forgotten controversy, threatened more 
serious consequences. The trouble arose out of a gathering of Protestant 
missionaries of many denominations at which the Bishops of Mombasa 
and Uganda and a number of ArigKcan clergy were present. The 
conference drew up a scheme of federation for the East African Missions 
and closed with a service of Holy Communion at which the Bishop of 
Mombasa administered the Sacrament to all the delegates with the 
exception of those from the Society of Friends. These proceedmgs were 
sternly challenged by Frank Weston, the able and saintly Bishop of 
Zanzibar, and his indictment to the Archbishop of Canterbury was 
strongly supported by Gore and the bulk of the Anglo-CathoHcs. Those 
who wish to rake the ashes of this old, but not uninteresting, dispute will 
find a full and fair account m Dr. Bell’s Randall Davidson, Since the 
Bishop of Zanzibar owed canonical obedience to Canterbury and not 
to York, Lang was not so closely concerned as was Davidson, whose 
diplomatic handling of a very difficult and deficate situation was charac- 
teristic and won the admiration and complete concurrence of his 
colleague. When Lang visited Hickleton in January 1913, he found 
Lord Halifax most warhke and unwillmg to be edged off this ecclesiastical 
topic of the hour. For himself he thought the administration of the 
Sacrament had been a “great mistake.” The whole busmess promised 
to be the “toughest job” of 1914 and it would be “for the wise to try 
to undo the mistakes of the good.” Nevertheless he had a Hfelong 
sympathy with the cause of Reunion, and when in the same month he 
preached at St. Mary’s, Edinburgh, he described the conflict as one of 
“two great prmciples, each in itself high and noble.” 

Lang was a member of the Consultative Body which Dr, Davidson 
called to his aid. It met in July 1914 and, without any kind of pre- 
hminary conference, arrived at a unanimous conclusion, which was the 
substance of the Archbishop’s eventual answer. “By disappointing both 
the outside extremists,” Lang wrote to Wilfrid Parker, “we shall prob- 
ably prove to be in the way of truth — that we have stood up for principles 
and yet recognised that in spiritual things equity is higher and truer than 
logic.” 

In Province and Diocese, Church and State, there was more than 
enough in these six years to keep a man fully occupied. The standard 
of unremitting labour which Lang had set himself at Leeds, and had 
jfully observed at Magdalen, Portsea and Stepney, was not only main- 
tamed but even raised during those years at York. Escape from this 
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treadmill of work was rare and brief. There was ‘‘blessed Ballure/’ 
which began to beckon him as summer turned to autumn ; there was 
the sanctuary of Cuddesdon in Holy Week ; there was the welcoming 
gate of All Souls, twice or three times in the year ; and there were even- 
ings in London, when he fled from Lambeth and the cares of the Church 
and dined congenially at Grilhons or the Club, of both of which he had 
become a member. So he found himself, overdriven yet conscious of 
some achievement, when in the summer of 1914 the world fell into the 
catastrophe of war. 



chapter XXfl 

THE WAR (1914-1918) 

P ARTLY perhaps because Lang was a Lowlander who had “adopted” 
the Highlands, tales of curses, dreams and the like were a never- 
failing entertamment. One of his favourite stories, illustrating his own 
powers in this mystenous province, doubtless gained something during 
years of much telling and certainly should not be taken at all seriously. 
He would sometimes stay, the tale ran, with a friend who had a little 
house on the edge of a loch, with an island in it so beautiful that anyone 
who came to those parts was taken to see and admire the view. But 
one year, when the Archbishop went to see his friend, the latter told 
him with a long face that the view was gone. Someone had bought the 
island and built on it a large red terra-cotta hydropathic hotel. Lang 
responded suitably with sympathy and indignation, and that evening, 
when the talk happened to be of birthdays, he disclosed that he had 
been bom on Hallowe’en. “Then,” said his friend, “you must have 
the power of cursing. Do come and curse the Hydropathic.” “Cer- 
tainly,” replied the Archbishop ; “but first you must teach me an old 
Gaelic curse.” A form of words was found and the Archbishop cursed 
the hotel. Three months later he had a grateful letter from his friend 
to tell him that the offending building had been burnt down. Time 
passed and suddenly he got a telegram. “Your curse not much good,” 
he read. “They have built up Hydropathic agam and worse than before. 
This time of yellow terra-cotta and covered with decoration.” The 
Archbishop at once replied, “I will curse it again.” He did so ; and six 
weeks afterwards the new hotel too was burnt to the ground. Being 
very proud of this hitherto unsuspected power, he used frequently to 
tell the story, and one day repeated it to a clergyman with whom he 
was staying in the South of England. His host said, “That’s a useful 
gift. Do come and curse my East wmdow : it’s of unexampled ugliness 
and I can’t get rid of it.” The Archbishop at once obliged; and next 
Sunday, when the clergyman was m the middle of his sermon, without 
warning or visible cause the East window fell in with a crash and broke 
into a thousand fragments. , 

Some examples of the Archbishop’s dreams have already been given. 

244 



THE WAR (1914-1918) 

People usually avoid the man who insists on relating his dreams to them, 
but the Archbishop’s had about them a quahty which lifted them above 
all tedium. Two of his favourites are related by Father Talbot. The 
first concerned King George II. His Majesty, so the dream had it, for 
some offence had been put to a penance, consisting of a fast, and arrived 
at St. George’s, Hanover Square, to have it remitted. Descending from 
the Royal coach, he went on his knees up the steps of the church, followed 
by two pages, one of whom was so amazed to see the Kmg in such a 
posture that he pointed at him, crying, “Pussy, pussy!” Whereat the 
Kmg turned round and cuffed him. Crawlmg on up the aisle, His 
Majesty at length reached the altar rails, within which stood an eight- 
eenth-century prelate, complete with wig and ballooning lawn sleeves 
and holdmg a basket. The Bishop declared the penance duly performed 
and absolved the King, takmg from his basket an apple for the Royal 
breakfast. Whereupon the Kmg in a fury jumped to his feet and ex- 
claimed, “Damn your apples 1 Give me a mutton chop !” 

Shortly before 1914 the Archbishop dreamed that war had broken 
out with Germany and that he was summoned to Lambeth, where he 
found the Archbishop of Canterbury walking about the garden in some 
distress of mind. The War Office had just sent him a message that five 
thousand German women had landed on the coast of Essex. With the 
news was a request from the Government that the Archbishops, sup- 
ported by the clergy of London, should go forth to meet the invaders 
and try to turn them back by “moral suasion.” So the Archbishops, at 
the head of a long procession of clergy, marched out of London, which 
was filled with troops and every kind of vehicle, mobilised for war. 
They reached Eppmg, and on coming to the top of a nse saw on the 
opposite slope a horde of Amazons, gnashing their teeth and brandishing 
knives. When the clergy were within earshot, the Archbishops went 
forward to practise “moral suasion,” but the women only gnashed their 
teeth and brandished their knives more ferociously. Fmafiy an enormous 
parson from the ranks pushed roughly past the Archbishops saying, 
“Damn your moral suasion! Let’s get at ’em!” Whereupon the 
Archbishop awoke. 

Father Talbot would sometimes point out the frequent appearance 
of bad language m these dreams, remarking that a psychologist would 
probably suggest a smister explanation, but the Archbishop brushed 
aside any such modem theory, maintaining that dreams are “purely 
the play and frolic of the human mind amusing itself.” 
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Not long after this dream of an invasion by Teutonic Amazons, war 
with Germany did in fact break out. 

How well I remember those tense days at the beginning of August 
1914 : preaching to a huge crowd in the Minster on the Sunday 
before war was declared, when dear Scott Holland was with me ; 
the discussions at Bishopthorpe with my old All Souls friend, Sir 
John Mowbray, and Professor Goudy, the Lyttons (with young 
Elnebworth, then a httle boy, afterwards killed in an air accident in 
the fullness of his strength and promise), and Lady Jane Lindsay, 
who was staying with us, and who all at once left when the momen- 
tous declaration was made. 

Lang was perplexed and troubled, not only by the particular cir- 
cumstances in which war had come, but by the larger question of the 
part, if any, the Church should take even in a just war. 

I was harried with anxiety as to the rightfulness of the Church in 
any way supporting war ; and I well remember the real torture of 
mind when I tried to think out the problem in September while in 
retreat at Cuddesdon. But I was driven to the conclusion, right or 
wrong, that the War was righteous, that we were bound in honour 
to enter it, and that the Church could not nghtly oppose it. Even 
now, with all the bitter disappointment which has come, I am still 
convinced that no other course was possible. 

One question immediately arose, to be till the end a major pre- 
occupation with the Archbishops. 

What was to be the position of the younger clergy ? After full 
consultation the Archbishops decided that every effort should be 
made to liberate them for work as Chaplains to the Army and Navy, 
but that they should not be encouraged to enlist as combatants. 
Some of them insisted that they must, and it was not possible to 
forbid them. Most of them in my Diocese were eager to go out as 
Chaplains, and many did, including my own Vicar at Bishopthorpe, 
Stafford Crawley. The Chaplain-General (Bishop Taylor Smith) 
was unfortunate in his handling of the whole problem. He was, at 
least at first, resolved to choose Chaplains of his own way of thought, 
and even afterwards, when the demand increased, annoyed keen 
young men of another type by his methods of questioning them. 
But ultimately things came right, and I don’t think the Church has 
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any reason to be otherwise than proud of its Chaplains in the War. 
Certainly, when in the summer of 1917 I visited all the fronts in 
France and Flanders, the testimony of all the Commanders of the 
Armies with whom I stayed was emphatic. When people talk now 
about the place of the Church in the War having been “unfortunate’’ 
and “neghgible” they forget the work of its Chaplains. 

But not all, even of the younger clergy, who were in charge of 
parishes could be spared. I encouraged some of them (like Alan 
Don, the Vicar of Norton) to stay at their posts, even when this 
meant real self-sacrifice. I was indignant when later on I discovered 
that some of the Chaplains resented the position of their brethren who 
had thus held the fort at home, for I knew that for them this was by 
far the harder course. 

Later on in the War, when a call for organised national service 
at home was made, I drew up a scheme for the service of the clergy 
at home, at least of all but the older men, obtained the approval of 
the Bishops, took it to Neville Chamberlam, who had been put at 
the head of the National Service campaign (his first Government 
work), and he accepted it As a result — I speak only of the Diocese 
of York — practically every parson in the prime of life was engaged 
in some form or other of National Service, in agriculture, even in 
munition factories, in Government and other offices, in hospitals, etc 
Early in the War I summoned all the clergy of the Diocese to the 
Mmster and spoke to them about the duties of the clergy in a time 
of war — ^words which were afterwards published. It was a very 
memorable and impressive gathering. 

Lang never shifted in opinion from the position he took up in Con- 
vocation on July 2ist, 1915, that “the proper point of view of the man 
in Holy Orders was that his place in national service was the ministry 
of the Word and Sacraments and influence among his own people in the 
place where he was appointed to serve.” Those who could be spared 
from the parishes should go as Chaplains or might imdertake some other 
form of non-combatant work ; but it was not their duty to fight. People 
might murmur and point to France, where the priest served in the ranks, 
and some of the younger men who wanted, like the clergyman in Lang’s 
dream, to “get at ’em,” might fret; but the War Office accepted the 
views of the Archbishops. It is true that in the spring of 1918, when 
man-power problems had become grave, a new Bill in its first draft 
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included the clergy in the general conscription, but this provision was 
soon withdrawn. In return, the Archbishops conceded that under a 
special dispensation the clergy were to be allowed to enhst for combatant 
service. The numbers involved, of course, were neghgible : for both 
parties in the controversy it was the principle that mattered. 

Having made up his mind that the Church was right to give its full 
support to the national effort, Lang threw himself wholeheartedly into 
the recruiting campaign, addressing meetings in most of the cities and 
larger towns of the Diocese. In this he walked ahead of his brother of 
Canterbury, who was warier — and perhaps wiser — ^in keeping himself 
a httle detached from the more secular enterprises of the early days. 

One of the meetings brought Lang into serious trouble, arising out 
of an incident, apparently trivial, which nevertheless pursued him 
through aU the years of war and even afterwards was remembered 
against him. Not only did it give him great personal pain and a sense 
of misrepresentation and injustice ; but he felt that it was impairing his 
influence at a time when this might have had the best effect. 

He gives his own version of the episode : 

I was speaking at a great gathering of York citizens in the Empire 
Music Hall on the ideals which lay behmd our part in the War, of 
the spirit in which it ought to be carried on, and on the duty of 
supporting the cause. I was anxious from the first and always to 
mitigate all bitterness of spirit against our enemies ; and speaking as 
I did without notes, and annoyed by recent words and cartoons about 
the Kaiser, I remembered at the moment what I had seen in the 
Alberta in Portsmouth harbour before the body of Queen Victoria 
was taken to London and Windsor, and of the Navy service on the 
deck of the Alberta — the Kaiser kneeling beside King Edward VII at 
the bier of Queen Victoria — these two alone,^ and I said something 
to the effect that for my part I had a “sacred memory^’ of the Kaiser 
which made me sure that he could not hghtly have embarked on a 
war with England. I did not notice that, as soon as this doubtless 
ill-chosen phrase had escaped my bps, several reporters left. Before 
many hours were over I learned to my cost that the phrase, without 
any of its context, had been telegraphed to all parts of the country, 
indeed of the world. Immediately there descended upon me a vast 
spate of letters, protestmg and denouncing. It was a sad revelation 
of the hysteria already working m the public mind. One letter was 
^ See page 140. 
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significant : “That the Kaiser’s soul may rot eternally in Hell is the 
daily prayer of yours truly, A. B., Churchwarden and communicant 
for twenty-five years.” 

Lang’s own letters, and those of his friends, give some further facts 
about an incident which had an entirely disproportionate effect upon 
himself, his work, and the way in which people regarded him. It 
appears that as he was entering the hall where he was to speak, a youth 
pressed into his hand “a vulgar lampoon about the Kaiser.” He glanced 
at it, and in his indignation inserted an impromptu passage, reported as 
follows the next day : 

He resented extremely the coarse and vulgar way in which the 
Emperor of Germany had been treated in some of the newspapers 
and so-called comic illustrations. His Grace had a personal memory 
of the Emperor, very sacred to him, which made him feel that it 
was not without great reluctance that he felt himself compelled to 
accept the fact that his conduct, and the conduct of his ministers, 
had mvolved his nation in a war with Great Britain. 

Neither in substance nor in phrasing was this a happy interpolation. It 
followed an indictment of the militaristic spirit of Germany and preceded 
a forthright attack upon the Emperor’s advisers. The Archbishop could 
have made his point more effectively in other language and without 
allusion to a “memory” which could mean nothmg to his hearers and, 
in the prevailing temper, was more Ukely to exasperate than to persuade 
them. 

“Hundreds of letters and scurrilous postcards, a perfect hail of de- 
nunciation,” he complained bitterly to Wilfrid Parker. “I am supposed 
to be a sycophant of the Kaiser, a pro-German, and goodness knows 
what else. The abuse doesn’t affect me ; but this storm may affect some 
of the other big men’s meetings arranged at Sheffield, Bradford, Hull, 
etc. It is really monstrous that one’s chance of rousing the spirit of the 
people should be prejudiced by the tricks of these reporters and the 
monstrous injustice of these fanatics. But the worst thing is that the 
storm has been a really woeful revelation of the spirit of hatred and 
mahce which the War seems to have aroused. It is terribly hard to get 
even a hearing for some faint voices of the Christian spirit.” According 
to Canon Tupper-Carey, he received twenty-four Iron Crosses by post. 
“I doubt,” he wrote again, “if we can throw stones at those German 
‘Hymns of hate.’” 
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It was a great fuss about what was at worst a verbal indiscretion ; and 
the agitation ignored not only the Archbishop’s conspicuous service, but 
also the effect of the speech upon those who actually heard it. Later in 
the War four soldiers, all of whom had enlisted in the first few weeks, 
were sitting in a dugout in France and discussing their reasons for joining 
up. One of them said : “I happened to go and hear the Archbishop of 
York speak on our aims in the War. It was a very fine effort and I was 
so carried away that I went to the Recruiting Office next morning.” 
This was, it appeared, the very meeting that aroused the storm. 

But the thing was done; and attempts which he made at once to 
explain his words were neither well-conceived nor successful. Worse 
than the snapping of newspapers were the cold shoulders of acquaintances 
m the Yorkshire Club ; even more, the estrangement of some of his 
friends in the Diocese ; and worst of all, perhaps, a temporary coolness 
at Windsor and Balmoral. He might and did console hnnself with the 
thought that a friend of his was the victim of a similar persecution. He 
had long known and hked Lord Haldane, whose career up to a point 
had borne some resemblance to his own. He had stayed at Cloan and 
been under the charm of old Mrs. Haldane. '‘A most wonderful old 
lady,” he wrote. “It’s like being in retreat to talk to her. She is so 
quietly and strongly ‘m the Spirit.’ When her son, the Lord Chancellor, 
is away from home, she sends him a text as her special message every day. 
She makes one reaHse how much a modem Christian loses in forsaking 
this steadfast study of the Bible.” Yet, despite the daily text, Haldane 
halted on the threshold of religious belief. “His philosophy is a good 
bridge to reHgion. He encourages one to cross, but prefers himself to 
live on the philosophic side.” In March 1915 Lang dined at GriUions, 
with Haldane as a neighbour — “very interesting on the foolish attacks 
on his supposed pro-German sympathies — a foohsh hysteria propagated 
by Leo Maxse and the National Review/' Haldane too was the victim 
of an unhappy phrase, having once alluded to Germany as his “spiritual 
home” ; and his detractors, ignoring his indispensable achievements as 
Secretary of State for War, were not satisfied until they had driven him 
out of offce. Lang may have had Haldane’s fate as well as his own in 
his mind when he wrote : 

With all respect to the natural feelings of men and women who lost 
those who were dear to them, we cannot look back without shame 
to the widespread anti-German hysteria, both during and immediately 
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after the War. There were disgraceful instances, even in my own 
Diocese, of the persecution, often most bitter, by women of those 
who were known or supposed to have some German blood or 
German relations. Nor, I think, can we feel happy about the treat- 
ment meted out to really ^‘conscientious objectors.” It was all an 
instance of the way in which any war wrecks the ordinary instincts 
of humanity. 

At mtervals durmg the next four years the “sacred memories” were 
brought up against the Archbishop. In 1918, after his visit to America, 
he was a target once more. 

“Owing to a misreport of a sentence quoted from a New York 
paper,” he wrote, “I have been again the centre of attacks and letters to 
the Daily Mail and in the columns of the gutter-press. Being compelled 
to drop that cry, the old cry of the ‘sacred memories^ has been stirred 
again, and the pack has been yelping after it. What hurts is the monstrous 
injustice of it all and the effect it has on the working folk and soldiers 
who read these newspapers.” A httle later, when he went to Middles- 
brough, he found that his meetmg had been boycotted and that hardly 
anyone was there. “I have tried hard to be of service to the nation and 
this is my reward,” he commented ruefully, ... “I think I must give up 
this pubhc work.” 

So for the first time the wind of popular disfavour blew on him, 
chilling him to the bone, A sensitive man hke Lang will always feel the 
blasts more keenly than will others of tougher fibre, and nothing had 
happened in his hfe before to prepare him for the experience. In tlie 
past he had had his full share of pubhcity, and so long as it was favourable 
or not unfriendly, he welcomed it. But he shrank from the rough-and- 
tumble of a pubhc controversy. 

Added to this personal trouble were his anxieties over the course and 
probable issue of the War. In August 1915 he had a long and depressing 
talk with Lord Curzon, who took the gloomiest of views. The Russians, 
he declared, had been so battered that they could hardly continue. On 
the Western Front we had fought to a stalemate, while the French were 
unlikely to face a third winter of war. The shadow of failure already 
hung over GalHpoli. In one of his notebooks Lang set down his 
reflexions. He was critical of the Government, even of the Prime 
Minister, whose gifts he admired and whose friendship he prized. “The 
nation needs for leadership something more than the lawyer’s power of 
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putting his case and managing the Court and jury. It needs force, fore- 
sight, the glow of conviction and the sense of disciplined energy. . , 
Only Mr. Lloyd George had “that glow in the sonV’ so necessary for 
victory. 

Always dependent on companionship, he lacked it most in these 
days when his want of it was greatest. Maurice Ponsonby and Stafford 
Crawley went off as Chaplains, and Edward Gibbs, with some help from 
Tupper-Carey, now a Canon of York, took charge of the pansh of 
BisEopthorpe. Then Gibbs too left, glad to be quit of the sermons 
which caused him so much agony, but sorrowful to be leaving the 
Archbishop. 

“Your letter just made me cry like a child,’’ Gibbs wrote a few days 
after the parting. “You always pretended to think I didn’t care, but 
I beheve you know perfectly well I love you with all my heart, and 
the parting knocked me out. I couldn’t even say thank you or ask 
you to forgive me all my loss of temper, disrespect and rudeness. 
You say in your letter you hardly could get through your giving me 
your blessmg and the goodbye at the station, but I didn’t get through 
either. My self-control, never over-strong, just broke down com- 
pletely.” 

“I did not quite know,” wrote Stafford Crawley of his return 
from France in 1917, “how bad a time the Archbishop had been 
going through. ... He had borne with great fortitude and without 
resentment the wave of unpopularity that had surged up in the 
nation, irritable and strained by reason of the War, and ready to find 
a scapegoat for its lU-humour. I did not quite know how strained 
and lonely he had been, and think that in leaving him we acted rather 
cruelly. He was very patient and kmd about it, though he gave no 
outward sign in his behaviour of the distress he felt. ...” 

Yet one outward sign there was. In 1914 he was still in appearance 
a young man, with an abundance of black hair. Two years later, when 
he was still only fifty-two, his hair began to fall out in patches. He 
consulted a speciahst, who told him that he was suffering from alopecia 
and sent him to a dentist ; but there was nothing wrong with his teeth. 
Soon most of his hair had vanished and what remained had turned 
completely white. He started wearing a wig, but, by a credible account, 
gave it up when it caught in a chandelier at Bishop thorpe. “So the 
bald head with its white fringe,” he commented ruefully, “had to be 
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accepted at the age of fifty-two/’ So drastic was the change that at 
first he was unrecognisable even to those who knew him well. He had 
been yoimg ; and in a few months he was an old man. 

I remember that when I went to speak at some big meeting m Shef- 
field, no one seemed to reahse who I was, and some thought I was 
the old Bishop of Beverley. I expect there was more astonishment 
at the transformation of the Archbishop tlian attention to his remarks. 
One of my old Leeds lads who was there wrote afterwards : Well, 
you always played the Archbishop, now you look it.” I also 
remember the astonishment, followed by characteristic guffaws, of 
icing George V when I entered the Royal tram, which had been drawn 
up at some station. 

But the work of the Church went on, with new tasks added and an 
increasing shortage of clergy to cope with them. One heavy but neces- 
sary work was the preparation and issue of Forms of Service for use in 
the churches. Lang records that in this the Archbishops had httle help 
from the so-called liturgical experts. With the exception of the Dean 
of Wells ^ (Dr. Armitage Robmson), who made some useful contribu- 
tions, they “produced Forms and prayers culled from mediaeval sources 
or expressed in language wholly foreign to the real needs of the human 
heart” ; and the better part of the work fell on Lang himself, who 
compiled most of the prayers issued. “No doubt they might have been 
better, but equally they might have been worse.” 

More than once the War came very close to the Diocese. 

York itself was twice bombed by Zeppelins. I vividly remember 
seemg the first of them coming over Bishopthorpe— an unclean thing 
moving through the clean skies — ^and suddenly hearing the crash of 
bombs. I could not think of my own safety, though many of the 
villagers rushed into the basement of the Palace. My one dread was 
for the glorious Mmster, and indeed one bomb fell within a few 
hundred yards of it next day. I went to the old Dean (Purey-Cust) 
and insisted that at once he should begin to remove the beautiful and 
priceless glass from the windows and bury it in some place of safety. 
He pled, and with tears, that he was too old to face the task ; but I 
said I would not leave him till he had promised. So the long work 
began, first of removing such of the windows as could be removed, 
and then of cleaning and releadmg them. Good came out of evil. 

The Very Rev. J. Armitage Robinson, Dean of Wells 1911^1933. Died in 1933, 
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It became plain that if this had not been done, many of them would 
soon have suffered or been lost from natural causes. Thus the War 
brought not destruction but preservation to this glorious heritage 
of the Minster. 

German warships bombarded Whitby and Scarborough. It was a 
'‘cruel and wanton raid.’’ Archdeacon Mackamess was celebrating the 
Eucharist when two shells crashed into the roof of St. Martin’s. He 
told the people they were as safe there as they would be anywhere and, 
to Lang’s admiration, went on with the service. Hull had several raids, 
the first of which killed some eighty people in a crowded centre. 

Thereafter, whenever the weird siren sounded, giving warning of 
the approach of Zeppelins, crowds of the poorer people streamed out 
into the fields. I saw one of these treks : it was a pathetic sight, 
though on the whole there was commendable fortitude. Yet if the 
object of these attacks ti^as to shatter the nerves of the population, 
it had some success in Hull. 

The Archbishop took the leadmg part in the National Mission of 
Repentance and Hope which was launched in 1916. 

‘Tt is not enough,” he told Convocation, “that the Church should 
call its people to prayer and endeavour to cheer and comfort those 
who have been called to suffer sacrifice and sorrow. Those duties 
we have tried, and are trying, however imperfectly, to fulfil, but we 
recognise perhaps more clearly than at first we did that there are 
vaster and deeper issues involved m this most mighty and moving 
time. We are seemg with increasing clearness that we are Uving and 
fulfilling our ministry in one of the great days of the Lord, when 
the secular powers are being shaken to their very foundations. There 
is a call to the Church to bear witness to the things that remain un- 
changed, the sovereignty of God and the claim of Jesus Christ to the 
lordship of all human hfe.” (He himself had called together the clergy 
of the Diocese, and nearly six hundred of them had met in the Minster 
for two days.) “We have called it a National Mission of Repentance 
and Hope,” he went on to say — “Repentance because plainly we are 
caUed to bid men and women everywhere to repent of the sins which 
have stained our civilisation and brought upon it the manifest judg- 
ment of God, and Hope because, during the closing period of this 
terrific ordeal in the midst of increasing strain and sacrifice and 
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sorrow, our people will need the strength of Hope, and in those 
difficult days that are coming, when the old order will have gone and 
the duty will be laid upon the nation of seeking a new order in a new 
world, we must present before the minds of the nation the one hope, 
Christ, His mind. His Spirit, for the rebuilding of a new world.” 

At the time, and still more afterwards, the Mission came in for 
criticism ; but into it Lang threw all his eloquence and powers of organ- 
isation. 

I still believe that it was right. Without it the Church as a whole 
would never have had the chance of witnessing to the moral and 
spiritual lessons of the War and to the hopes of a better order of 
national life. In spite of all the disappointment of these hopes, it 
was right then to uphold them. I have little sympathy with the 
war-weary, disgruntled spirit which depreciated this National 
Mission. Certainly in the Diocese of York, where the best available 
clergy were sent out, two by two, into all the towns and villages, 
at least a witness was given to the call for botli repentance and hope. 
It meant very elaborate organisation and I am sure it was worth while. 

The Mission, however far short it fell of the first expectations, at 
least gave birth to the Life and Liberty Movement, which helped to brmg 
about an important change in the constitution of the Church. The 
Movement sprang largely out of the impatience of some of the younger 
clergy, and particularly the Chaplams serving with the Forces. They 
felt that the Church had lost touch with the people, that it lacked resolute 
leadership, that it was impeded by the shackles of the Establishment, 
and that it was spendmg far too much time on unessential matters, 
largely connected with all the business of temporalities, to the neglect 
of those larger issues, spiritual and social, on which the nation looked for 
light and guidance. The protagonist of the Movement was Wilham 
Temple, and among its most enthusiastic originators and supporters was 
Dick Sheppard, whose presence was itself a guarantee of vigorous and 
unconventional action. The first demand was for ‘‘a forward move,” 
a rather vague expression which was presently translated into an attempt 
“to win for the Church the liberty essential to fulness of hfe.” The 
Archbishop of Canterbury, who had a habitual distrust of phrases when 
he did not know exactly what they meant, was cautious and even a little 
discouraging. He felt it was unfair to charge the Archbishops with a 
lack of leadership when they had lately, on their own initiative, launclied 
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the Mission which begat the Movement. Nor did he feel that the 
Government, beset by the claims of the War, would be very sympathetic 
towards a peremptory demand for the terms on which the Church should 
be allowed her freedom. Lang was more m touch with the yoimger 
priests and was temperamentally more inclmed to sympathy with their 
discontents, though he too was critical of the sledge-hammer tactics 
they favoured. He was with Davidson on October 24th, 1918, when a 
deputation came to Lambeth. 

‘‘To our surprise,’’ he wrote, “some eighty men and women came, 
evidently determmed to let those two wily old men have it ! . . . Of 
all the speeches, except Temple’s, I can only say that the vigour was 
more conspicuous than the good taste. Dick’s, which he read, was, 
I am bound to say, both full and petulant. ... It is a thousand pities 
these good fellows have worked themselves up into this state of 
fevensh excitement. They will only spoil their good case. I think 
some of their supporters must have inwardly blushed at the taste 
and spirit of their remarks.” 

But His Grace of Canterbury was not a man to be hustled, and 
handled the impatient clergy with masterly skill. In 1913, as the upshot 
of a Resolution in the Representative Church Council, the Archbishops 
had appointed a Commission on Church and State, under the Chairman- 
ship of Lord Selbome, which published a unanimous Report in 1916. 
In effect its proposal was that the Representative Church Council, with 
certain changes, should receive statutory recognition and, subject to a 
Parliamentary veto, have real legislative powers in Church matters. 
The scheme received the general approval of the Church, but was put 
in cold storage till the end of the War. Meanwhile an Assoaation was 
founded to watch over the plan and ensure its eventual emergence in 
legislative form. The Archbishop of Canterbury now arranged a match 
between this official and respectable Church Self-government Association 
and the hvely and more emancipated Life and Liberty Movement. The 
Association’s plan, he urged, gave nearly all the Movement demanded : 
let the two work together and not separately. So the turbulent torrent 
of Life and Liberty was drawn off to supply the power which would 
drive the wheels of the offiaal machine; and at the end of 1919 the 
Association’s scheme found its fulfilment in the Enabling Act, imder 
which the Church Assembly was constituted. This outcome, which 
gravely alarmed the Erastian-minded, also disappointed some of the 
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more ardent spirits of Life and Liberty, who would probably have 
preferred the completer freedom of Disestabhshment ; and even before 
the scheme had become a Bill, Gore, objecting to the Baptismal franchise, 
for the last time sent in his resignation 

Lang’s approach to these questions may have been guided to some 
extent by his affectionate admiration for Dick Sheppard and the work 
he had begun to do at St. Martin-in-the-Fields. The Archbishop did 
not altogether approve when in 1914 Dick, without consulting him, 
abandoned his parish and went to France ; but through the letters which 
soon began to arrive at Bishopthorpe, the horror, the sufering, but also 
the opportunities of the War came closer than by any other medium. 
*TVe sat in a dugout,” Dick wrote, “expecting the Germans at any 
moment all through one night. I’ve held a leg and several other hmbs 
while the surgeon amputated them. I’ve fought a drunken Tommy and 
protected several German prisoners from a French mob. I’ve missed 
a thousand opportunities and hved through a hfe’s experience in five 
weeks.” Later Dick was with the French, had his baptism of fire, and 
joined m an infantry attack. “He says,” Lang wrote to Wilfnd Parker, 
“he only knows that he ran towards and not away from the enemy, but 
could only say his prayers, shut his eyes and run.” 

The Archbishop, too, was to have a glimpse of the realities of war. 
In the summer of 1915, on the invitation of Lord JelHcoe, he visited the 
Grand Fleet at Scapa, Invergordon and Rosyth. He spent about a month 
with the sailors, going from ship to ship and speaking at crowded 
gatherings of officers and men. In the opinion of the lower deck he was 
“a nice sort of cove” and “a good plain speaker,” adjectives more suited 
to a cook than to an Archbishop. He described his visit in an article to 
the Times, and the general view (as given by the Church Times) was 
that “the right man had said the right thmg.” 

Two years later he visited the Western Front, staying with each 
Army Commander in turn. Once more he addressed a large number of 
meetings, but his “main business” was to attend the Chaplains’ Con- 
ferences. “It is good to see the discontent which prevails with the con- 
ventional ways of the Church,” he wrote. Life and Liberty were moving 
and the Chaplains were outspoken, one of them describing the Bishops 
as “like hens, who laid eggs, but could not hatch them.” “They have 
not much of a sense of proportion,” was Lang’s comment, “and arc 
very ignorant of the position and problems of the Church at home.” 
Consequently they were “m some danger of adjusting the Church to 
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the Army rather than of lifting the Army to the Church. Here and there 
there were signs of a rather carping sort of criticism, and of an attitude 
towards the Bishops which is unjust and not very seemly among men 
who ought to be learning the disapline of respect to superior officers.’* 
The occasions that remained most in his memory were the addresses 
he delivered to six brigades of the Vth Army, just before they made an 
attack ; a Sung Eucharist to more than a hundred Chaplains at Toe H 
in Poperinghe; a meeting of about five hundred Generals and Staff 
Officers of the 1 st Army ; his visits to the battlefields of the Somme, 
Messines and Vimy, during one of which he came under fire, a shell 
dropping some fifty yards away ; his service at Bapaume and the talk 
he gave to about three thousand men ; and finally the Confirmation of 
thirty Kaffius at Abbeville. 

He brought away with him one or two agreeable stories. A Brigadier 
of the Vth Army had just told his men that a Hve German was a curse 
to civilisation and that therefore they must take no prisoners. After 
Lang had spoken, he amended his instructions, '‘You heard what I 
said. Well, after the Archbishop’s words, you may take a few prisoners.” 

As Lang was returning in a small steamer from Boulogne he had a 
curious experience. 

Just as the steamer was leavmg — the hawsers let loose, the paddle 
wheels beginning to turn — suddenly a gangway was thrust across, so 
hidden by men that it was impossible to see what it contained : was 
it a horse, or what ? Curious to see what the creature was, I went 
down to the hold, and behold ! it was Ramsay MacDonald ! He 
had gone out to see the Red Cross work. His views about the War 
— ^very creditable to his conscience — ^were notorious. When he had 
left Dover, the crew had struck and were with difficulty persuaded to 
go on with such a passenger. What I had seen was the way in which 
he was at the last moment smuggled on board on his return. Yet 
within seven years he was Prime Minister of England. 

On the home front of the Church not much was to be recorded of 
the years of war. The appointment of Lang’s old friend, Hensley 
Henson, to the See of Hereford provoked an angry agitation ; but that 
trouble belonged to Canterbury and not to York. In 1918 the Govern- 
ment at last succeeded in getting an Education Bill through Parliament, 
Mr. Fisher s Act receiving the steady support of both Archbishops. 
Lang, in face of every difficulty, continued his Visitation of the Diocese. 

258 



THE WAR (1914-19x8) 

With the increasing pressure of work his spare time was cut still further, 
but he managed an occasional escape to Cuddesdon, with all its memories 
of “a clear call I could not resist’’ ; and each summer he was able to 
spend a short time at his new Highland home of Ballure, where for the 
first years Norman and his wife were regular guests. 

He had his opportunity of carrying out what was perhaps his most 
eminent service in the War early in 1918, when the Episcopal Church 
of the United States invited him to pay that country a visit. don’t 
want to go,” he wrote. ‘'It is hard to leave home at this time. I dislike 
American fuss and publicity.” But with warm encouragement from 
Mr. A. J. Balfour and Mr. W. H. Page, the American Ambassador in 
London, and after an assurance that his meetings would not be limited 
to church-people, he accepted the invitation. “He was not,” he told 
Convocation, “so much afraid of being killed by the malice of the 
enemy as by the kmdness of one’s friends.” He asked Dick Sheppard to 
accompany him as his chaplain ; and Dick, unable to go, recommended 
Mr. F. A, Iremonger, a most successful choice. 

They had a stormy passage across the Atlantic Mr. Iremonger 
“existed on 'Mothersill’ and apples,” but Lang himself was unaffected. 
On arrival in New York he stayed at the house of Mr. Stuyvesant Fish, 
sleeping in a room “fit only for a Pope” ; and at once he plunged into 
a programme of sermons, speeches, luncheons, dinners and interviews, 
enough to daunt even the most insatiable of workers in the Church of 
England. At one of the first luncheons he met “a charming-looking 
yoimg man, who greatly took my fancy”: his name was Franklin 
Roosevelt. He took tea and talked with a then more celebrated kinsman, 
Theodore the ex-President, who had just come out of a nursing home 
after a serious operation to one of his eyes. After the interview Lang 
recalled and confirmed the Oxford verdict — “Matter jS— ; Man a4“.” 
There was an inevitable and impressive Pilgrims’ Dinner at the Waldorf- 
Astoria, and during his week in New York he made sixteen speeches. 

A whirlwind tour followed round some of the principal cities of the 
Atlantic seaboard and die Middle West. At Washington, which he 
reached on Holy Saturday, he heard of die death of “my dear old friend 
and spiritual guide, Scott Holland. It is glorious to think of what the 
other world will be bringing to him — all the longings of his eager spirit 
being satisfied ; but his going leaves a great blank in my life.” No one 
ever would or could fill that blank. There was a day when a freshman 
from Glasgow went to church in Oxford to hear a preacher who looked 
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like “a mediaeval monk” and had “a good Enghsh style.” There was 
another day when a very perplexed yoimg man arrived with a letter of 
introduction from Lord Robert Cecil and enquiries about a vocation 
for the priesthood. There were later days of close and happy association 
in Amen Court. There were, finally, fleeting visits to Bishopthorpe, 
when the Archbishop would put aside Diocese, friends and engagements, 
to walk up and down the garden with his ‘‘dear Scotty.” Scott Holland 
was one of the very few men who knew Cosmo Lang through and 
through. 

But he had httlc time for mourning. He was in the toils of his 
Amencan programme, and in Washington the work was important 
and interesting. There was his “cousin” at the White House, to whom 
Walter Page had written : “The Archbishop is a man and a brother, a 
humble, earnest, companionable fellow, with most charmmg manners 
and an attractive personahty, a good friend of mine . . . you will enjoy 
him.” Lang paid a formal call at the White House and dined there the 
same evening. He had a long conversation with the President, about 
literature and life, war and the commg peace. “Felt all the time I was 
talking to a man with some great quaUties rather than to a great man.” 
Indeed, he had a shght sense of a rebuff when he told Wilson how in 
New York he had spoken to the Chamber of Commerce and it had 
seemed to him that the souls of its members had been moved. “It is 
something,” replied the President dnly, “to know that these gentlemen 
have souls.” 

At Washington he was bemg photographed on a lawn with a group 
of prominent persons when the operator noticed that the Archbishop’s 
pectoral Cross was caught in his belt. Runmng across the grass, the 
man flipped it free with his finger, saying, “I guess you’d look a dum 
sight better if you showed your charm.” This was an occasion when 
the Archbishop was not amused. 

On April 2nd Lang was at the Capitol and was asked to open a 
meeting of the Senate with prayer, a graceful comphment to a visiting 
ecclesiastic. On the 3rd he was at Baltimore and on the 4th at Pittsburg, 
where he addressed seven hundred business men, one of whom Mr. 
iremonger overheard saying, “I wish we had a bit more of that kind of 
talk : it blows the froth off this job.” 

So the tour went on, very much to the pattern of a hundred pro- 
grammes for visiting Britons of distinction. The Archbishop was 
without any doubt a success ; the intention was always complimentary, 
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even behind the statement of a reporter that '‘the Archbishop of York, 
though not of particularly striking appearance, has a much more refined 
voice than the average Enghshman/* In forty days Lang visited sixteen 
cities and dehvered eighty-one addresses to about a hundred thousand 
people ; and in the opinion of the Bntish Ambassador, Lord Reading, 
wherever he went, his personality made an impression equalled by no 
European visitor except perhaps Marshal Joffre. 

He ended with a short visit to Canada, to Ottawa, Montreal and 
Toronto. At Ottawa, where he was the guest of the Governor-General 
(the Duke of Devonshire), he was dressuig for dinner when a cable was 
handed to him. It was from the faithful Booker — “Chaplain Gibbs 
killed 29tli March.'’ It was, Lang told his brother Norman, “literally 
as though I had lost my own son" ; and although he brought himself 
to go downstairs and dme and talk as though nothmg had happened, for 
some weeks Edward’s death was seldom out of his thoughts. His sense 
of loss was even more poignant on his return to Bishopthorpe, where 
there was so much to remind him of his beloved chaplam ; and early 
in June he was writing to tell Wilfrid Parker of a “charming" dream 
he had had “about Edward — commg to me, smilmg and radiant, and 
saying, ‘Thank God, there are no sermons here !”’ 

On April loth he was back in New York. He spent the week-end 
with J. P. Morgan on Long Island, where Sunday, in spite of his grief, 
was “one of the happiest days of my hfe." That week-end began a 
fncndship “for which I have a gratitude no words can express" ; it was 
one of the most valued gifts of the American tour and was to last until 
organ’s death in 1943. 

Lang returned to New York for a few last engagements, including 
a luncheon with Colonel House, where with ex-President Taft, Elihu 
Root and others he discussed the new design for a League of Peace ; on 
the 15th he was aboard the Cedric; and early next day the skyscrapers 
and the Statue of Liberty melted out of sight behmd him in the morning 
mist. 

On Sunday the 28th he reached York after an absence of nearly 
three months. The Minster bells rang a chime of welcome, and at 
Bishopthorpe the whole village was waiting in iSront of the house to 
greet him. “It seems to me now like a wonderful dream," he wrote of 
his journey. There was, it is true, an ugly uprush of the old cnticism, 
when something he had said in New York at a Three Hours’ Service on 
Good Friday about the need to forgive our ‘enemies was misreported and 
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misinterpreted by tte Press, The “sacred memories’" were exhumed 
and some of the comments distressed the Archbishop. Eventually the 
Daily Mail, which was leading the htmt, was dismounted by a daring 
sortie from Iremonger and was even induced to a not very gracious 
recantation. Apart from tins episode, the success of the tour was generally 
recognised. “It was,” said the Westminster Gazette, “one of the most 
moving and memorable visits ever paid by an Englishman to the United 
States.” To a degree unsurpassed by any previous visitor he had brought 
home to a vast variety of audiences “all that Great Britain had con- 
tributed to the common cause, her achievements by land and sea, her 
sacrifices, her labour, and her wealth” ; while, “with insistent emphasis,” 
he had urged Americans to remember how great were the moral issues 
involved. By an American verdict “his visit ranks along with those of 
Marshal Joffre and Mr. Balfour as those which have produced the greatest 
impression upon our people.” 

With the failure of the German offensive, the brilliant British 
attacks of the summer, and the growing weight of American interven- 
tion, the War was drawing to a close. For Lang the four years had been 
a time of some achievement, but even more of setback, of sorrow and 
of disappointment. Till 1914 his ship had sailed forward steadily to a 
favouring breeze. The weather was fair and every omen was propitious. 
After 1914 it was checked by adverse winds and roughly buiSeted by 
the waves ; so that progress, if progress there might be, was slow and 
grudging. But on November nth rehef at the ending of the sorrow, 
carnage and sacrifice predominated over any feeling of frustration and 
failure. He was in London on Armistice Day, and on November 12th 
attended St. Paul’s for the Solemn Te Deum. “Even I, who thrill less 
and less as the years pass, was stirred,” he wrote to Wilfrid Parker. 

So the awful shadow of these four bad years passed. When I look 
back, in spite of all the horrors and the barren fruit they brought, I 
cannot think, as I have said, that we could honourably have kept out 
of the War. But the course of it proved that once war is let loose, 
all sorts of evil passions are let loose with it, that it is in itself futile 
as well as horrible ; and that mere victory is barren. Two things 
trouble my conscience : one, that perhaps more heed should have 
been paid to the proposals of the famous Lansdowne letter ; the 
other that, like others, I was too blind to the character of the final 
Versailles Treaty, its lack of the true wisdom of magnanimity, its 

262 



THE WAR (1914.-1918) 

obsession with the past, its failure to foresee the future. Certainly 
the dregs of the War poisoned from the first the hopes of bringing 
in some better order of human life. 

Yet I cannot brmg myself to believe that mere negative pacificism 
is right in this mixed and perverse world. I still mamtain, as I used 
to do in those now distant days, that peace in itself is not an ideal ; 
it might be a state of things attendant upon the achievement of ideals, 
of justice, of freedom, and — ^in its widest sense — of love. The thing 
to labour for is not the mere abolition of war but the transformation 
of the conditions, social, political, international, which lead to it. 
This must be the witness and work of the Church of Christ. Would 
that it could speak and act as one body, that even now Christians in 
every part of the world could put the patriotism of the Kingdom of 
God before every other ! 



chapter XXIII 

‘‘AN APPEAL TO ALL CHRISTIAN PEOPLE’’ 


A mong the prayers and. resolutions which Lang jotted down on 
L the eve of his Ordination was an intention “to promote the unity 
of the Church in Great Britain.” By this he surely meant more than 
merely a lessening of doctrinal and ceremonial differences within the 
Church of England. Very much in his mmd, then and always, was the 
Church of his forbears and his youth. Long after it had ceased to claim 
him, his respect and affection for it were strong ; and any approach to 
Reunion which should overlook the EstabHshed Church of Scotland 
would have been inconceivable to him. He was conscious of an mtel- 
lectual kinship which to the end of his life found frequent expression in 
word and phrase. His own associations, too, had been, through his 
father, with the “High Church” element in the Kirk, which neither in 
behef nor in practice was very far from Anghcanism. Nor was he 
without experience of the practical disadvantages of separation. It irked 
him to be unable, save on some exceptional occasion, to worship in his 
mother’s Kirk ; and the “Balmoral problem” was with him to the end 
of his days. It is perhaps not an unfair conjecture that in his heart of 
hearts lurked a faint and muted regret that across the Border his place 
was in the Episcopal Church and not in the Established Kuk. 

With the former his relations were correct and perfectly cordial ; but, 
so far as is known, he never had a thought of making it his own Church 
by anything more than formal acknowledgment. When he left the 
Kirk he joined the Church of England ; and though later, through his 
chaplaincy at Largie, he had a licence from the Episcopal Church of 
Scotland, he otherwise stood a httle aloof from its life and activities, 
almost as though he were an Enghsh visitor. This attitude may be 
accounted for partly by a desire not to make difficulties for his father ; 
and partly possibly by a recollection of the slight resentment felt by many 
Presbyterians at the very large claims of a very small Church. More than 
once he protested against the air of patronage assumed by some priests 
of the Episcopal Church, and particularly by those — more numerous 
then than now — ^who had been imported from England and were hable 
to forget that in Scotland they were the Nonconformists. 
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So at Leeds, when a visiting Bishop of Edinburgh delivered an address 
on the Episcopal Church of Scotland, Lang commented, severely and 
rather audaciously, “on those assumptions of superiority which hmdered 
sympathetic relations with the Estabhshed Church, giving as an instance 
the recent transformation of incumbents into rectors.** 

One of his fellow-curates at Leeds was J. G. Simpson, “the Prophet,** 
whose background was not unlike his own. He came of a B order family ; 
he claimed an ancestor hanged m Edmburgh for resistance to prelacy ; 
and he was a son of the Manse who had taken Orders m the Church 
of England. Naturally, therefore, the relations between Prelacy and 
Presbytery were often discussed by two young men each of whom, as 
Simpson recalls, had “the Eurk in his bones.’* 

Lang went on to Magdalen, and Simpson to St. Mary*s, Edinburgh, 
but they corresponded regularly for some years, often about “the 
Scottish question**; and in October 1894, with Simpson’s encourage- 
ment, Lang accepted an invitation to address the Representative Coimcil 
of the Episcopal Church at Aberdeen, where, as he told his friend, he 
proposed to hold “a ‘watching brief* for the Kirk.** The point of view 
he put in his address is of especial mterest as differing httle, if at all, in 
essentials from the point of view he was to express more than a quarter 
of a century later at a Lambeth Conference. 

Episcopahans, he said, should work for union, not by individual 
conversion, though this might sometimes be necessary, nor by absorption, 
but by a sharing of the good thmgs possessed by each Church. The 
process neither should nor could be hurried : it was not yet the time for 
“official overtures between orgamsed bodies.** But preliminary steps 
should be taken. The first of these was to find and emphasise points of 
agreement : the points of difference could be dealt with later. (Here 
again he anticipated his later technique.) Anghcans, he maintained, had 
more in common with Presbytenans than was generally allowed, par- 
ticularly with the school of thought represented by the Scottish Church 
Society and of course by his own father. Then there must be “recog- 
nition that for a hundred and tliirty years after the Reformation, Epis- 
copacy and Presbyterianism flowed together in a confused stream.” 
Although at the Revolution of 1688 their courses had separated, signs 
were not wanting that “these two main currents are again approaching.” 
But before there could be serious talk of reunion Episcopalians must 
change their attitude towards Presbyterianism. They must show tact, 
considerateness, a clear and large aim. 
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The reactions, if any, to this plain speaking are unrecorded. By the 
custom of those days an address of this sort was not subsequently debated ; 
and in any case the speaker was no high authority in the Anglican 
Communion, but a young and almost unknown Dean of Divinity from 
an Oxford College. Yet that the paper was not regarded as altogether 
without significance may be deduced from the fact that in the following 
year it was printed and pubHshed in Edmburgh. It fairly expressed an 
opinion from which the author was never seriously to deviate. 

While Lang might have moments of impatience with the Episcopal 
Church of Scotland, he was always punctilious towards it. When, two 
years after the address, he was invited to preach to the students of the 
University of St. Andrews, on discovering that the sermon would have 
to be delivered not, as he had supposed, in an academic building, but in 
a kirk, he wrote to the Bishop of St. Andrews for approval ; and when 
the Bishop objected, Lang refused the invitation, not because he agreed 
with the Bishop’s point of view, but because he believed that on a matter 
of this kind the opimon of the relevant authority' in the Episcopal Church 
must be final. 

Although in 1894 Lang could speak of Reunion in terms of an 
approaching issue, in the following quarter of a century it moved very 
little nearer the foreground of men’s minds. The Church of England 
was still chewing the cud of its domestic troubles, and the Church of 
Scotland was rather too busy accomplishing a reunion of Presbyterians 
to look beyond its borders. Such impatience of Christian divisions as 
was manifested was mostly in the mission field, as at Kikuyu in 
Africa or among the Churches of South India. It was true that the 
Bishop of London had had talks with Wesleyans, that the American 
Episcopal Church had been considering a proposal for the Ordination 
of Congregationalist ministers, that ia 1910 an International Missionary 
Conference met at Edinburgh, and that in the same year there was a 
plan for a World Conference on Faith and Order. But these faint stirrings 
of conscience were all that could be recorded. 

The War of 1914-1918, however, brought the whole question forward 
and gave it urgency ; in part from a consciousness that rehgious division 
was one of the circumstances which had made such a catastrophe possible, 
in part perhaps from a sense of shame that in every belligerent country 
the Church had given almost unreserved fealty to the secular power, 
and in part through an attraction to the idea of religious unity equivalent 
to the attraction towards secular unity which was bringing to birth a 
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League of Nations. However this may be, in the contemporary phrase 
Reunion was *‘in the air.” Other and equally vexing questions were 
bound to come before the Lambeth Conference of 1920 — the bounds 
within which the Modernists should be restricted, Marriage and Divorce, 
Theosophy, Spiritualism, Christian Science, the Ministry of Women; 
but before all and overshadowing all was the problem of Reunion. 
What line should the Conference take, or should it take any line at all ? 
Should it content itself with a procession of blameless generahties, which 
would win the unanimous assent of three hundred and jSfty Bishops and 
in fact not advance the cause of Reunion by an inch ? Or should it 
attempt the apparently impossible task of securing a wide mcasure^pf 
agreement on some action which would transport the whole question 
from the realm of distant ideals into that of practical politics ? 

That the second and not the first course should have been followed 
was owing mainly to Lang, the Chairman of the Reunion Committee. 
He did not come to his task in a very hopeful spirit. “ It seems humanly 
impossible,” he wrote to his mother, “to get a crowd of Bishops repre- 
senting every possible point of view, and already disclosing great cleav- 
ages of principle, to umte in any proposals short of mere platitudes.” 
Since the “crowd of Bishops” included those of Zanzibar, Mombasa 
and Uganda, who had collided so recently and violently at Kukuyu, 
besides such pertinacious controversiahsts as the Bishop of Durham, the 
obstacles may well have seemed insuperable. No one, in fact, expected 
much more from the discussions than a reajfirmation of the Lambeth 
Quadrilateral, first enunciated in 1888, accompanied possibly by some 
unimportant concessions to local or sectarian opimon. Nor in the first 
sittings of the Committee did any larger result appear to be materiahsing. 
Various schemes from different parts of the world were presented and 
criticised, but no real progress was made; the only hopeful portent 
being the unexpectedly sympathetic attitude of the Bishop of Zanzibar. 
Some of his episcopal brethren, with Kikuyu fresh in their memories, 
had been filled with foreboding : to the more timorous it was as though 
a lean alley cat had stalked into a company of plump pigeons. At the 
least, his appointment to the Committee deahng with Reunion had 
seemed to guarantee a minority of at least one against any favouring 
decision that was likely to be reached. To the general surprise, however, 
he showed himself readier than some of his colleagues to envisage an 
arrangement by which non-Episcopal Churches might be brought 
within the framework of a united Church. 
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Yet It was Lang who suddenly and dramatically lifted the whole 
question to another plane with the idea of “An Appeal to all Christian 
People.” “I took the hne from the first,” he wrote to Wilfrid Parker, 
“that it was useless to consider projects and proposals in different parts 
of the world until we had agreed upon the ideal of unity that we must 
seek. ...” This ideal was to be expressed in a letter addressed not to 
Churches but to people, and to be not so much an argument or an 
attempt at negotiation as an appeal for co-operation in overcoming the 
sin of disunity. The first draft was largely the work of some of the 
younger Bishops who gathered for the purpose in the Lollards* Tower, 
and Dr. Bell has given the Archbishop of Canterbury’s description of 
the subsequent crucial meetmg on July i8th, in the garden of Lambeth 
Palace, when 

A little group sat all the afternoon under the tree on the lawn. It 
consisted of the two Archbishops, Bishop PJiinelander of Penn- 
sylvania, Bishop Brent, the Bishop of Peterborough. . . . We went 
through the various drafts, Resolutions, etc. which had been suggested, 
but on the whole decided to transpose it into an Appeal of a consecu- 
tive sort. 

“For the first week,” Lang wrote to his mother, “I seemed like 
a skipper, sitting at the tiller attempting to keep his boat going on a 
bit of water where cross tides and currents moved it to and fro and 
prevented it from makmg any headway; then after a week there 
came a puff of a fair wind and I put on all sail and finally reached the 
harbour of a unammous Report.” 

When the Report came before the full Conference, the puff became 
“a mighty rushmg wmd,” and in less than a day carried the Report 
right through. It was mexpHcable unless God had some purpose in the 
Appeal. “We may ourselves bungle that purpose and the world may be 
blind to it, but none the less I shall remain convinced that some purpose 
was there.” 

The Appeal was prefaced by an Encychcal Letter which claimed that 
men had begun to think of the Reunion of Chnstendom “not as a laud- 
able ambition or a beautiful dream, but as an imperative necessity.” The 
Appeal itself began with an admission that the Lambeth Bishops were 
conscious of sharing in the sin of disunion. “We acknowledge this 
condition of broken fellowship to be contrary to God’s will, and we 
desire frankly to confess our share in the guilt of thus cripphng the Body 
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of Christ and hindering the activity of His Spirit/’ The times called for 
“a new outlook and new measures.” The separated groups of Christians 
must “agree in forgetting the things which are behind and reaching out 
towards the goal of a reimited Catholic Church . . . within whose visible 
unity all the treasures of faith and order, bequeathed as a heritage by the 
past to the present, shall be possessed in common, and made serviceable 
to the whole Body of Christ.” The unity foreshadowed by this vision 
of the future must rest upon a “whole-hearted acceptance” of the Holy 
Scriptures, the Creeds, the Sacraments of Baptism and Holy Communion, 
and a Mimstry with ApostoUc authority — practically a reafErmation of 
the Lambeth Quadrilateral. It was recognised that while the first three 
conditions might present Uttle difficulty, the claim that an Episcopate 
was “the one means of providmg such a ministry” would not easily be 
commended to the non-Episcopal Churches. While thankfully acknow- 
ledging the working of the Holy Spirit in these, the Appeal nevertheless 
urged that the Episcopate “is now and will prove to be m the future the 
best mstrument for maintaining the unity and continuity of the Church.” 
It went on to make one of the most significant proposals that had ever 
come from a Lambeth Conference. 

If the authorities of other Communions should so desire, we arc 
persuaded that, terms of union having been otherwise satisfactorily 
adjusted, Bishops and Clergy of our Communion would wtillingly 
accept from these authorities a form of commission or recognition 
which would commend our mimstry to their congregations, as having 
its place in the one family life. 

The offer was made “in all sincerity as a token of our longing that all 
mmistries of grace,” episcopal or otherwise, would be enabled to serve 
together in a united Church. It was hoped that “the same motive would 
lead ministers who have not received it to accept a commission through 
episcopal ordination, as obtaining for them a ministry throughout the 
whole fellowship.” 

The action, therefore, was to be reciprocal. No one was asked to 
repudiate his past : everyone was asked to enlarge the scope of his future 
service, non-Anglicans by episcopal Ordmation, Anghcans by some 
equivalent commission. 

Appended to the Appeal were a number of Resolutions dealmg with 
some of the questions which were bound to arise. While the Conference 
could not “approve of general schemes of iiiter-commumon or exchange 
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of pulpits/* it suggested two important concessions, “in view of prospects 
and projects of reunion.** 

(1) A Bishop is justified in giving occasional authorisation to 
ministers, not episcopally ordamed, who in his judgment are working 
towards an ideal of umon such as is described in our Appeal, to preach 
in churches within his Diocese, and to clergy of the Diocese to preach 
in the churches of such ministers ; 

(2) The Bishops of the Anglican Communion will not question 
the action of any Bishop who, in the few years between the initiation 
and the completion of a defimte scheme of union, shall countenance 
the irregularity of admitting to Commumon the baptised but un- 
confirmed Communicants of the non-episcopal congregations con- 
cerned in the scheme. 

“The Appeal and the Resolution,** wrote the biographer of Randall 
Davidson, “were almost unbeHevable after everything that had been 
said before the Conference began. Not only were the lions in the path 
overcome, but something new and creative had been done, and a great 
blow struck for the Reumon of Christendom.** 

Lang gave some account of the proceedmgs in his private letters. 

“I think all will agree . . .** he told Wilfrid Parker on August loth, 
“the memorable occasion of the Conference was the reception of 
the Report of the Committee on Reunion, of which I was Chairman, 
by the full Conference. You can imderstand how impossible I 
thought it would be to get any kind of common mind when I found 
myself presidmg over a Committee of 70 Bishops, representing every 
sort of problem and conviction from Zanzibar to Durham, but 
gradually in a ve'ry wonderful way we seemed to be drawn together. 

. . . Having got thmgs through the Committee, I was afraid that the 
remaining 200 Bishops, who had not worked together as we had for 
a fortnight of ceaseless toil, would cut the thing to bits. Instead of 
that, when I presented the Report it seemed to be taken out of my 
hands and what Neville^ called ‘a rushing mighty wind’ seemed 
to sweep away difficulties and criticisms, and instead of days of 
amrious discussion, the Appeal and its accompanying Resolutions 
were adopted in less than one day, with only a handful of Bishops 

^ Neville Talbot, Bishop of Pretoria. 
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objecting. I think most of us who were present will not forget that 
day, for it was difficult — to me impossible — to think that this wind 
was other than the wind of the Spirit ; anyhow, I must believe that 
somehow God has a purpose in a thing which comes with so much 
unanimity from 200 Bishops who really prayed and asked for 
guidance at a critical time. Of the younger Bishops both Neville 
and your old friend, Nassau,^ were on the Committee and both 
were very useful in different ways. Perhaps the most useful person 
was Zanzibar, who, imless he yields to some fit of reaction, is whole- 
hearted in support of the principles of our Appeal.” 

He wrote again on August 21st : 

Remembering as I do all the difficulties of our Committee, and all 
the care and thought that went to the framing of every sentence, 
knowing as I do the many difficulties of a practical kmd which xmderlie 
the words that are used, I am surprised, not to say awed, by the way 
in which first the Conference itself received and adopted it with 
practical unanimity, and, second, by the response which it has so far 
had in the Chnstian world. Here is dear old Hahfax writing that few 
things in his life have given him more pleasure. And on the other 
hand here is Scott Lidgett ^ saying that it is the most remarkable 
document issued since the Reformation ; Shakespeare,® saying that 
“it is the finger of God” ; Horton,^ that it creates a new epoch ; and 
Zanzibar pleading with all his fellow-Cathohcs that they will make 
it their guidmg vision for years to come. How can one doubt, 
with all this in mind, that there is some purpose of God in this 
thing? 

When, in Dr. Bell’s words, every allowance has been made for Lang’s 
“immense influence in the shaping of the Appeal, and in its presentation 
to, and acceptance by the Conference,” the great surprise was the attitude 
of the Bishop of Zanzibar. Incalculable he would always be, at least to 
the majority who did not fully follow his thought. Difficult he would 
often be, as when he told his colleagues grimly that “to-day might be the 
last day on which he could attend the Committee.” But his champion- 

^ The Rt. Rev. Roscow Shedden, Bishop of Nassau 1919-1931. 

2 A prominent member of the L.C.C. and Editor of the Methodist Times, 

® Secretary of the Baptist Union. 

The Rev. R. F. Horton (Congregationalist), President of the National Free Churdi 
Council 1927. 
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sHip of the principle underlying the Appeal was as eloquent as it had been 
unexpected, and he carried over to its support many who were wavering 
and might have drifted into opposition. He and the Bishop of Durham 
became firm friends, and towards the close of the Conference the Bishops 
of Zanzibar, Uganda and Mombasa were photographed, grouped round 
the Archbishop of Canterbury, an agreeable footnote to Kikuyu and a 
propitious omen for the cause of Reunion. 

The Appeal, as Lang wrote to Parker, was carried through the Con- 
ference by almost universal acclamation, the Bishops rising and singing 
the Doxology. Nor was its reception m the world outside less favourable. 
It was translated into six languages, was vudely read in many lands, and 
attracted an attention never before accorded to the pronouncements of 
a Lambeth Conference. 

But the real test, as the Archbishops were the first to recogmse, was 
in what was to follow. The Appeal was to be no passing proclamation, 
lightly made and soon forgotten. Nor, on the other hand, did any 
rational person expect it to sweep the world into religious Reunion on 
a tidal wave of enthusiasm. What was hoped for was rather a gradual 
but steady approach of separated bodies, a process of discussion and 
explanation, leadmg to a better understanding and a firmer desire for 
fellowship, no sudden blaze, but a slow fire on which the instruments of 
future union would be forged. Nor by this test may the achievement of 
1920 be written off a failure, as many, includmg that most candid of 
friends and acidulated of critics. Dr. Hensley Henson, have written it. 
It gave an impetus to Reunion, the force of which is not yet spent. 
Indeed, its various sequels are a sufficient theme for a separate volume. 
The South India Scheme, although its starting-point was a meeting in 
Tranquebar in 1919, received powerful reinforcement from the Appeal. 
There have been recurring Conferences with the Free Churches, resulting, 
it is true, in no plan of Union, but fostenng a new and happier relation- 
ship. There were the Conversations at Malines, in which the zeal of 
Lord Hahfax harnessed itself to the Appeal. There has been a continuing 
rapprochement with the Orthodox Church, between whom and the 
Anglican Communion no insurmountable barrier can be said to exist. 
There has been a growing friendsliip between Canterbury and York on 
the one side and some of the Churches of the Continent on the other. 
The Conference on Faith and Order at Lausanne in 1937 and at Edinburgh 
in 1937, although not in a direct fine of descent from the Appeal, un- 
doubtedly derived from it an effective encouragement. Nor do these 
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by any means exhaust the consequences, direct and indirect, of the 
Conference of 1920, at home, in Europe, and in countries overseas. 

During the twenty years that followed the Appeal, Lang as Arch- 
bishop, first of York and then of Canterbury, had his full share m all 
this work. Truly the Appeal itself and its aftermath may be said to be 
his greatest contribution not merely to the Church of England but to 
Christendom. The Bishop of Chichester, who is in a position to judge, 
has given a verdict upon his work. 

It (Reunion) was a cause particularly dear to Lang, and he played his 
fiill part in the Lambeth Conference of 1920 and its sequels. Here 
beyond doubt his was the master mind. It was Lang who conceived 
the Appeal and in the main put it into words, after what seemed an 
impasse in the Reunion Committee’s proceedings. It was Lang who 
commended it to the full Conference, It was Lang again who 
followed it up with the Church of Scotland and the Free Churches. 
He took the labouring oar. And there is no man in the whole 
AngHcan Communion who has left a deeper impression on the Unity 
movement in that Communion between 1920 and 1947 than Lang. 
Temple m certain special respects extended its influence more widely, 
for he went far outside Ecclesia Anglicana ; but Lang, especially by 
his promotion of the Appeal of 1920, by his leadership m the Joint 
Conferences with Free Churchmen, and by setting his seal on the 
Oecumenical Conferences in 1937, took the significant decisions for 
the Church of England and its sister Churches. And certainly it was 
Lang, rather than Davidson, who gave it the principal impetus while 
the two were Archbishops together. 

The Free Churches of England were the first to respond to the 
Appeal. In September 1920 a Provisional Statement was issued under 
the joint authority of the Federal Council of the Evangelical Free Churches 
and the National Free Church Council. This was followed on December 
8th by a Conference at Lambeth, when the two Archbishops, supported 
by six Diocesan Bishops, met a special committee of Free Churchmen. 
At this stage the danger, the Archbishops noted after the meeting, was 
that people in their eagerness would try to move too fast. But there 
were no short cuts to Reunion, which could only come when the 
Lambeth principles had been “thoroughly understood and assimilated.” 

Early in 1921 the two Free Church Councils published The Free 
Churches and the Lambeth Appeal^ an important pronouncement which 
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indicated a readiness to carry the discussion further. In April 1921 Lang 
spoke to the Assembly of the Baptist Union, and in May to the General 
Assembly of the Presbyterian Church of England. 

‘‘I am afraid both proceedmgs would be a great shock to your 
Anglican orthodoxy,” he wrote to Wilfrid Parker. “In both cases 
the reception was very cordial to me personally, but I do not tliink 
these good people have any real care about a visible Church at all. 
I am afraid that they are still content if only they can preach at St. 
PauPs and communicate at our altars. A great deal of thinking about 
the meaning of the Church must come before any union worth 
having is at all possible.” 

Nevertheless the movement went on. A series of conferences 
between representative Anglicans and Nonconformist leaders was pro- 
jected, and at the first of these, on November 30th, 1921, both Arch- 
bishops and nine Diocesan Bishops met twenty-five delegates from the 
Free Churches. This was the forerunner of twenty-two meetings, 
extending over four years Their importance perhaps lay not so much 
in anything that was said or in the measure of agreement discovered, as 
in the fact that they were held at all. Two hundred and sixty years had 
passed since the Savoy Conference brought Anghcans and Noncon- 
formists to the breach ; and now at last, in happier circumstances, the 
debate was being resumed 

The work of these conferences was controlled by a sub-committee, 
of which Lang was Chairman. “The outstanding personahty,” wrote 
Dr. Bell, was the Archbishop of York, whose concihatory spirit came 
as a surprise to some who had supposed him to be the most rigid of 
orthodox ecclesiastics. . . .” On him, too, fell the major share of the 
work of expounding the Appeal at meetings of every kind throughout 
the country ; and this he did in a campaign which must have recalled 
the old days of the East London Church Fund and the C.E.M.S. But 
now he was speaking not only to church-people, but to Nonconformists 
of all the leading denominations, and on them the impact of his eloquence 
and prsonality was impressive. After the Annual Assembly of the 
Baptist Union in 1921, Dr. Shakespeare wrote to Lang: “Your address 
was so persuasive that I said afterwards that if someone had risen and 
moved that we accept episcopal ordination, it would have been carried. 
I think perhaps this is an exaggeration, but something very near it would 
have been reached.” 
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On the Free Church side Dr. P. Carnegie Simpson ^ for the Presby- 
terians, Dr. Scott Lidgett for the Wesleyans, and Dr. Garvie ^ for the 
Congregationalists were most prominent. Although the intercourse 
was always anncable, wide differences of opinion between Anglicans 
and Nonconformists soon appeared, on the nature of the Church, on 
the need for episcopacy, on the proposal for Ordination, and on the 
minimum of common faith that would serve as a foundation for union. 
Having discovered where the principal points of difference were likely 
to arise, the Conference turned to those of agreement. A number of 
Articles, dealing with the nature of the Church, the Ministry and the 
Creeds, which Lang had drafted with many misgivings, to his astonish- 
ment were adopted with very few changes by his sub-committee. He 
could write with restrained enthusiasm to his brother Norman of 

a most remarkable meeting with my sub-committee of Bishops, 
Divines, and Nonconformists on Reunion, at which I submitted a 
number of propositions on which we seemed to have been agreed, 
expecting that when they saw them m a definite shape they would 
jib. Instead of that, most amazingly they were practically unanim- 
ously accepted. It remams to be seen what will happen to them when 
they are reported to a fuUer Committee which meets on May 24th. 
Whether they will ever see the light I don^t know, but if they did I 
think people would realise how much progress could be made if 
only leadmg Divines could get together and cease to think about 
their tails ! 

To his “thankful surprise” the propositions were subsequently 
accepted with “almost complete unammity” by the Joint Conference, 
and on the 26th he was agam writing to his brother ; 

It certainly exceeded all my expectations or anticipations that the 
Conference with almost complete imanimity accepted the draft 
which I had prepared for the sub-committee, and which was adopted 
with some amendments by them. It is certainly strange how step 
by step we seem to be led on, and I cannot beheve that having got 
so far we are not meant to get farther. But, as you say, the trouble 
both among ourselves and these good Nonconformists is that our 

^ Moderator of the Federal Council of the Free Churches of England i^26-‘i^2y and of 
the General Assembly of the Presbytenan Church of England 1928. 

® The Rev. A. E. Garvie, Chairman of the Congregational Union of England and 
Wales 1920, President of the National Free Church Counol 1923, Moderator of the Federal 
Council of the Free Churches 1928. 
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Ministers and people are a long way off the new spirit which is 
moving in their leaders; and I have a somewhat uncomfortable 
feehng that the Bishops did not take sufficient steps to spread the 
vision which they saw at Lambeth effectively among our own people, 
so that they could share it and take it up with enthusiasm as a real 
call, and give it expression in constant and fervent prayer. I don't 
feel somehow as if we had really appealed to the imagmation of the 
Church as we ought to have done. 

Yet there were grounds for sober thankfulness, if not for satisfaction. 
“I was particularly struck," he wrote in his notes, ‘'by Dr. Selbie ^ saying 
that though of course he might have expressed himself differently in 
some respects, he was prepared whole-heartedly to accept them (the 
drafted Articles) and to stand by them." They certainly represented a 
notable advance towards agreement, and though, when published, they 
were severely criticised by the British Weekly on one side and the Church 
Times on the other, from this conjunction, Lang remarked drily, “the 
usual inference may be drawn." 

The Episcopate was accepted by the Free Churchmen, without sub- 
scribing to any especial theory of its origin and character, while the 
Coimcil of the Presbyters and the Congregation of the Faithful were 
accepted by the Anghcans as “permanent elements in the order and life 
of a future United Church." 

The Federal Council of the Free Churches, meetmg in September, 
received the Report with sympathy, although some misgivmgs were 
expressed. It asked for a clarification of a number of doubtful points, 
and particularly of the proposal for Ordmation. Were the Anglicans 
ready to recognise the Free Churches as corporate parts of the Church 
of Christ? Would they consent to accompany the discussions with 
“acts of unity" between the Churches ? 

Lang answered the first of these questions in April 1923 when he said 
that “we must regard these mmistnes as mimstnes of Christ's Word and 
Sacraments withm ^ the Universal Church of Christ which is His Body." 
Three months later his statement was confirmed at a meeting of the 
Anglican representatives at Lambeth, the ministers being there described 
as “within their several spheres real ministers in the Universal Church." 

^ The Rev. W. B. Selhie, Principal of Mansfield College, Oxford, 1909-1932, Chairman 
of the Congregational Union i9i4-i9U> President of the National Free Church Council 
1917. 

* In his pnvate notes Lang emphasises the importance of the use of the word “ within ” 
and not “ of."’ 
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The difficulty, however, remained of determining who was a minister 
and what was a ministry within the meaning of the admission. The 
point was possibly of greater moment to Nonconformists than to 
Anghcans, as “even among the Free Churches themselves there may be 
ministries exercised by one which are regarded by another as in some 
respects, more or less important, irregular or inadequate.” However 
regular or adequate a ministry might be, Ordmation would still be 
required, and however irregular or inadequate, by Ordination entry 
into fiill communion would be possible ; although, as Lang had said in 
April, the process by which the different ministries could be admitted 
into a Umted Church was another question. 

The Federal Council, in its reply, regretted that no distinction was 
made between those who claimed to be already exercising a regular 
ministry and those who did not, and that for all, ministers of every kind 
and ordinary laymen too, the same procedure was suggested. Why, 
they asked, was it necessary to ordain men who were already in “real 
ministries of Christ’s Word and Sacraments in the Universal Church” ? 
“The way of reunion is not yet clear to any one of us,” they concluded. 

The Anghcans had some difficulty m meetmg this question, and in 
fact did not return an answer until two years later, when they pointed 
out that the matter was one not of spiritual efficacy but of due authority. 
They made two suggestions, either of which might, they thought, 
satisfy the Free Churches. One was to substitute for Ordination some 
form of solemn authorisation by a Bishop ; the other was for conditional 
Ordination. But on fuller reflexion the Bishops did not greatly favour 
the first idea, and the Free Churches were emphatic in rejecting the 
second. There for the moment the matter rested. The deliberations 
were suspended, and to many it seemed that a promising beginning had 
come to a disappointing end. Yet, if the discussions had no other result, 
they had brought together the representatives of Churches long separated 
and once deeply estranged. These had met and talked and prayed 
together, and thus the friendship and fellowship which are essential 
conditions to a union had been begotten. Nor was this all, for in meeting 
they had discovered an extent of agreement on doctrine hitherto un- 
suspected. 

Neither of the Archbishops, therefore, was disposed to acknowledge 
failure. Better than to marry in haste and to repent at leisure was such 
a slow process as they had seen unfolding. The groimd won must be 
consolidated. The leaders must advance further in mutual understanding, 
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and the laggards, whose backwardness was so often the target of Lang’s 
comments, must be brought to share their knowledge and sympathy. 
Later the discussions could be taken up at the point where they were 
suspended ; as indeed they would be after the Conference of 1930. 

In all this it is of some interest to note how closely the technique had 
followed that proposed by Lang at Aberdeen some thirty years earHer. 
The avoidance of all hurry, the emphasis on points of agreement, the 
more generous interpretation of history, the “clear and large aim,” and 
the establishment of friendHer personal relations — ^all had played their 
part in the discussions. 

In addition to his work as Chairman of the sub-committee, Lang 
had been assiduous in expounding the Appeal to the Free Churches. 
He was perhaps not qmte so forward as his brother-Archbishop in 
promoting the “acts of unity” for which the Nonconformists pressed. 
The Lambeth Conference, while not approving of “general schemes of 
Communion and exchange of pulpits,” gave its opimon that ministers, 
not episcopally ordamed, who were working towards the ideal of Union, 
should occasionally be authorised to preach in Anghcan churches ; that 
clergy, under a similar dispensation, might preach in Free Churches ; 
and that non-Anglicans, m special circumstances, might be admitted to 
Communion. These concessions went rather further than many 
Anghcans liked, but not as far as niost Nonconformists wished. Lang 
stood loyally by them. He was firmly against mtercommunion, apart 
from the especial circumstances in which the Conference gave its ap- 
proval, not only because this was something which the general mind of 
the Church of England would not accept, but also because he saw inter- 
communion not as an antecedent to Union but as its crown. “Inter- 
communion,” he had told the Convocation of York in February 1919, 
“should be the result of Reunion and not a means to it,” and to this 
opinion he adhered. 

In Scodand the position was rather different, as the EstabHshed and 
United Free Churches were in process of completing a union first pro- 
jected in 1908 and only finally consummated in 1929. In these circum- 
stances both Churches were too preoccupied with a practical and im- 
mediate scheme to Hft their eyes more than momentarily to the wider 
horizon opened up by Lambeth. Nevertheless the General AssembHes 
of both Churches gave very cordial welcome to the Archbishop of 
Canterbury when he brought the message and interpreted the Appeal 
to them in person. Although he careful to avoid touching upon 
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the thorny topic of Ordination, he did not escape an invitation to preach 
in St. Giles’ Cathedral, a test, as it appeared, of the reality of his desire 
for better relations. Dr. Davidson, had he had only his own feelings to 
consult, might have accepted, but he was well aware of the heartburning 
his presence in the pulpit of St. Giles’ was likely to arouse among Epis- 
copalians. A master of tactics, he contrived to evade the invitation 
without offence. 

To the Evangelicals in the Church of England the Appeal meant 
chiefly an approach to the Church of Scotland and the Free Churches : 
to Anglo-Cathohcs it would mean Httle unless it led to at least an attempt 
to end the breach with Rome and to create a more official and intimate 
relationship with the Orthodox Church. 

On September 19th, 1921,^ Lang heard from his old friend Lord 
Halifax. 

‘T shall have a very important letter to write to you and to the 
Archbishop of Canterbury in a few days,” Halifax told him, “touch- 
ing a matter which may really have by God’s blessing the greatest 
consequences. It relates to an mterview which through no seeking 
of my own I am likely to have with Cardinal Mercier. I beheve 
despite my eighty-two years and my eyes I shall be going to Brussels 
in October for this purpose, but that is only a part and a small part 
of what is involved.” 

That momentous interview was the starting-point of the Conversa- 
tions at Malines. The story of them has been told at some length, by 
the Bishop of Chichester and others, and need not here be repeated. 
The idea undoubtedly ongmated with Portal, the gifted and indefatigable 
Lazarist who was Lord Halifax’s colleague thirty years earlier in the 
affair which ended in a formal condemnation of Anghcan Orders. The 
Appeal, with its declaration of the readiness of Anghcans to receive from 
the authorities of other Churches “a form of commission or recognition,” 
indicated a way of getting round the Bull ApostoUcae Curae, hitherto 
accounted an msuperable obstacle, and probably suggested to Portal 
that the moment had arrived for a further attempt at reconciliation. 
This he proposed to make through the medium of Cardmal Mercier, 
who was not only a hero to the Belgian people but also a man of con- 
siderable influence with the Holy See. 

Portal foimd it easy to kindle the zeal of Lord Halifax, who bore 

^ The date on the letter is 1920, but this is surely an error. 
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lightly his eighty-two years and his growing infirmities and plunged 
enthusiastically into this new and congenial adventure. A meeting was 
arranged at Malincs and, before leaving for the Continent, Halifax 
succeeded in extracting letters from the Archbishops of Canterbury and 
York to the Cardmal. They both wrote guardedly,^ for their position 
was by no means easy. They would never, of course, have assented to 
any suggestion that the Roman Cathohe Church lay beyond the orbit 
of the Appeal. On the other hand, they knew that Lord Halifax repre- 
sented only a section of opinion in the Church of England and that there 
were plenty who would resent and resist any appearance of a concession 
to the Roman claims. The Protestant drum still hxmg on the wall, in 
readiness for those disposed to beat it. Moreover, the shadow of the 
Revised Prayer Book fell heavily upon Lambeth. The long labours of 
Convocation and the Church Assembly were coming to a climax. 
Presently the new Book would be before Parliament, where it would 
find its sharpest critics, and Dr. Davidson had no wish to supply them 
with ammunition. Lang was of the same way of thinking. His sym- 
pathy with the purpose of his old friend was tempered by memories of 
a still youthful impetuosity. Before Halifax left, Lang wrote to him 
privately : 

You will now have received my letter as well as that of the Archbishop 
of Canterbury about your journey. I am greatly relieved and 
pleased that you arc not disappointed with his letter. For the reasons 
I have given I think it deals with the situation in the best possible way 
at the present stage. I agree with you that formal conferences are 
almost useless unless they have been preceded by informal and private 
conferences to pave the way. 

Once again let me send you Godspeed. 

Cardinal Mercier received his visitors and listened to them sym- 
pathetically ; and so the Conversations had their beginning. They 
went on mtermittently from 1921 to 1926, the fifth and last Conversation 
being held after death had taken from the scene the two r ulin g spirits 
on the Roman side, the Cardinal himself and Abbe Portal. As m the 
discussions with the Free Churchmen, negotiations began hopefully 
with the discovery of a greater community of thought than had been 
presumed. Later, difficulties and differences forced themselves into the 

^ The Archbishop of Canterbury’s letter appears in full in Viscount Halifax^ by J. G. 
Lockhart, Vol. II, p. 269. 
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foreground, and to some of them no clear answer could be found. The 
high authorities of both Churches became nervous of admissions and 
commitments which their representatives might be led into making in 
their name and to their embarrassment. The AngHcans were more and 
more apprehensive for the fate of the Revised Prayer Book, the Enghsh 
Roman CathoHcs more and more suspicious and resentful of negotiations 
which at once profoundly concerned and had the appearance of ignoring 
their existence. In the circumstances, even if Mercier and Portal had 
lived, the Conversations could hardly have continued much longer; 
although it is conceivable that they would not have ended, as they did 
end, on a note of some disappointment and with a regrettable argument 
about the pubheation of the proceedmgs. 

Yet the episode should not be dismissed as barren of result. 

For the first time since the Reformation AngHcans and Roman 
CathoHcs had met round a table, spoken with complete candour, 
argued but not quarrelled, and parted with a heightened mutual 
esteem. Many old misunderstandings had been cleared away, some 
points of agreement reached. Apart from the mere fact of the 
meetings, the most important results were the discovery, firstly, that 
while doctrinal differences could not be rushed or jumped, there was 
a prospect of bridging them ; and secondly, that if this bridging were 
successfuUy achieved, the administrative difficulties were not likely 
to be insuperable. Doctrinal differences, of course, remained, and 
it cannot be claimed that the AngHcans made much progress in 
obtaining from the Romans any admission of a possible distinction 
in authonty between what was originally de fide and what had come 
through development. But a good deal of undergrowth had been 
cleared away, and the nakedness of the rocks was not so imcom- 
promising as the friends of Reunion had feared to find it.^ 

On the AngHcan side the greater burden fell on the Archbishop of 
Canterbury. Lang, who took the lead in the discussions with the Free 
Churches, was here content to be a loyal lieutenant. While ecclesiastic- 
ally he may have been more sympathetic with the Roman CathoHc 
position than was Dr. Davidson, he was no less firmly rooted in the 
Church of England. That early dream, in which Cardinal Newman 
had drawn him into a third-class compartment, never, so far as is known, 
returned to trouble him. Indeed, he was capable of occasional irritation 

^ Viscount Halifax, by J. G. Lockhart, Vol. II, p. 341. 
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when he considered that the Church of Rome or its dignitaries were 
asserting unwarrantable claims or casting the net of their propaganda 
too persistently in Anglican waters. 

But of more effect than any transitory annoyance of this kind was 
Lang’s complete accord with Davidson’s view of the Conversations. 
The Archbishops did not go as far as Lord Halifax wished, and Cardinal 
Mercier could speak impatiently of ‘Ta grande reserve des deux Arche- 
v6ques de Cantorbery et d’York” ; but they went quite as far as the 
temper of their constituents would admit and a good deal further than 
many of them liked. (The Bishop of Durham was especially disquieted.) 
Lang’s own correspondence with the Cardinal was mostly an exchange 
of friendly messages : his personal contribution to the Conversations 
was more through his friendship with Lord Hahfax, to whom he could 
write with candour and understandmg. For the first Conversation 
Halifax had procured the attendance of Dr. Frere,^ the Superior of the 
Commimity of the Resurrection and later Bishop of Truro. Another 
Anghcan representative, however, was required, and preferably someone 
who was closer to the central stream of thought in the Church of England. 
Dr. Armitage Robinson, the Dean of Wells, was clearly the man, for 
in addition to his qualifications of character and scholarship, he was an 
intimate friend of the Archbishop of Canterbury. The Dean was im- 
wiUing to go, and only yielded when Lang added his persuasions to those 
of Halifax. Again, when, to the consternation of the cautious, the second 
Conversation produced the proposal of the pallium for Anglican metro- 
politans, Lang stepped in to make peace between Lambeth and Hickleton. 

‘‘If, my dear old friend, you were a golfer,” he wrote to Lord Halifax, 
‘T would point out the danger of ‘pressing,’ a fault which is very 
apt to spoil the game. But indeed I know how natural it is for you, 
with the years shortening, to ‘press.’” 

To Lord Halifax “The Appeal to aU Christian People” was chiefly, 
if not entirely, a means of reconcihation with Rome. The Archbishops 
worked with a wider background. While the emissaries were journeying 
to and from Malines, absorbed in their task, discussions were going on 
not only with the Nonconformists of England, but also with the 
Orthodox Church of the East. One of the principal cares of the Arch- 
bishops was therefore to prevent one set of negotiations prejudicing the 

^ The Rt Rev. W. H. Frere, Superior of the Community of the Resurrection x9oa-z9X3, 
Kshop of Truro 1923-1935. Died in 1938. 
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others ; and this was not always easy. At Christmas 1923 the Archbishop 
of Canterbury issued a Letter to the Metropolitans of the Anglican 
Communion, reporting the responses of the different Churches to the 
Appeal. In descnbing these, he gave an account of the Conversations 
at Mahnes on “a question which has features of paramount importance.” 
The report was friendly and encouraging, yet gave offence to Mercier 
and his colleagues. They objected to this treatment of the Conversations 
as a kind of appendage to the Appeal; nor would they admit that 
advances to other rehgious bodies were m any sense comparable with the 
overriding and all-important matter of a reconcihation with Rome. 

The incident marked a difference in outlook which was never dissi- 
pated. Yet the approach to the Orthodox Church, at any rate, was 
something which could not be ignored, if only because it proved to be 
one of the most successful of the sequels to the Appeal, A delegation 
from the Patriarchate of Constantinople had come to Lambeth in 1920 
and been present at meetings of the Committee on Reunion. Returning, 
it had produced a Report, accompanied by a treatise upholding the 
validity of Anghcan Orders, the work of one of its members who 
was a leading Orthodox theologian. Accordmgly, in July 1922 the 
Oecumenical Patriarch and Holy Synod of Constantinople put forth an 
official declaration stating that “as before the Orthodox Church, the 
Ordinations of the Anghcan Episcopal Confession of Bishops, priests 
and deacons, possess the same vaHdity as those of the Roman, Old 
CathoHc, and Armenian Churches possess, inasmuch as all essentials are 
found in them which are held indispensable from the Orthodox point 
of view for the recognition of the ‘Charisma’ of the priesthood derived 
from Apostohe Succession.” This declaration was subsequently affirmed 
by the Patriarch of Jerusalem and the Church of Cyprus, and still later 
by the Patriarch of Alexandria. It inaugurated a new era m the relations 
of the Anghcan Communion with the Orthodox Patriarchates. While 
of course it did not estabhsh the full inter-communion which was the 
ultimate purpose of the Appeal, it was a notable and necessary step 
towards it. The process received a remarkable endorsement in 1925, 
when the i6ooth anniversary of the Council of Nicaea was celebrated in 
Westminster Abbey, in the presence of the Patnarchs of Alexandria and 
Jerusalem, two Russian MetropoUtans, and representatives of the Greek 
and Rumaman Churches. The Archbishop of Canterbury preached and 
the Nicene. Creed was solemnly recited, first in its Western form and then 
according to Orthodox use, without the Jilioque. The occasion, the 
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Bishop of Chichester points out, ‘‘was unique, not only in the history 
of the Anglican Communion, but in the story of the whole Church of 
Christ/’ 

The other non-Roman Churches of the Continent presented rather 
different problems as, with the exception of the Old Catholics, their 
Orders, where they claimed to possess them, were often of doubtful 
validity. With the Old Cathokes relations had already become close 
and, under the future primacy of Lang at Canterbury, were to become 
even closer. The Church of Sweden had been prompt in its response, 
and in September 1920, on the invitation of Archbishop Sodcrblom, an 
outstanding figure among the Continental upholders of Reunion, the 
Bishops of Durham and Peterborough took part in the consecration of 
two Swedish Bishops in the Cathedral of Upsala. 

In countries overseas the Appeal had a similar welcome. In South 
India the negotiations between the South India United Church and the 
Anglican Church received a new impetus ; and from the United States, 
Canada and Australasia, from Asia and from Africa, came reports of 
inter-denominational conferences and of “a new spirit of fellowship, a 
new readiness for understanding and co-operation.” 

“The vision which Our Lord, as we beheve, has set before us,” were 
the concluding words of the Archbishop’s Letter of Christmas 1923, 
“points the road to Reunion. The road may not be short; but we 
believe it will be sure.” 
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Chapter XXIV 

LAST YEARS AT YORK 

T he War tired and aged Lang. In 1914 he was young and vigorous. 

His hair was dark and plentiful, and people could still wonder that 
a man of his years was an Archbishop. But in a few months his hair 
turned snow-white. As he has related, at one great meeting he found 
himself xmrecognised ; and more than once he was mistaken, to his 
amusement, for the Bishop of Beverley or, to his slight annoyance, for 
Canon Tupper-Carey. Newspapers which continued to reproduce in 
1918 photographs of the Archbishop which had been taken in 1914 were 
confounded by the reproaches of their readers. 

Nor was the transformation an illusion, an outward sign with no 
corresponding interior meaning. Although his energy appeared un- 
abated, some of the sprmg had gone out of him. His whitened hair was 
a symptom of change inside. His own notes reveal the difference. He 
was thinking more about the past ; he was hopmg less from the future ; 
and those who knew him best detected a mellowing, a greater gentleness, 
somethmg of a kindhness more common in age than in youth. 

He was weary from the stress and anxiety of war, from the lingering 
prejudice of the ‘‘sacred memories,” from four and a half years of 
grappling, short-handed, with the needs and problems of a Diocese and 
a Provmce. He was also more conscious of the loneliness, the lack of 
companionship, in which he Hved. 

“I feel very much isolated here,” he wrote to his mother in January 
1919 — “so few really able and leading men in the Diocese with 
whom I can take counsel, so few people with whom one can get 
any really helping talk. This isolation is not eased by my private 
life.” 

He was missing Wilfrid Parker and Edward Gibbs. He felt pre- 
maturely “aged and dull and stupid, and I expect more tired mwardly 
even than I think.” The state of the world after the War — the un- 
certainties abroad, the rismg discontent m industry at home, the recoil 
from Christian standards of conduct, the attrition which seemed to be 
destroying the influence of the Church — ^all added to his depression. 
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Sometimes he longed to get “free from official responsibilities and say 
and do what seems to matter.** 

Possibly, too, he was a Httle stale. Since his Ordination he had not 
been so long in a single place. He was three years at Leeds, three at 
Magdalen, five at Portsea, seven at St. PauFs and Stepney. In 1918 he 
had been ten years at York. Short of resignation and retirement, which 
few men of fifty-four would contemplate seriously, there was only one 
more move he could make ; and at Canterbury the old Archbishop had 
settled himself back in the saddle, to ride the Church through the Lambeth 
Conference of 1920 and another troubled decade of her history. The 
very rapidity of Lang’s rise now worked against him. He had come to 
York too soon and was to go to Canterbury too late. The critic who 
watched the drama might have written down this third Act as anticlimax, 
too long, repetitive, and almost duU. Something had gone wrong with 
the story: it lagged and lost itself; the rhythm and sureness of move- 
ment had left it. Lang went on doing his work conscientiously and well. 
He discharged the business of a bishop with all his old industry and 
efficiency. He assiduously kept up his visits m his own Diocese and his 
excursions into the other Dioceses of the Province. He took his full 
part in Convocation and the new Church Assembly. He preached and 
spoke with all his former felicity and eloquence. It may be that after 
twenty-five years of incessant sermons a man loses fire and freshness of 
thought and expression; or perhaps the new world was less receptive 
of the kind of message Lang continued to offer, that it was expecting 
something from the Church — what it hardly knew — which it was not 
getting, and from Lang something which he could not give. During 
the last ten years at York his public appearances did not always command 
the attention they had had in the first ten years. Yet the quality was not 
perceptibly different, and sometimes he regained his highest level. He 
was at his happiest, perhaps, not when preaching, but when speaking 
outside the routine of the Church’s year, as in dedicating the memorial 
in Winchester Cathedral to his old friend John Moreton Macdonald, or 
in making an after-dinner speech to some secular society. All his life, 
indeed, even in the prime of his preachmg, he would feel the restraint 
of the pulpit, with its convention of what might and might not be said 
and the lack of any audible response from the hsteners. Notable as many 
of his sermons were, like his father before him he was more at ease on a 
platform. 

A good example was his address as the spokesman of Cuddesdon 
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men, past and present, when they gave a gold watch to that old retainer 
of the College, George Belcher, on the completion of fifty years of 
service. His speech not only illustrates the grace and ease of phrase Lang 
had at his command, but also conveys something of the depth and 
warmth of his feelmg for Cuddesdon. 

We all know that this is one man’s day. We are here to offer the 
love and gratitude of fifty generations of Cuddesdon men to Mr. 
George Belcher. ... You will let me represent the old students 
because I remember sadly the length of time which has passed since 
a very doubtful brand, pulled from the Balhol and All Souls burning, 
entered this College thirty-seven years ago ; and I may speak for 
the young students because for the last five years I have been allowed 
to spend four Holy Weeks here, and be readmitted each time by the 
Principal. And one thing at any rate qualifies me to speak for aU of 
you who are here ; it is that there is no man at this festival who could 
say more fuUy from his heart and vnth more increasing fervour that 
he owes to this College more than he can either express or repay. 
When we tl^ink of the memories of this dear place, there is at once 
a special and abiding place given to the man whom this day we 
deUght to honour. 

It has happened in the history of many great schools and colleges 
that faithful and wise servants have been raised up to be guides, 
philosophers and friends to successive generations, such as, I am 
specially boimd to remember, Hancock the porter at Balliol, and 
“Gunner” the steward of the Junior Common Room at Magdalen ; 
but George, our own, our incomparable George, is the chiefest of 
them all. For these fifty years, principals, vice-principals, chaplains 
have come and gone, but like the stream George goes on for ever ; 
and the stream which has flowed from him, from his large and loving 
heart, has been a stream of pure dismterested loving-kindness, which 
has for all these years made glad this comer of the City of God. 
From time to time at rare intervals we have had “spikes” among us. 
George as a man of humour understood them, but he never liked 
them. Happily in larger numbers we have had saints, and as a Chris- 
tian man George esteemed and revered them. But I do not think 
that they ever quite got George’s heart, because he never felt that they 
needed him as much as some others. George’s place has been to 
remember that most of us are neither “spikes” nor saints, but very 
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ordinary human beings, imperfect human creatures, and for all these 
years he has had human nature in this College under his especial 
charge. He has had a unique power of discemmg abashed, suspicious, 
even rebelhous humanity in most of those who came here, and he 
has taken it into the arms of his cheerful sympathy and nursed it into 
quietness and peace. . . . Frederick Douglass, who has given his life 
to India, told me that when he came here he said to George that he 
despaired of himself because he knew that he could never be as good 
as the others who seemed to be able to talk about Church things all 
day long. George replied, “Lor’ bless you, sir, it isn’t their goodness, 
it’s only their little way !” 

For fifty years to this great family of Cuddesdon men George 
has been the nursing father. All the time we have known that there 
is one man here who has taken charge of our unregenerate humanity. 
It is the same motive which prompts George to take charge of our 
bodies. Others have to take care of our poor souls for what they 
are worth. It is for George to look after our bodies, and he 
knows how much the one depends upon the other. That has 
been his Christian philosophy. When the door of the refectory 
is opened we pass at once into the kingdom of our “most religious 
and gracious King George.” When a boy invited Mr, Squeers 
to give him more, Mr. Squeers was astonished ; but George’s heart 
always goes out to the man who asks, or even looks as if he 
wished for more. The same spirit spreads over that admirable set 
of boys to whom the Principal has already most justly referred, 
who have waited upon us for these years. George has given them 
his spirit so that they put our modest meals before us as if they were 
the feasts of kings. Even in those old ascetic days in which the 
students were reared, those days when dear old Ducat, thinking no 
doubt of the glass of very moderate sherry that was to reward at the 
Easter luncheon our Lenten abstinence, preached his cheerful Easter 
sermon on the text, “Mortify your members” — even in those days 
George enabled us to give thanks for our few small fishes. And now 
that a different regime has been introduced by our genial Principal, 
while some of the old students may shake their heads, George snfiles 
because he knows that at last he has come into his own. 

We think of all these fifty years of unselfish, cheerful, dis- 
interested service, of the kindness which he has shown even when 
the shadows of his own sorrows were upon his life. We think of 
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this man girding himself day by day during these fifty years for his 
ministry of kindness ; we think of him washing our feet stained by 
some of our imperfections, bruised sometimes by the hard road of 
discipline which it was difficult for us to tread, with the water which 
flows from his own kind and loving heart. When we think of this 
there are some words which come unbidden to our memory, “I am 
among you as he that serveth.’^ There we know who George’s 
Master is ; and we know something more, we know that in one and 
perhaps the greatest of all Christian lessons our teacher and our 
example has been George. There are indeed no words that can 
describe the love which all our generations of men have for him. 

On occasions of this kind Lang excelled ; and because he could be 
relied upon to say the right thing and to say it so perfectly he was in 
persistent demand from societies and organisations of every kind. He 
could be grave or gay by turns, adapting himself without effort to the 
situation and the audience. In 1928, when he was the guest at the dmner 
of the Royal Literary Fund, he was able to tell how Lewis Carroll had 
once suggested they should write a book together. Lang was to give 
an account of the rehgious problems that beset the Victorian mind and 
Carroll was to solve them by Symbohe Logic. When Lang got Carroll’s 
first solution, however, he cried off the collaboration, feeling, he said, 
that the only possible title for the book would be ‘‘The Faith of a March 
Hare.” 

But this was the small change of ecclesiastical currency ; and in those 
larger matters that touched the life of the Church his influence was less 
marked. “Lang was a great speaker and preacher,” the Bishop of 
Chichester has written; “a superb draughtsman m many ways and a 
most diligent administrator ; but he was not a reformer with a policy, 
wise, patient, conciliatory, but determined and inflexible, that the 
Church of England even more urgently required.” 

A like criticism was voiced more frequently as the years passed, not 
least by those, like Dick Sheppard, who loved Lang best. They were 
critical because they were disappointed. They had begun by pitching 
their expectations too high and were loth to admit, even to themselves, 
that their Archbishop was not of the stuff of a Lanfranc or a Becket. 
It is an interesting speculation whether, if it had been Lang’s lot to work 
with some other Archbishop of Canterbury, the story would have been 
difierent. Davidson had his own policy, which he pursued with tenacity 
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and patience. It may have been both wise and necessary, but those who 
esteemed him most would hardly assert that it was either spectacular or 
heroic. Lang made that poUcy his own. From the outset he had resolved 
to render loyal collaboration, and for twenty years he kept his resolution 
so strictly that he was, as Dr. BeU has written, ‘‘the closest counsellor and 
most trusted of all.’" He made a choice which none can doubt brought 
manifest and valuable advantage to the Church; while it is equally 
certain that a separate and vigorous pohcy at York would have been 
attended by the gravest drawbacks and dangers. But the good lieu- 
tenant does not always make the best commander. It may be that Lang 
paid the price of his loyalty by a surrender of some of the initiative so 
necessary in a leader. Or it may be that he was lacking in the originality 
that would have framed a pohcy of his own, and the power that would 
have driven it on. The first is probably the more likely answer, for 
against the second is the witness of “An Appeal to all Christian People,” 
which, alth6ugh encouraged and endorsed by Davidson, was essentially 
Lang’s pohcy, conceived and apphed in the main by him. 

Those who thought him self-confident, even arrogant, were equally 
wrong. “I care httle,” he used to say, “what people think of Cosmo 
Gordon Lang, but I care very much what they think of the Archbishop 
of York.” The reproaches and sorrowful meditations in “the CeU” at 
Ballure show the depth of his self-distrust and disappointment. Else- 
where, too, the truth sometimes escaped through the curtam of his 
reserve. In 1924 a number of friends arranged for him to be painted 
by Sir William Orpen, so that his portrait by a contemporary master 
might hang with the likenesses of his predecessors at Bishopthorpe. The 
picture is there now and shows, at first glance, the kind of man so many 
thought he was. “They say in that portrait I look proud, prelatical and 
pompous,” the Archbishop, who had brought some people to see it, 
remarked in the hearing of Dr. Hensley Henson ; and that old and candid 
friend is reputed to have mterjected, “And may I ask Your Grace to 
which of these epithets Your Grace takes exception?” Nearer to the 
mark was the comment of Archbishop Soderblom, when he, too, was 
shown the portrait : “That is what the devil meant him to be, but thanks 
be to God it is not so.” 

Lang himself thought it “a very fine picture” ; and if he told Wilfrid 
Parker it had “too much of the proud prelate” about it, he added that 
he did not want to be “handed down to posterity with an amiable smile 
on my face.” There is, indeed, on closer inspection, the ghost of a smile, 

290 



LAST YEARS AT YORK 


almost as if the Archbishop’s tongue was in his cheek and he was telling 
his friends that this was a portrait not of Cosmo Lang the man, but of 
Cosmo Lang playing the part of an Archbishop of York. The picture 
was given to him at Bishopthorpe by Lord Halifax, the oldest of the 
subscribers and one of the oldest of the friends who had come for the 
occasion. The Archbishop’s words of thanks, as revealing as the portrait 
itself (though in another sense), were not formally recorded, but one 
who was there has remembered some of them. “When I sit here in 
this dining-room,” Lang had said, “and look up at the pictures on the 
walls, I often wonder what were the hopes and aspirations of my pre- 
decessors, what they worked for, what were their prayers for their 
people. We cannot tell, but I can tell you here to-night what this picture 
means. It is a portrait of a very hard-working, very well-meaning, 
very lonely and very disappointed man.” And he sat down. 

On his own achievement, as on his own character, he was habitually 
the harshest of judges. Because the ideal he set himself was so high, the 
inevitable failure to reach it was more pronounced and more poignant ; 
but the failure was more noticeable to him than it was to others. Much 
that he did, too, was of a sort that for obvious reasons eludes the attention 
of the outside world. Few men can have had so large a number of friends 
and acquaintances who claimed his advice and help. 

“He must have had a large correspondence with a great number of 
people,” Canon Crawley has written. “He mvariably answered letters 
almost by return of post and very often in his own handwriting, even 
in the crowded days of his later life (yet when were his days not 
crowded ?) ; but he never seemed too busy to give personal con- 
sideration to the problems of the least prominent and indeed the 
humblest of the men who in any way came under his influence, and 
so maintained a lifelong contact with some men who as boys had 
come to know him when he was a curate at Leeds.” 

They may not have been, in the technical sense, his “penitents,” but 
they leaned heavily and never vainly on his wisdom and sympathy; 
and what passed between them was mostly suh sigillo. One of the 
younger men who went to him m this way has given his testimony that 
“you could tell him anything” ; that he would devote to a personal 
problem so put to him his absolute and undivided attention, as though 
it were the only matter in his mind ; and that his counsel was beyond 
comparison or price. An elderly lady, whom he predeceased by two 
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years, would often say that nothing had “been the same since ‘Taggart’ 
died.” In tliis fashion he helped large numbers of men and women, 
and their experience should not be overlooked because their witness is 
not available. 

In January 1921 he lost his motlier, die member of his family nearest 
and dearest to him, for, far as he had travelled from the old life at Wood- 
lands Terrace and the holidays on Arran, the affection and understanding 
between them had survived unbroken. To the end he wrote her long, 
regular and intimate letters. He usually managed to stay a night or two 
with her in Edmburgh on his way to or from BaUure, and she was 
a fairly frequent visitor to Bishopthorpe, usually staying there for 
Christmas. 

“You will be sorry to hear . . he wrote to Wilfrid Parker, “that 
my dear old Mother has passed away in her eighty-first year. I was 
staying with the Sandwiches at Hinchingbroke on January 4th, 
enjoying a very happy visit, when I got a telegram saying that she 
had passed away suddenly that morning. When I got home I found 
a letter from her written the -day before with more than her usual 
strength of handwritmg and of spirit. I think it was the last letter 
she wrote. She slept well that night, and in the morning qmetly 
said to the nurse that she felt a certain dizziness in the head. The 
nurse went to the telephone to teU the doctor, and when she returned 
the old lady had already passed to the other side. It is of course 
rather sad that none of us was able to be with her at the time, but 
she cannot have missed us as she cannot have known that the end 
was near, and there can have been no pain for there was no time to 
feel it. She was, as you will remember, a woman of great force and 
decisiveness of character, and it would have been distressing to her 
and all of us if she had been doomed to years of infirmity of mind 
or body. As it was, in the last year of her life she just had so 
much physical restraint due to rheumatism as to bring mto her 
forceful character a rather beautiful patience and resignation. Up 
to the last year she was always full of life, and you will remember 
that when she was (I think) seventy-six she went off with dear 
Edward Gibbs for a jaunt in the side-car of his motor bicycle ! That 
was characteristic of her spirit. Now we can only be Aankful for 
the hfe she hved and for the way in which she was called to the fuller 
life elsewhere. We laid her body to rest beside my Father’s in the 
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shadow of the old Cathedral at Aberdeen, with the kindly Ught of 
the winter’s sun shining upon us.” 

In 1924 Lang’s loneliness was mitigated by the return of Stafford 
Crawley with his family. He came back ‘^as a sort of missioner as well 
as Clerical Secretary to the Diocesan Fund, and came to share my home 
at Bishopthorpe with his family.” So for the rest of the time at York 
the Crawleys lived in the north wing, to the Archbishop’s great content. 

'‘The next four years,” Canon Crawley writes, “were very happy 
ones for us and, I hope, for him. He was able to share a great deal 
of our family hfe.” 

“I can’t write here about them,” was the Archbishop’s own tribute 
to his tenants : “they were and are part of my hfe. I look upon them 
as my own, the nearest and dearest of the famihes whom I have ‘ adopted.’ ” 
The “adoption” was no empty formula : the children had a very special 
place in his affections, and in 1928, when Janet Crawley married, the 
Archbishop not only performed the ceremony, but did the honours 
afterwards on the grand scale. 

It seems strange that a great wedding should take place from the 
house of a hardened bachelor like myself; but everything went with 
a great swing ; the house was crammed ; I had dmner parties of over 
forty people on two successive nights; the flowers, which were 
wonderful, came from my own garden, and the food from my own 
kitchen. Budden covered himself with glory. I am fairly expert in 
these weddmgs, but I have never seen one more beautiful in arrange- 
ment, in colour, or in spirit. ... I am told that the bndal procession 
through the old gateway in the sunshme was a thing not to be 
forgotten. 

The garden, under Budden’s expert management, remained Lang’s 
predominant delight, the great herbaceous border, after a wartime 
eclipse, blooming with all its old glory. He treated his flowers almost 
as if they were children, blessing the first snowdrops and saying good- 
night to his “dear delphiniums.” 

So the years slipped by, neither uneventfully nor unhappily. In the 
late summer there was always the haven of Ballure where, after some 
first solitary days, he liked to entertain a few specially selected guests, 
such as Fords and Talbots, the Archbishop of Canterbury and Airs. 
Davidson, or his own brother Norman. In 1922 his old Leeds Vicar 
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himself paid him a visit. “The Bishop is a quaint fellow,” Lang wrote, 
“swinging about with a large stick and his stiff leg, and getting some- 
what deaf.” There were Holy Weeks at Cuddesdon, visits to Balmoral 
and friendly houses such as Welbeck, and rare excursions to the Con- 
tinent. But for most of the time he was caught m a ceaseless round of 
work, which on any day began after breakfast and often did not end till 
midnight or even later. 

The years inevitably brought changes both in Province and in 
Diocese. In 1920 Bishop Enox retired from Manchester. He and his 
Metropohtan had had their battles, but their personal relations were 
“always cordial and indeed affectionate.” “We have fought often 
enough,” the Bishop wrote, “but we have never quarrelled, because 
you have always fought fair, even when I have been most tiresome.” 
Later, when Bishop Knox was hving at Beckenham, he wished to 
dedicate his Reminiscences to Lang. “Though he acknowledged the 
force of some reasons which I urged against his wish, I always like to 
think he had it. It was characteristic of the genial kindliness which 
underlay his combative vigour.” He was succeeded at Manchester by 
WiUiam Temple, once, as an undergraduate, an unqualified admirer, 
now to be the most loyal of colleagues, and finally to follow his old 
leader first at York and later at Canterbury. “ We are looking forward,” 
Lang wrote, “to William Temple’s Consecration on the 25th (January 
1921). I shall have a large number of people there. I think he will do 
well. With Henson and him m the Upper House of York, we shall 
have lively times.” 

Hensley Henson had been translated from Hereford to Durham in 
1921, and Lang, once invited by him to be his curate, now became his 
Metropohtan. By contrast with the storm which attended the appoint- 
ment to Hereford, the translation passed off peacefully enough. The 
Archbishop, although not unprepared for ructions, was glad to have a 
man of Henson s cahbre in the Province. “I expect a good deal of 
mischief and worry fiom Durham,” he wrote, “but that again caimot 
be helped and I often rather agree with Hm.” He once remarked that 
Henson would first provoke and enjoy a controversy, and then lament it. 

Henson, on his side, has recorded his verdict, in which compliment 
and criticism are nicely blended. The Archbishop’s occasional speeches, 
he says, were “always feheitous,” but “his handwriting was atrocious. 

. . . Lang shared with Dicey and Headlam the reputation of being the 
least legible of the All Souls Fellows.” Like Dr. Davidson, he had “a 


294 



LAST YEARS AT YORK 


tendency to prolixity,” probably caused by an anxiety to escape behind 
a cloud of ‘‘prophylactic verbiage” from any inconvenient commitments 
into which he might drift. 

He loved beautiful things and stately surroundings and moved with 
natural ease, and was himself not the least impressive feature in the 
grand pubhc pageants in which he was required to be a central figure. 
He was also a great actor, and merged himself m the parts which he 
was required to play. The details of reHgious ceremonial were to 
him important and significant. He could never have been at home 
in the bleak simpHcity of a Presbyterian church, but it was easy to 
conceive of him as a Mediaeval Pontiff. ... He was not as great a 
statesman as Davidson, nor a philosopher like Temple, but he had 
distinctive quaUties of his own not less considerable than theirs. . . . 

Dr. Henson ends by avowing his beHef that Lang “must be ranked 
among the greater figures of ecclesiastical history.” 

In the Diocese the Archbishop had a new Dean at York. Dr. Purey- 
Cust had been followed by Dr. Foxley Norns ^ ; and the latter, when 
he moved on to Westminster, by Dr. Lionel Ford.^ Ford was a friend 
and his wife was a Talbot, one of the children of the Vicarage in the old 
days at Leeds, so that by natural process the Fords became another of the 
“adopted” famihes. 

Towards the end of his time at York the Archbishop would reflect 
with surprise, tinged with melancholy, that of all the leading men of the 
Diocese who had welcomed him in 1908 hardly one was left; while 
many of the best of the parish priests, including some of his own Cud- 
desdon men, had died or gone elsewhere. “It is rather tragic,” he wrote 
as early as 1921, “that practically all the men of the sort I care for, whom 
I brought into this Diocese, have gone or are going.” Other good men 
were arriving, but they did not quite replace the old friends, Hke Father 
Bum of Middlesbrough, whose departure or demise he deplored, even 
when they had been recurring problems. 

“You would see the news of the death of dear old Bum of Aliddles- 
brough,” he wrote in 1925. “One cannot think without emotion 
of these forty-one years of continuous pastoral work among all sorts 
and kinds of people. He was, so far as I am concerned, very often 
most tiresome and troublesome. But it was always possible to get 

^ Dean of Westminster 1925-1937. Died in 1937. 

* Dean of York 1925-1932. Died in 1932. 
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at the man’s heart behind his words, and I had a real affection for 
him, and I think in some ways he had for me. Whatever else he was, 
he was a great lover of souls, and I am not surprised that Middles- 
brough gave at his funeral an overwhelming testimony of its respect 
and gratitude.” 

An outstandmg event of those last years at York was the celebration 
in 1927 of the 1300th anniversary of the founding of the Minster, an 
occasion that appealed strongly to Lang’s imagination and sense of drama. 
In 627 King Edwm of Northumbria, yielding to the persuasions of his 
wife and of Pauhnus, became a Christian and built a small wooden shrine 
to enclose a font. Here on Easter Eve he was baptised ; and on the site 
of this modest buildmg the Minster grew and now stands. 

The celebrations began at midmght on December 31st, 1926. The 
Mmster was filled with people and thousands more w^ere standing out- 
side in wintry weather. It was difficult,” Lang declared, “not to believe 
that a great cloud of witnesses — all the builders and makers of the Minster, 
known and unknown — was, as it were, overshadowing the multitude.” 
On the stroke of twelve and to a fanfare of trumpets the Archbishop 
arrived, to knock thirteen times on the door. In spite of a severe cold 
in the head he went through his part and dehvered an address at the 
West door to the multitude assembled outside. “I am thrilled,” wrote 
Lord Halifax next day, “by the accounts of the function at York last 
night. It is all wonderful, and not the least good part of it was that most 
excellent and admirable address which His Grace of York, one day to 
be ‘His Eminence the Cardmal Archbishop of York’ or more probably 
‘H.E. the Cardinal Archbishop of Canterbury,’ the ‘Alterius Orbis 
Papa,’ delivered on the occasion.” With the Archbishop in cloth-of-gold 
cope and mitre and all the canons in copes of brilliant colours, wdth 
torches and trumpets and vast crowds, the spectacle was deeply impres- 
sive. Afterwards Lang told Mrs. Ford that he thought the great 
Anniversary services which followed had reached a climax of beauty and 
were a pattern of worship in the Church of England. 

The celebrations culminated in a week of ceremonies during the 
Octave of St. Peter. 

“They have been devised on rather a large scale,” the Archbishop 
wrote, “and I only hope that the organisation will be equal to the 
task. That remains to be seen. There has been a great deal of interest 
shown in the matter throughout Yorkshire. I am breaking many of 
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the traditions of the past by invitirtg the Archbishop of Canterbury 
to bear his Cross within York Minster, when the rival Archbishop 
is present. I think many of my predecessors will shiver m their 
graves ; but people were all most anxious that he should come, and 
we have arranged so that my position should not be compromised ! ” 

About the success of the celebration and of Lang’s part in it there was 
general agreement. One untoward event shghtly marred the harmony 
of the proceedings and brought him some annoyance. At Easter the 
Roman Cathohes of York had their own commemoration of the anni- 
versary, and Cardmal Bourne, who attended it, delivered a polemical 
and provocative speech. He was thinking more of Mercier and Malines 
than of PauHnus and York, and the reply of the successor of Paulmus was 
both dignified and effective. 

Apart from the duties of Province and Diocese, of Church Assembly 
and House of Lords, of Church Congresses and Royal Christenings, the 
Archbishop was Chairman of two Commissions of some importance. 
One was the Commission on the Ecclesiastical Courts, the upshot of a 
long contention dating back to the days of the prosecutions under the 
Public Worship Regulation Act. 

“I had to spoil a good part of my holiday,” Lang wrote in October 
1925, “by attemptmg to draft the Report of the Commission on the 
Ecclesiastical Courts of which I am the Chairman, a most thorny 
and difficult matter when you have DarweU Stone ^ on the one side 
and the Bishop of Durham on the other, and lawyers like Dibdin 
and Phillimore quarrelling as experts always do. Whether I can 
shake anything through worth producing remains to be seen.” 

More congenial perhaps were his labours for three years on the 
Cathedrals Commission. Here again his was the hand that drafted the 
Report — “a very difficult bit of work,” he told his brother Norman, 
“as the subject is so huge and compheated, and after all our enquiries 
and dehberations for three years not very much seems to have emerged 
from It all, and I have rather to make bricks without straw.” 

“The great trouble about the Cathedrals,” he told Wilfrid Parker, 
“is the lack not of ideals or efforts, but simply of money ; and until 
the Church understands that if the Cathedrals are to be what we 

^ Dr. DarweU Stone, the Principal of Pusey House, Oxford, was an Anglo-Catholic 
leader. 
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wish they ought to be much more largely supported, we cannot 
make the revival which we would wish/’ 

The Cathedrals Measure, which was the fruit of these labours, at first 
met with a good deal of opposition m the Church Assembly. But this 
gradually weakened, under Lang’s adroit handlmg, and when the 
Measure went before Parliament it was approved without a division in 
either House. 
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THE PRAYER BOOK 

I N the background of these years was always the Revised Prayer Book, 
which was climbing slowly and painfully through Convocations and 
Church Assembly, through innumerable meetings and conferences, 
through revisions and concessions and more revisions and fresh con- 
cessions, to the top rung of the ladder m Westminster. The battle of 
the Prayer Book was the last of a great partnership, a Malplaquet with 
a less fortunate issue. The story belongs to Davidson rather than to 
Lang and has been superbly told by the Bishop of Chichester. In this 
record, therefore, httle more is necessary than to describe the particular 
part of the Archbishop of York, at the beginning the loyal heutenant, 
although in the last stages the commander. 

Controversy, of course, was mainly concerned with the new alterna- 
tive Liturgy, about which in the beginning Lang had some qualms. As 
early as April 1923 he told the York Diocesan Conference : 

“We are to enter a period of permitted alternatives : only, these 
alternatives must have behind them the sanction of authority. There is 
a great deal to be said against the inconvenience and confusions of such 
a period, but it is inevitable. It is impossible to know what changes will 
really stand the test of conformity to the hfe and needs of the Church 
except by their being used.’’ It was a period of experiment by which 
we should discover “the Unes along which we may hope to approach 
the final revision and recasting of the Prayer Book of the Church of 
England.” There were some, he went on, “amongst whom I must be 
included, who thought that the changes (in the Order of the Holy 
Communion) were too meagre to be of much use to the Church and 
that we had better wait till a time had come when it might be possible 
to suggest to the Church that if there were to be any alternative rite 
of Holy Communion it might be one with associations so venerable 
and with liturgical beauties so marked as the First Prayer Book of 
Edward VI.” 

Three years later, before the same body, he made his claim to imder- 
standing and sympathy with the three separate schools of thought 
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within die Church, each of whom approached the question of the 
Prayer Book from a different angle. 

The Evangehcal tradition is in my bones, a part of my very being. 
I pray I never lose the fervour of its appeal, of its adormg gratitude 
to a Divine Redeemer and of its remembrance of the contmual 
presence of a personal Lord and Master. I owe to the Liberal tradition 
a new sense of reahty in the study of the Bible, an inspirmg conviction 
that God upholds both His mind and His presence through the dis- 
coveries of science. The Cathohc tradition has stirred my imagina- 
tion, given a sense of the beauty of worship, the wonder of the 
Sacraments, the majesty of the Creed and the glory of the Holy 
Catholic Church, which, however feebly grasped, have brought to 
life, in the midst of heavy labours, its glory and strength and peace. 

The Prayer Book baby can hardly be said to have had very satisfactory 
godparents, since one Archbishop did not really want it at all and the 
other Archbishop would have preferred something else. The First 
Prayer Book of Edward VI was, and had been for some years, with 
Lang’s permission and that of his predecessor, in use at Hickleton, the 
domain of Lord Halifax, and the Archbishop on his visits had become 
femiliar with it. He abandoned it with genuine reluctance, when he 
found the majority would have none of it. 

Faihng the Liturgy of 1549, Lang was at first inchned privately to 
think that '‘if we are content to wait for a bit it will be possible to make 
a change much more adequate and satisfying.” But these were early 
thoughts, and when it became clear that there must be an alternative 
Liturgy, and that this could not be that of 1549, Lang fell into step. 
Thenceforward he took his full part in the compilation and revision of 
the new Book and in commending it to Convocation, the Church 
Assembly and other gatherings. 

Accepting Davidson’s view that “it was a question, in the good sense 
of the word, of expediency,” he joined m the task of trymg to discover 
what was, ecclesiastically speaking, at once the Highest Common Factor 
and the Lowest Common Denommator. 

“Speaking for myself,” he told a joint sitting of the Convocations 
at Church House, Westminster, in February 1927, “there are things 
included which I would rather have excluded, things excluded which 
I would willingly have included. But let the test of our proposals 
be not whether they go beyond or fall short of what any party would 


300 



THE PRAYER BOOK 


desire, but whether they give a fair and generous place to each and 
all — a place which will strengdien and not strain that fellowship in 
one Body to which we are called.” 

Yet to dismiss the matter as one of expediency, even in “the good 
sense of the word,” is to do less than justice to Lang’s sentiments. The 
Communion OfBce was holy ground, not to be trampled upon by 
warring bands or bargained about for the sake of peace. One afternoon, 
when he was having tea at Lambeth, the talk turned on the Prayer Book 
and particularly on the new Liturgy. A silence falling, Lang, as it were 
unconsciously, began to think aloud about Eucharistic worship, speaking 
for several minutes. Later, when he had left, Mrs. Davidson said to 
someone who had been present, “It was very wonderful for you and me 
to hear Ebor talking this afternoon, wasn’t it?” Then she added: 
“Remember always that that was the real Cosmo.” 

As the Archbishops approached the last stages of their long labour, 
Lang’s apprehensions grew. They are shown best perhaps in his letters 
to his brother and Wilfrid Parker. 

“What will happen I don’t know,” he wrote in October 1925. “I 
want to keep an open mind, but I have my own ideas pretty clear. 
The tiresome thing is that there are so many Bishops now who have 
got very cantankerous on the whole matter. However, it would be 
lacking in faith if one did not believe that honest-hearted men in 
such a matter will get help from the Holy Spirit. I think there is a 
disposition on the part of tlie best sort of people — Anglo-Cathohcs 
among them — to trust the Bishops and to be wilhng to accept what 
they propose.” 

Both then and later he and Davidson were a httle inclined to over- 
estimate the confidence of the country in the wisdom of the episcopate. 
In the same letter Lang went on to deplore some recent activities of the 
Bishop of Birmmgham,^ which were likely to jeopardise the Book. 

The Convocation of the Northern Province was the least of the 
Archbishops’ troubles. Under Lang’s adroit and conciliatory Chair- 
manship the Upper House gave unanimous approval to the Prayer Book 
Measure, while the Lower House passed it by 68 votes to 10. The figures 
hardly reflected the doubts and apprehensions of a large body of church- 
people. The Book was a compromise, incapable of kindling much 

^ The Rt. Rev. E. W. Bames, appointed Bishop of Birmingham in 1923, 
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enthusiasm. The more extreme Protestants disliked it, because they 
thought it gave too much, the more extreme Anglo-Catholics, because 
it did not give enough ; while a middle opinion voiced a doubt whether 
the Book, if passed, would command loyal obedience, and a question, 
to which no satisfactory answer was ever given, as to what would 
happen if it did not. 

In March 1927 Lang was writing to Wilfrid Parker : 

That wonderful Archbishop is keeping extraordinarily well. True, 
I left him in bed, but he always recovers from these chills, and though 
I can see a good many signs of age, he has been wonderfully vigorous 
and clear about at least the mam prinaples of this Prayer Book busi- 
ness. . . . Of course the extremists on both sides are up in arms. That 
was to be expected. Plainly no Book for the Church as a whole 
could be one that satisfied either of them. I think the question for 
your Anglo-Cathohc friends is whether they go on in a more or less 
lawless and combative way, or are wilhng that the whole corporate 
worship of the Church should be raised by authority to a higher level ; 
in other words, whether they care more for themselves or for the 
Church, though that perhaps is rather a crude way of putting it. . . . 

Of course the labour involved m this business has been very great 
and I have had to do a good deal of the detailed draftmg work and 
general watching over details, which my brother of Canterbury 
cannot and indeed ought not to undertake. It is difficult to know 
what the final issue will be, but we must leave it in God’s hands. I 
think of the htde girl who, when faced by a bulldog, said, ‘‘ Oh God, 
if you really care for little girls, now’s your chance !” 

In July, when the new Book had been before the Church Assembly, 
Lang wrote to his brother Norman : 

The Archbishop of Canterbury excelled himself in the Chair, so 
shrewd, so patient, and keepmg thmgs in hand without seeming to 
exercise any imdue pressure. His opening speech was very weighty 
and impressive. The rest of the debate was, of course, somewhat 
disappointing ; everything that could be said had been said before. 
Joynson-Hicks ^ made a good speech from his pomt of view, keeping 
himself well in hand and speaking with chanty and good temper. 
There were several deplorable speeches from , showing ignorance 

^ The Evangelical leader. He was Home Secretary and afterwards became Viscount 
Brentford. Died m 1932. 
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of theology and of the teaching of the Prayer Book. On the second 
day the speeches had to be reduced to five minutes, except in the 
case of Inskip, ^ who had to wind up the opposition, and myself, who 
had to wind up for the Book. Inskip’s speech was very long and 
rather ineffective ; it was rather a poor type of the House of Commons 
speech. It was too late, and the House too tired to make it possible 
for me to make an effective close. My speech seemed to go down 
all right, but it was in my judgment a poor speech and not worthy 
of the occasion, although I dare say others will not agree with me. 
Anyhow, the result was most satisfactory. I was very apprehensive 
all the time, from various indications, lest the majority m the House 
of Laity should be so small as to make it very difficult to know what 
course to take m the future. If there had been an indecisive majority 
it would have taken the heart out of the whole business and made it 
very difficult to approach Parliament. As it is, the majority, even in 
the House of Laity, was so decisive that it must have a great effect 
not only on the Church but on Parliament. At the same time I am 
well aware of the strength of the opposition that will be engineered 
in the House of Commons, and I cannot but be apprehensive about 
the attitude of the House of Lords. These good people are full of 
their own prejudices, which will be exploited and stimulated by the 
agitation which Emox and company are now to let loose through 
the country. However, we can only hope that, everythmg having 
had so much encouragement, our future difficulties may be overcome. 
It is a very long and anxious business and I wish it were over. 

Parhament was now the principal worry. Lang was frankly afraid 
of the poHticians. They were prone “to act upon their own personal 
likes and dislikes or grudges against individual clergy or Bishops” and 
could not “forget the Bishops who dabbled in the Coal Strike.” 

“I am concerned,” he wrote to his brother Norman m August, “by 
the kind of influences which seem to work upon members both of 
the House of Commons and the House of Lords : — their readiness to 
be suspicious, shown in an absurd agitation about the alleged treat- 
ment of prayers for the King, their readiness to regulate their vote 
by thek own personal Hkes and dislikes, their blindness to the gravity 
of the issues that would arise if the Measure were rejected. Mean- 
while Knox and company are carrying out a great campaign of 

^ The Solicitor-General ; afterwards Lord Caldecote. Died in 1947. 
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prejudiced literature, and it is difficult to say how the poor Bishops 
can undertake, even if they ought to do so, any propaganda. On 
the other side, we can only say our prayers and hope for the best, 
but I wish I could begin my hohday without this burden of anxiet}" 
upon my mmd.’' 

He was particularly fearful because, as he told Wilfrid Parker, “in 
the House of Commons there are so few Churchmen who carry weight. 
My own hope is that the motion in favour of its receiving the Royal 
Assent may be moved by Wilhe Bridgeman.” ^ 

On December 12th the Parhamentary battle began in the House of 
Lords, “filled from end to end with such a crowd as I can hardly re- 
member seeing there, great animation and interest, and much uncertainty 
as to how the vote would go.” Next day he wrote to his brother : 

On the whole, I think it looks as if the Lords will pass it, but there 
are many unknown and irresponsible Peers. I shall have to wind up 
on Wednesday, I hope I may convert any who are still doubting 
and that I may not say anything that would turn them the other way. 
But I expect most people have already made up their minds 

He spoke at the end of the three days’ debate — “well, but . . . perhaps 
a little too long,” the Bishop of Durham commented. Lang himself was 
not very satisfied with his effort, “but it seemed to hold the House and 
many others seemed more than pleased by it.” On the division the 
Resolution commending the Prayer Book Measure was carried by 241 
votes to 88, a hopeful augury for its fate in the other House, where, for 
some reason, an easier passage was expected. 

The night after the vote in the Lords I had a very vivid dream. . . . 
I was looking down from the Strangers’ Gallery on the briJMant scene 
I had just left. Suddenly there emerged from beneath four black and 
sinister figures. They solemnly passed through the crowded Lords 
towards the Woolsack, and then the hght went out. I was to see 
them agam when I looked down from the Peers’ Gallery in the 
House of Commons after the feteful division there. They were the 
four tellers advancing to the Speaker to announce that the Measure 
was lost. 

^ As it was. The Rt, Han. W. C. Bridgeman, First Lord of iht Admiralty. He hecame 
Viscount Bndgeman. Died m 1935. 
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The rest of the story is told in a letter to Wilfrid Parker. 

During the last few days I knew that a rather anxious drift the wrong 
way had set, but we were assured that there ought to be no doubt 
of at least a small majority. But at once I felt that there was some- 
thing wrong m the atmosphere. Your brother-m-law, dear Willie 
Bridgeman, who had most chivalrously consented to move the 
Measure, did his best. We rehed on him as a good typical Church 
of England man influencing the average House of Commons member. 
In ordmary circumstances he would have done so, and he really did 
very well and put his case quietly and sensibly, but it was evident 
that something more powerful was needed for the temper of the 
House. Then Joynson-Hicks followed and with great skill reached 
and inflamed all the latent Protestant prejudices m the House. It was 
not a very scrupulous speech, but it was extremely effective. I felt 
at once that unless it could be effectively answered, the chances of 
tlie Measure were small. Unfortimately there was no one in the 
House of Commons on our side who could really make an effective 
answer. Hugh Cecil, who once would have been able to hold the 
House and lift it to a higher level, completely failed to do so. I know 
his position was very difScult, but somehow he did not impress the 
House; he was too agitated and subtle, and never really struck a 
high note which might have appealed to the really rehgious, as 
distinct from partisan, spirit of the House. With very able speeches 
by Simon^ and Douglas Hogg,^ Attorney-General, on the other side, 
the drift set quite plainly steadily agamst the Measure. Even the 
Prime Minister, who m a few earnest and thoughtful words expressed 
his own intention to vote for die Measure, but was obviously re- 
strained by his inabihty to exercise any party pressure, was quite 
unable to arrest the drift. When Inskip spoke with great force I saw 
that the chances of the Measure were gone, and poor Top Wolmer ^ 
could only scream a few concluding words, very earnest and sincere, 
to a House which was already eager m talk and straining for the 
division. When the tellers came in, it was plain that all was up ; and 
the labours of twenty years and the demand of all the representative 
Assembhes of the Church were thrown down, by 238 to 205. It was 
of course a great blow to my dear old brother Archbishop and fiacnd : 

^ Now Viscount Simon. 

^ Afterwards Viscount Hailsham and Lord Chancellor. 

® The present Earl of Selbome. 
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I felt deeply for him this reverse at the end of his twenty-five years’ 
labour as Archbishop. The worst of it was that the vote was largely 
determined by the pressure of the debate, and there was no one who 
could really answer, and we were sitting there impotent and feeling 
that things were going steadily wrong. 

Lang does not mention a speech wliich, even more than the eloquence 
of Sir William Joynson-Hicks or the disappointing performance of Lord 
Hugh Cecil, turned the House against the Measure. 

‘‘The most effective speech of all as regards votes,” noted Dr. 
Davidson, “was, I tliink, Rosslyn Mitchell’s.^ It was a simply ultra- 
Protestant harangue, with no real knowledge of the subject, but 
owing its power to a rhetorical presentment of no-Popery phrases 
and arguments of the sort which are to be found in Barnahy Rudge, 
when the Lord George Gordon Pdots set London aflame.” 

“My brother of Canterbury,” wrote Lang again, “though in many 
ways showing signs of his great age (he will be eighty on April 7th), 
is wonderfully well and keeps, outwardly at least, very calm. Any- 
thing more ridiculous was never written than all that sob-stuff in 
the Press about his being taken by me from the House of Commons 
after the division with tears m his eyes ! But of course the shock in 
many ways has told upon him.” 

As for Lang, he retired to his quarters in Cranmer’s Tower and 
solaced himself by reading Gertrude Bell’s Arabian Letters. 

The verdict placed the leaders of the Church in an extremely painful 
position. The new Prayer Book had received ecclesiastical sanction by 
a series of substantial, almost overwhelming majorities. Even in Parlia- 
ment the House of Lords had recorded its approval, and so, on an analysis 
of votes, had a majority of the members of the House of Commons who 
belonged to the Church of England. The rebuff was an assertion of 
spiritual prerogative which many, like the Bishop of Durham, thought 
intolerable : it brought into question not the Prayer Book only, but the 
whole relationship between Church and State. The Bishops were in 
the further difficulty that, hard as they had hitherto found it to discipline 
a clergyman who took hberties with the Book of Common Prayer, in 
the future their task would be impossible, especially if the hberties were 


^ M.P. for Paisley. 
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those which had received synodical sanction and were embodied in the 
new Book. 

In discussing the next step that should be taken, for almost the first 
time in the history of the long partnership the two Archbishops dis- 
agreed. The Parliamentary opposition had fastened upon the provision 
(imder conditions) of perpetual Reservation of the Blessed Sacrament : 
this was, or appeared to be, the head and front of the Book’s offence. 
Dr. Davidson, therefore, was for eliminatmg the provision altogether 
and seeking the necessary Parhamentary approval for a bowdlerised 
Book. Lang, however, beheved that to do this would be to surrender, 
to acknowledge the overriding authority of the State on a matter of 
spiritual importance. His first feelmg therefore was against any immediate 
further attempt to obtain Parhamentary sanction for the Book; his 
second that, while it might be right to make the attempt, it would be 
wrong to try to placate the opposition by excluding either Reservation 
or the new Canon. He pressed his point hard, and eventually Davidson, 
possibly influenced by the thought that the days of his reign at Lambeth 
were numbered, gave way to the man on whom, as his most hkely 
successor, the burden of the decision would fall. 

In the revised version of 1928 the conditions for Reservation were 
made more defmite and therefore less palatable to Anglo-CathoHcs, 
while the Black Rubric was inserted at the end of the Alternative Order. 
When the new Measure was brought before Convocations and the 
Assembly, every attempt was made to mimmise the changes, as bemg 
“merely for the purpose of removing, if possible, some avoidable mis- 
understandmgs which may have influenced at least some members of 
the House of Commons.” The amended Book had an uneasy passage, 
but eventually went through. Once more Lang brought the Upper 
House of York to a unanimous decision, but m the Lower House the 
majority dropped from 58 to 31. In the Convocation of Canterbury 
and the Church Assembly the reductions were heavier. 

“Many who felt a good deal of strain in supporting the Book,” 
Lang wrote, “found that this last twist was enough to break it. . . . 
If people knew the difficulties, of which I have personal knowledge, 
m securing an inclusion of continuous Reservation at all, they would 
be more generous.” 

The new Measure was remtroduced into the House of Commons 
on June 13 th, 1928. Tliis time its supporters managed the debate better, 
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but again failed to carry die House with them, being beaten by 46 votes, 
a sUghtly larger majority than before. An impression of disingenuous- 
ness explained, at any rate partially, this second defeat. The Church 
was told that the changes were unimportant, the House of Commons 
that they were serious enough to warrant a reversal of its previous 
verdict. Neither took the assurance in good part and the compromise 
gave httle pleasure to anybody. It affronted the Anglo-CathoHcs and 
appeased very few Evangehcals. In the view of many who were by no 
means extremists, it neither defended the spiritual rights of the Church 
nor, in the event, gave it a new Prayer Book. 

Lang must shoulder his share of the responsibihty for this second 
defeat, for it was his advice which had finally prevailed with the Bishops. 
It is easy in retrospect to blame his judgment, to suggest that after the 
first failure the leaders of the Church should at least have done at once 
what they did later. But as between Davidson and Lang this was not 
the issue ; and, apart from the further surrender of prmciple involved, 
it IS questionable whether the former’s pohcy, if it had been adopted, 
would have prevailed. The current of opinion in Parliament was run- 
ning strongly, and behind the arguments of the debate was a deep 
distrust both of the Bishops and of their abihty to keep the clergy within 
the limits of any Book that was passed. 

Lang wrote with deep disappomtment of the result. 

The debate was conducted on a high level, especially by the sup- 
porters, and was much better than last time. Hugh Cecil really held 
the attention of the House and lifted it, at one pomt, to really high 
ground. Two of the best speeches were by women — Lady Iveagh 
and the Duchess of Atholl — ^but the Prime Minister, though he wound 
up, was not very effective. His line of thought was entirely right, 
but it was, so to say, too good for the temper of the audience. As 
soon as any impression seemed to have been made by reason, the 
gusts of Protestant convictions, suspicions, fears, prejudices swept 
through the House, and ultimately prevailed. 

But it is no use denying that one cause of the temper of the 
House, at least certainly among a large number of quiet Enghsh 
members — especially from the country — was the long-accumulating 
resentment against too many Anglo-Cathohcs who have thrust their 
ways upon quiet country folk entirely unprepared for them. This 
resentment has now, so to say, exploded. When some of their 
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stalwarts say, ‘‘All we have gamed has been gained by fighting/' 
this strong resentment on the part of multitudes of quiet folk is the 
price that has been paid. It is extremely difficult for the Archbishops 
and Bishops to continue to do their utmost to give a generous place 
within the Church to the ideals of the Anglo-Cathohc movement 
when many of its leaders, and not least its organ the Church Times, 
are perpetually sneering at their authority, treating their efforts 
almost with contempt, and enormously increasing the difficulties 
with which they are faced. 

When the House of Bishops met to consider the results of this 
second reverse, they agreed unanimously on a statement proclaiming 
the inalienable right of the Church, in the last resort, to formulate its 
Faith and to order the expression of it m forms of worship. 

“The Church," Lang told the Convocation of York on July nth, 
“is responsible for meetmg the spintual needs of each generation, 
and for securmg the ordering of its own hfe. The Church, therefore, 
is thrown back upon its only available resource, the administrative 
action of the Episcopate. . . . The knowledge which is given to us 
in the Revised Book must needs be a guide as to what may be rightly 
permitted or prescribed in the present situation." 

The new Book was pubhshed, without prejudice, at the end of the 
year ; and in 1929, when a new Archbishop was at Lambeth, a further 
statement declared that “durmg the present emergency and until further 
order be taken," the Bishops would not treat as disloyal any additions 
or deviations withm the hmits of the rejected Books, while refusing to 
coimtenance any practices outside those hmits. Further, they allowed 
the use of any of the Forms and Orders of 1928, provided such use was 
approved by the Parochial Church Councils concerned. 

A full and fair judgment of this unhappy episode m the history of 
the Church is given by the Bishop of Chichester in his Life of Randall 
Davidson. It was the old Archbishop’s last battle. He had been eighty 
in Apnl, and although still hale and alert, tired easily and responded 
with increasing strain to the heavy and growing demands of his office. 
The deasive consideration, however, was the approach of 1930 and 
another Lambeth Conference. He himself had no thought of presiding 
over it, and it was only fair that his successor should be allowed plenty 
of time for preparation. Accordmgly, in July he sent in his resignation. 
Few doubted that the new Archbishop would be the man who had 
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worked so well with Davidson for twenty years. ‘‘I could not but have 
a foreboding/' Lang wrote modestly, “that it might fall to me to be 
his successor.” In the notes he scribbled at Ballure that summer he 
described his feehngs more fully. He had been fairly successful in 
banishing the idea from his thoughts until Davidson began to talk about 
his resignation. Then “It became clear that a big trial would await me 
— either to accept a verj difHcult position if some other Bishop were 
appointed and to try in the circumstances to ‘ play the game ’ rightly and 
honourably; or to face, knowing my shortcommgs, the tremendous 
responsibilities of the office.” He would leave the issue in the hands of 
God, and asked grace and strength to meet whatever might be the 
decision. But he found it hard to go on with his work at York as though 
no other prospect lay ahead, and to make arrangements and engagements 
for the future. 

He was appointed to the Commission which was to receive the 
Archbishop’s resignation, and on July 26th, the day after it was made 
pubhc, had come up to London to attend a garden party at Buckingham 
Palace. After the party he was told the Prime Minister (Mr. Stanley 
Baldwin) was coming to Lambeth at 9.30 p.m. that evening and wished 
to see him. 

He (the Prime Minister) told me that he proposed to recommend 
me to the Kmg as the next Archbishop of Canterbury and that the 
King had given his ready assent. It may be worth noting (i) that I 
doubt whether any such commumcation had ever been made by a 
Prime Minister by word of mouth and not by letter, except the 
famous case of George Ill’s direct offer, apart from Pitt, his P.M., to 
Manners Sutton; (2) that certainly no Pnme Minister had ever 
conveyed such an offer smoking a pipe! He was very kmd and 
cordial about it. Of course I asked whether I might have some time 
to consider his proposal. He at once said : “No, it is inevitable. I 
won’t hear of any refusal. You are the only man. Your one and 
only duty is to say Yes at once, and before I leave.” I could only 
submit, suppressing my feehngs, which mdeed could scarcely be 
expressed. Archbishop Davidson was then summoned to the study ; 
and at once the Archbishop, the Archbishop now designate, and the 
Prime Minister settled the other consequent appointments — WiUiam 
Temple to be translated from Manchester to York, Guy Warman to 
be translated from Chelmsford to Manchester, and Wilson to be 
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appointed to Chelmsford. It was quick work ! Then the P.M. left, 
and after a few very moving words with Randall Davidson I went 
to my room, knowmg that tliis heavy burden of responsibility was 
to be laid upon me. The pubhc announcement immediately fol- 
lowed. It was arranged that the vacancy should occur m the late 
autumn, on November 12th, the Archbishop’s Golden Weddmg day. 

In the rough notes Lang pays high tribute to the smcerity and sim- 
plicity with which the Prime Minister, puffing away at his pipe, dis- 
cussed the new appointments. Lang was emphatic in commending 
Temple to York. If London had been vacant, he might have gone there 
“to clean out the situation in that Diocese.” But Dr. Winnington- 
Ingram “had clearly intimated that he was not disposed to resign or to 
take a less arduous Diocese.” Besides, “Temple’s marked ascendancy of 
mind, his large outlook, his vigorous personahty, and his power of 
writing and of speech made him the right man” for York. His youth 
would balance Lang’s maturer age “m the imited work of the two 
Archbishops which my friendship with him would continue.” 

No sooner was the news pubHshed than Lang was “deluged with a 
huge tidal wave of letters.” Notable among these was “that word of 
Charles Gore ... to me, the only word of so many m those countless 
letters that went like an arrow to this conscience, ‘Keep loyal above all 
thmgs to Jesus of Nazareth.’ ” He was troubled by doubts of his fitness, 
by a sense of his weaknesses, “spiritual, and also intellectual and tem- 
peramental. I am under no illusions as to this — in spite of all the human 
promptings of ambition, I know myself not to be m the same class as 
my immediate predecessors on the Throne of St. Augustine.” 

He could not but be pleased by the note of personal affection in the 
letters, or by the wider prospect which was now opening. It would, 
he told Wilfrid Parker, be a terrible wrench to leave the North, and the 
work of twenty years, and his home at Bishopthorpe — “and you cannot 
imderstand what a hold the garden, which is now really famous in the 
North of England, has got upon my Hfe.” Yet he would have been 
less than human had he not been conscious of the honour that had come 
to him. 

In August he had to accompany a pilgrimage of the British Legion 
and the British Empire Service League, led by the Prmce of Wales, to 
the Menin Gate of Ypres, where he dehvered his first address since his 
translation had been announced. 
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Then, as soon as he might, he escaped to the peace of Ballure, where 
he spent the better part of a fortnight alone, praying, meditating, and 
writing in his little notebooks. Afterwards, as he hoped, his future 
colleague. Temple, was coming with his wife to stay for a week ; and 
then he must return to Bishopthorpe for all the sad busuiess of goodbye, 
for gatherings of clergy and people and for the ceremony at which he 
was to receive the Freedom of the City of York. 

I look back m these notes to the beginning of my time as Archbishop 
of York and thmk of all the hopes and plans with winch I began. 
And now after twenty years the ending. Certainly there was enough 
and to spare of doing. Yet, after all the ceaseless process of doing, 
what was done> Agam I cannot tell. God knows. Church Hfe 
somewhat encouraged and invigorated, I hope ; but the Church is 
ultimately only a means — to use the old word — of winning souls to 
God. How many souls were brought nearer God by all tins doing ? 
The words of the Methody hymn come to my mind — “Doing is a 
deadly thing.’’ What is certain is that much more of true value 
might have been done if I had cared less for doing and more for being. 
If the inner life had been kept more true, the outer hfe would have 
borne more fruit. “He that abide th m Me and I in him,” said the 
Lord, “the same brmgeth forth much fruit: for apart from Me ye 
can do nothing.” But for my Holy Weeks at Cuddesdon and my 
months m “the Cell” at Ballure, truly my soul would have withered. 
I can only with deep penitence leave these years to the merciful 
judgment of God. Yet it would be wrong not to give thanks for 
all the health and help given to me, for all the kindliness and loyalty 
which surrounded me, for the beauty and refreshment of my home 
at Bishopthorpe. Otherwise — “God be merciful to me a sinner.” 

So he felt as he looked back ; and as he looked forward he began to 
feel the weight of years, for he was approaching his sixty-fourth birthday. 
Yet he stood on the threshold of what must needs be his last and greatest 
office, and in “the Cell” at Ballure, despite misgivings for his fitness and 
a sense of past failure, some of the old buoyancy and hope and exhilara- 
tion came flooding back. “After aU,” he wrote to Dick Sheppard, “I 
think I have some mvincible youth hiding within me, and a late lark 
singing.” 
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Chapter XXVI 

ENTHRONEMENT AND ILLNESS 

M y confirmation took place with all the customary forms at 
Bow Church in Cheapside, and without any sort of disturb- 
ance.^ The first person, outside the officials, to greet me as Arch- 
bishop was the Lord Mayor, the good Kynaston Studd, whom I 
always thereafter called ''my Lord Mayor.’’ For this confirmation 
I stayed with my friends Ian and Jeanne Malcolm,^ signing his visitors’ 
book as I left tffe house as '‘Cosmo Ebor,” and when I returned as 
“Cosmo Cantuar.” This has always seemed to me, and to others, 
a very happy and euphonious signature — C. G. Lang — C. G. Stepney 
— Cosmo Ebor — Cosmo Cantuar. 

The enthronement of the 95th Archbishop of Canterbury followed 
on December 4th. 

The Dean, George Bell (now Bishop of Chichester), had taken 
infinite pains about all the arrangements. He had given full play to 
his vivid imagination in order to make the ceremony symboHc not 
only of ecclesiastical life, but of the national life, including “the 
Arts.” Hence the series of independent representative processions, 
admirably marshalled. Never certainly had any previous Archbishop 
been endironed on a scale of such colourful and symbolic magni- 
ficence. 

Two memorable changes marked the proceedings. In the fifteenth 
century the Mandate to Enthronement was issued to the Prior, but after 
the Reformation to the Archdeacon or his proxy. An unexpected letter 
from Dr. Brightman ^ to the Dean suggested the desirability of trying 
to revert to something like the earlier practice ; in other words, that the 
Mandate should go to the Dean and Chapter and that the Dean should 
enthrone. The ground was delicate, as it must always be when any 
change is contemplated affecting the prescriptive rights of ecclesiastical 

^ There was the usual objection by Mr. Kensit and his fnends, which had the ludicrous 
result of sending the new Archbishop down into “ the vaults ” — in fact the coal-cellar — 
while the substance of the protest was examined. 

2 Sir Ian Malcolm, M.P., and Lady Malcolm. 

^ Fellow of Magdalen College, Oxford, Exammer in Theology. Died in 1932. 

313 



COSMO GORDON LANG 

offices. Dr. Bell consulted the Bishop of Truro and the Dean of Wells, 
who both favoured the change, and also discussed the matter with 
Archbishop Davidson, the Archdeacon of Canterbury and Sir Lewis 
Dibdin. It is a tribute to the Dean’s diplomacy that eventually, with the 
concurrence of all concerned, a satisfactory compromise was reached. 
By this the Mandate was issued to the Dean and Chapter without pre 
judice to the Archdeacon’s rights. They then appointed the Archdeacon 
to enthrone in the Archbishop’s throne and the Dean’s stall, while the 
Dean enthroned in the Marble Chair and the Prior’s seat in the Chapter 
‘House. 

The other important alteration was in the placing of the Marble Chair 
of St. Augustine, which, after the advice of the Bishop of Truro and the 
Dean of Wells had again been sought, was removed from the Corona 
to a special platform on the top of the steps at the east end of the nave. 
The removal had something more than a ceremonial significance. In 
the past an Enthronement had been treated rather as a domestic occasion 
at Canterbury ; the new arrangement, by the closer association of Church 
and people with the proceedings, symbolised the changed status of the 
Archbishop. He was more than the Bishop of a Diocese or the Metro- 
politan of a Province : he was the first spintual leader in the land, in old 
Lord Halifax’s favourite phrase, “ Alterius Orbis Papa,” the senior Bishop 
of a world-wide Commumon. 

The same interpretation appeared in the composition of the con- 
gregation, which included representatives of the Church of Scotland, the 
Free Churches, the Churches of the Continent, and, so far as was possible, 
every element in the nation’s Hfe. It appeared also in the Order of 
Service, which, while based on ancient forms, reflected the new and 
wider office of an Archbishop of Canterbury in the twentieth century. 
The Service was the result of the collaboration of the Bishop of Truro, 
the Dean of Wells, Dr. Brightman, Dr. Percy Dearmer, and Canon 
Dwelly of Liverpool ; and the Te Deum was especially composed by 
Dr. Vaughan Williams. 

The ceremonies met with general approval, but displeased the Church 
Times, whose criticism, neither for the first nor for the last time, annoyed 
the Archbishop. His own address, by the judgment of the Bishop of 
Durham, “pleased everybody, and alarmed nobody.” It lacked the 
vigour and fire of his speech in York Minster twenty years earlier and 
perhaps he did not say very much ; but what he did say was perfectly 
phrased and delivered. 
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I have never been a favourable, perhaps never even a fair, judge of 
my own performances in the way of addresses and sermons. This 
address was mainly a plea for unity within the Church of England. 
As for myself, the words which were in my own mind and heart . . . 
were Ps. ii8, v. 14 — “The Lord is my strength and my song.’’ 

So with pageantry and silver trumpets, and in the perfect setting of 
the Cathedral, the long ceremony drew to its close and the new Arch- 
bishop stood bareheaded outside the West door to give his blessing to 
the people. 

Unhappily the Enthronement coincided with a crisis in the illness of 
King George V. 

Indeed, till the very day itself it was doubtful whether it would become 
a great act of national grief and mourning rather than the Enthrone- 
ment of the Archbishop. All the morning I was at one end of the 
telephone, with Lord Stamfordham at the other end, to get the latest 
accoimt of the King’s condition. To my immense rekef, just before 
I went over to the Cathedral, Stamfordham was able to assure me 
that the King had had a good sleep, that the crisis was past, and that 
there was every hope of his recovery. This I was able to announce 
to the great congregation. But this anxiety prevented the Prime 
Minister (Mr. Baldwin) from being present, as he had fully intended 
to be. He was represented by the Lord Chancellor and one or two 
other Ministers. 

The Archbishop added a note on his own apparel. 

I decided not to wear cope and mitre, as I was anxious not to seem 
to be making at once a departure from the ways of my dear and 
honoured predecessor. But, as at York, I waited; and very soon 
quietly and without “advertisement” appeared at an Ordination 
fully vested in cope and mitre. The custom thus begun was estab- 
lished. It is certain that since the Reformation no previous Arch- 
bishop had ever worn a mitre either m the Cathedral or elsewhere. 
I earned on the custom in London, when desired, and in other places. 
I cannot remember having ever received a single word of protest, 
hardly ever of comment. I can’t but think that if the Anglo-CathoHcs 
had in this way bided their time and been patient and considerate 
about some of their practices, their efforts, especially in country 
places, would have excited far less controversy. 
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The move from Bishopthorpe to Lambeth and Canterbury was an 
arduous and melancholy business. The Archbishop felt acutely the 
wrench of leaving the beautiful house that had been his home for twenty 
years and, even more, the garden he had loved and tended so well. He 
was glad, he told Mrs. Crawley, to have been too busy to “moon about’' 
Bishopthorpe during the last days. “Your picture of the desolate house 
went to my heart.” 

The change was the sadder because it ended the close association with 
Crawley and his family. Lambeth Palace, unlike Bishopthorpe, did not 
admit of two separate establishments under the same roof, and reluctantly 
Crawley came to the conclusion that his family should have a hfe of 
their own, imbroken by the intrusions of public work. The Archbishop 
lamented losing the companionship they had given him m his rather 
solitary existence, the liveliness of the children, and not least the presence 
of Mrs. Crawley, from whom he used to say that he would take in the 
way of plain speaking what he would allow from no other woman. 

To him once more in his perplexity came Lumley Green-Wilkinson, 
who had almost a habit of reappearing at difficult moments in the 
Archbishop’s career. He was with him at Amen Court. He joined 
him again for his initiation at York. Now, ill health having led him to 
resign his post as Vicar of St. Peter’s, Bournemouth, he came back once 
more, to be, in the Archbishop’s words, “a very special providence.” 

True, he was only an extra-non-resident chaplam ; but he was very 
often an acting chaplain on all sorts of occasions, Consecrations, etc., 
including the Coronation ; and his ever cheery presence came con- 
stantly hke sunshine mto Lambeth. He took over all my financial 
affairs, paid the wages, kept the accounts . . . and so took off my 
shoulders a burden which by nature I am very mcapable of bearmg. 
I can never express what I owe to his service, then and ever since. 

The first regular chaplains were the present Bishop of Winchester 
and the present Archdeacon of Canterbury. 

I was from the first and all through my time “singularly blessed” in 
the matter of chaplain-secretaries. The first was Mervyn Haigh, 
whom I inherited from Archbishop Davidson. He “saw me in.” 
The change of masters made no difference in his loyalty. From the 
first days I could rely on his swift, critical and clear brain. In all the 
business of the Lambeth Conference of 1930 his help was invaluable. 
I can’t thmk how I could have got through without it. I knew that 
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Baldwin, the P.M., had been much impressed by his abilities, so I 
was not surprised when in 1931 he was appointed Bishop of Coventry. 
I expect many people were surprised that a man should go straight 
from the ofEce of Archbishop’s chaplain to be Bishop of a Diocese. 
I thought it was a fitting recognition not only of his great abilities, 
but of the ever-increasing importance of that office. 

Alec Sargent, whom I had known when he was chaplain at 
Cuddesdon, jomed Haigh from the sub-wardenship of St. Paul’s 
College, Grahamstown, South Africa, in 1929. His duty was to look 
after the Diocese. He could not resist the lure of the Diocese, for 
he had been born and bred within it, at the King’s School, in Lis 
Ordination and first curacies, and loved everything in it. When 
later, in 1939, I appointed him to be Archdeacon of Maidstone and 
Canon of the Cathedral, and afterwards Archdeacon of Canterbury, 
the senior Archdeacon of the Anglican Communion, he was dehghted. 
Whatever else I may have done in my hfe, I knew that I had made 
one man bhssfully happy. He gave me ten years of devoted service — 
at first rather shy and self-contained, but growing each year in 
confidence. His knowledge and love of the Diocese were a great help. 

There were also the secretaries, and pre-eminent among them Mr. 
A. J. Clements and Miss Gwen FuUer, who had both been with Arch- 
bishop Davidson and were both to stay with Lang for aU his time at 
Lambeth. Mr. Clements 

went his own way, remote, I think rather cynical, perhaps not un- 
naturally, about ecclesiastical persons and affairs. ... He was always 
therey always efficient, with no other interests in life. 

Miss Fuller — ‘'truly one of a thousand” — dealt with much of the 
Archbishop’s official correspondence and with all his private letters. 

The making ready of two large houses was in itself a considerable 
labour. At Lambeth Palace a group of generous laymen bought from 
Dr. Davidson all the really valuable furmture, much of which for long 
years had been handed on by purchase from one Archbishop to the next. 
More, of course, was necessary, and after a twenty-five years’ tenancy 
much redecoration w^as required. Once again Mr. Harry Dixon, who 
had dealt so well with Bishopthorpe m 1908, came to the rescue, the 
arrangements he made being, as before, much to the satisfaction of the 
new tenant. To the Old Palace at Canterbury, which was more easily 
prepared for occupation, went most of the furniture from Bishopthorpe. 
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Tte Archbishop took with him many of his old staff, including 
Martha Saville, who had been with him at Amen Court, Mrs. Opie, 
Budden the gardener and Walter Wells the chauffeur. The garden at 
Lambeth was a difficult problem, with few of the natural advantages 
of Bishopthorpe and a soil soured by centuries of London soot. But 
presently, wnth the help of a handsome present of six hundred tons of 
earth from Mr. J. Pierpont Morgan, wonders were worked, and for 
many weeks in the year the garden at Lambeth, although never quite 
competing with the glories of Bishopthorpe, was an oasis of beauty and 
colour in a wilderness of bricks and ferro-concrete. 

At Lambeth he was to have his garden : at Canterbury he had the 
Cathedral. 

To me the building was a constant joy and mspiration. How for- 
tunate I was to have had my “seat” in two such splendid churches as 
York Minster and Canterbury Cathedral; and happily they are so 
different that comparisons were out of place. Surely the view of 
the choir and apse at Canterbury is one of the most beautiful pictures 
in stone in England, perhaps in the world. 

It has what I can only call a witchery of its own, especially when 
the sunlight gleams from the windows. ... It was itself worship in 
stone and colour. 

Scarcely was the new Archbishop enthroned than he was struck down 
by the first serious illness he had known. Ailments of a milder sort he 
had occasionally had, despite his protestations to the contrary ; for in one 
of his notebooks he makes the extravagant claim that “until December 
23rd, 1928, I had never remembered being m bed for a whole day in 
my hfe” and that this was his first experience of nurses and of having 
his temperature taken. On December 23 rd, however, and for many 
weeks afterwards, the malady was too grave to be forgotten or mini- 
mised. 

On the eve of Advent Sunday ^ (1928) I was sitting at dinner with 
the Ordinands reading aloud to them (as had been my custom for 
many years) selections from Bunyan’s Pilgrims Progress. I had no 
sooner entered the river with poor Christian . . . than I was seized 
with a sudden internal pain, a pam more acute than I had ever experi- 
enced. I was just able to put the book into the hands of Vernon 

^ It was the eve of the Foixrth Sunday in Advent, December 23rd. 
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Storr,^ then my examining chaplain, and struggle to my room. 
Mervyn Haigh sent an urgent message to the Canterbury surgeon- 
doctor, Whitehead Reid. He said that in nmeteen cases out of twenty 
he would operate immediately, but he had an instinct that this might 
be the twentieth case. Accordmgly he telephoned to the eminent 
surgeon, Sir Henry Rigby, to come to Canterbury at once. He did 
so, straight from the bedside of the King, whom he had been attend- 
ing, and arrived about i a.m. m his car, bringing with him his two 
nurses and all the apparatus for a major operation. He at once 
examined me, probed the body where the pain had been for a con- 
siderable time in complete silence, then quietly said: '*1 agree that 
in nineteen cases out of twenty your doctor would have been right 
to operate, and so would J, but I think this is a twentieth case and I 
will not operate.” Meanwhile I could hear the nurses making their 
preparations in the adjoining room. They remamed and Sir Henry 
returned. . . . Very shortly afterwards he came back with Lord 
Dawson of Penn for a consultation. So began my close association 
with Dawson, which ripened mto a most real friendship. Neither 
seemed quite clear as to the cause of the pain, though they were 
sure it must have been very severe. I gathered afterwards that 
probably a small clot of blood had wandered over my body and 
through my heart, and Rigby told me that if either my doctor or 
he had operated that night I would probably have died, as the heart 
could not have stood the strain. How much I owe to the courageous 
decision of these men ! The only result of it all was a mild form of 
pleurisy; but both Dawson and Rigby agreed that I must be a 
prisoner m bed for some time and not return to full work for four 
months ! 

He was a bad patient and a difficult convalescent. Green-Wilkinson 
records how in January the Archbishop, still bedndden, insisted upon 
supervising the hanging of his pictures and the sorting of his papers at 
the Old Palace. In the hiatus between the departure from Bishopthorpe , 
and the arrival of the new “manager” affairs had fallen into some con- 
fusion and a suitcase bulging with unpaid bills and unanswered letters 
clamoured for attention. Meanwhile the Archbishop was exasperated 
by his enforced inactivity and fretted ceaselessly over an absence from 
duty in the first days of his rule, worrying himself and all about him 
^ Canon V. F. Storr, Archdeacon of Westminster 1931-1936. Died in 1940. 
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with his anxieties. Green-Wilkinson had his hands full and his patience 
tried to hreaking-point ; yet the Archbishop, despite all the grumbling 
and surface irritation, was full of gratitude. “Lumley here is most 
devoted,” he wrote to his brother Norman. ‘‘I tell him he has mistaken 
his vocation. He ought to have been either a valet or a nurse.” 

When the time for convalescence came, Dawson was most kind and 
assiduous in trying to find a suitable place m the South of England. 
Fmally he arranged with Lady Cowdray that she should offer me a 
small house of her own at Bognor (The Moorings). I hesitated, lest 
I should seem to be intruding on the King, who had just been moved 
to a house almost next door. Lord Dawson told me that he had 
consulted the Queen and that she hoped I would come. 

Being thus the King’s neighbour, I saw him frequently at Craig- 
weil House, where he was convalescing. Thus I was thankful to be 
able to give the spiritual ministration which had not been possible 
during his illness (though dear Archbishop Davidson had gone almost 
daily to Buckingham Palace in the hope that he might be called in — 
the old queer English custom that the “parson” only came when 
death was imminent !) Thus I had with him and the Queen a short 
service of Thanksgiving for his recovery, and gave him and her — ^no 
one else present — their Easter Commimion m his room. I doubt 
whether this would have happened unless I had been there as a 
personal friend rather than offiaally as the Archbishop. . . . 

In a notebook Lang describes the King as lookmg “hke his old self- 
only thm and speakmg with unwonted gentleness.” For the Easter 
Communion Green-Wilkinson’s wartime altar was used and “the King 
seemed much moved by the thought that so many of his army had 
received their Communion from this altar.” A httle later Lang and 
William Temple, the new Archbishop of York, in the presence of die 
Prime Minister (Mr. Baldwin), were admitted to make their long- 
deferred homage. 

Lang describes The Moormgs, to which in after years he was to 
make eight separate visits, as “a charming httle house, beautifully fur- 
nished, at the end of a qmet avenue and on the very beach, with its long 
stretches of sand.” 

By another “special Providence” the last stage of the Archbishop’s 
convalescence was a voyage in the Mediterranean on board Mr. J. 
Pierpont Morgan’s yacht Corsair, “the first of three cruises which, as 
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I have often said, brought me more happmess than any other events in 
my life.” He kept a careful diary of each of these voyages. 

He jomed Corsair at Venice on April 2nd, 1929. She was a comfort- 
able yacht of 2000 ton^ and the Archbishop had a cabin ‘‘as large as an 
ordinary bedroom, with its own bathroom attached.” His fellow- 
passengers were Mr. Pierpont Morgan and his daughter Mrs. NichoUs, 
Lord and Lady Buxton and Lord Clarendon ; but die host, being sum- 
moned to Paris to take part in a Reparations Commission, was absent 
during the first part of the cruise. 

After five days in Venice they sailed down the Dalmatian coast, 
callmg at Zara, Sebenico, Trau, Split, Dubrovnik and Cattaro, before 
returning to Venice to pick up Mr. Morgan. He arrived from Paris 
with a copy of the Daily Telegraph containmg a canard which caused the 
Archbishop some annoyance. There had been talk of a visit to the 
Holy Land, and although the idea was abandoned, apparently when Mr. 
Morgan was called to Paris, the story had got round that the Vatican 
had made representations on the subject to the Foreign Office, which 
had asked the Archbishop to omit Palestine from his itmerary. This 
was quite untrue, but a little later, when the party was in Greece, the 
story reappeared with embellishments. 

The yachds course was through the islands to Athens, where the 
Archbishop had to lay aside the clothes of convalescence and don a purple 
cassock. After luncheon at the Legation, he was driven to the Cathedral 
and, in the presence of a large crowd, was received by Archbishop 
Chrysostom, attended by fifteen of the MetropoHtans and Bishops of 
Greece. He was conducted to a chair of state in front of the Ikonostasis, 
where he sat while a hymn and a Litany were sung. This ceremony 
was followed by a reception at the Archbishop’s house, when His Beati- 
tude read an address in Greek, recalling the translation of Theodore in 
the seventh century to Canterbury. As a memento of this return visit 
Athens presented Canterbury with a gold cross, and in a further tour 
of the Cathedral large numbers of the faithful knelt to kiss the visitor’s 
ring and to receive his blessing. 

Two more days, mostly given to sightseeing, were spent in Athens, 
followed by a run to NaupUa, Mycenae and the islands, to Athens again 
and the battlefield of Marathon, and then back to Venice. Such was 
the magic of the voyage that the Archbishop almost forgot his vexation 
and was disposed even to feel grateful to his illness for giving him such 
an experience. 


X 
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Two years later he had another illness and another cruise. 

Early in 1931 I became aware of considerable pains in my head. 
Dawson said that it was the beginning of that most painful of maladies 
known as ‘‘Fifth Nerve” and that I must give up all work and retire 
to bed and submit to the care of two nurses. Strangely enough, I 
have no memory of all the usual excessive pain. This was due to a 
“doping” by Dawson so skilful that it dulled the sense of pain and 
yet left me entirely conscious, able to see people sometimes and even 
to do a little necessary busmess. I only remember visits from various 
medicine men — ^Dawson’s well-known team work. The result was 
that when I came through and read many of the letters which had 
arrived, kindly telling me about the dreadful pains of this malady, 
I could not realise that I had suffered them. 

Nevertheless this second illness, coming so soon after the first, de- 
pressed him to such an extent that at times, even when he was clearly 
on the mend, he began to fear he would never regain his old health or 
be well enough to carry on with his work. This feeling explains a short 
conversation at the luncheon table in 1932 between him and the faithful 
Martha Saville. 

C. C.: “What’s this?” 

Martha: “Them’s brains, Your Grace. You haven’t had any 
for a long time.” 

C. C. (grimly) : “No, I know I haven’t.” 

Martha : “Oh, I didn’t mean that, Your Grace.” 

For his convalescence he had another cruise. On March 24th he 
joined the ship at Monte Carlo, where he had a gHmpse of his old friend 
Tupper-Carey, who was shocked by his appearance as he went aboard. 
Corsair — a new yacht under the old name — ^took him first to Naples and 
Sicily. On Good Friday he was at Athens, where the Archbishop gave 
him a “very cordial and indeed affectionate” welcome. After touchmg 
at Naupha and Epidaurus, Corsair dropped anchor at Patmos, where the 
Archbishop climbed up to the great monastery and was received by the 
monks with hymns and an address of welcome. Ead weather prevented 
a landing at Rhodes and the next port of call was Beirut, whence the 
party took train to Baalbec and Damascus — “a jewel set in a rich plain 
of gardens and fruit trees with the desert hills surrounding it. As we 
looked down upon it a brilliant, almost dazzling, shaft of sunlight fell 
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on the road to Damascus just where St. Paul saw the light that blinded 
and converted him.” 

Without protest or rumour of protest, he moved south into the Holy 
Land, through Capernaum and Tiberias to Nazareth, Nablus, and finally 
Jerusalem, where he was the guest of Sir John Chancellor, the High 
Commissioner. 

Wearing my purple silk cassock, cape and cap, I was met at the Jaffa 
Gate by the Deputy Commissioner, the Chief of Police, and the 
Bishop in Jerusalem (Machines), in scarlet doctor’s gown, with 
Archdeacon Stewart and others, and conducted ceremoniously up 
the narrow cobbled street to the Church of the Holy Sepulchre. In 
the courtyard was a considerable crowd and representatives of the 
various ecclesiastical authorities (except the Latm) — the MetropoHtan 
of Philadelphia (Timotheos), who had been at Balhol and at Lambeth 
and spoke Enghsh fluently, representing the Orthodox Patriarch of 
Jerusalem ; the Locum Tenens of the Armenian Patriarch ; the local 
head of the Coptic Church. Then I was conducted by aE this com- 
pany through the various sites within the Church. In spite of this 
crowd I felt that in this central shrine of Christendom there was a 
real spirit of reverence. I say nothing about the historical authenticity 
of the sites : enough that they have been for centuries symbols of 
faith and reverence and devotion. 

I was then conducted to the Orthodox Catholicon, within the 
Holy Places but independent and under the sole charge of the 
Orthodox Church. It had been intended that after an address from 
Archbishop Timotheos, as representing the old Patriarch who is iU, 
I should reply and give a blessing. But immediately before the 
ceremony the Deputy Commissioner intervened, saying he had given 
a pledge — ^I presume to the Latin authorities — that I would not even 
seem to be disturbing the status quo by speaking, and that I must be 
sEent. As the CathoHcon is in the full control of the Ortliodox 
Church, this seemed to me real pedantry : the intervention was much 
resented by its representatives and was afterwards objected to by the 
High Commissioner. But at the moment it was impossible to do 
otherwise than acquiesce. 

So Archbishop Timotheos put me in a chair of state, a welcome 
was sung by the choir just as m the Cathedral of Athens in 1929, the 
Archbishop read his address, I merely bowed, was taken inside the 
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Ifconostasis where I knelt in silent prayer, and was then conducted 

formally out of the Church. 

Formal visits to the three Patriarchates followed, the Latin Patriarch, 
Monsignor Barbassina, notwithstanding the episode in the Catholicon, 
receiving the Archbishop not merely affably but with some pomp, and 
later unbending so far as to attend the reception at Government House, 
which previously he had not entered. A long day ended with a call on 
the old Patriarch Damianos, who ‘"lives, or rather declines to die, in a 
charming little house with its own courtyard on the top of the Mount 
of Olives.” He gave the Archbishop on leaving a mother-of-pearl 
patriarchal staff, “which he evidently intended to mean his recognition 
of my status as a Patriarch !” 

After these more formal functions the Archbishop was permitted to 
see the sights of the city and the neighbourhood, visiting Jericho, the 
Jordan, the Dead Sea, and of course Bethlehem, where he replied to an 
address of welcome in the Church of the Nativity. The party rejoined 
Corsair at Haifa, and after a leisurely voyage across the Mediterranean 
and up the Adriatic came to Venice, whence a special train took them to 
Calais. “ So ended what I think were the happiest six weeks of my life.” 

The third and last cruise was in April 1939. The Archbishop imder- 
took it with hesitation and after consultmg the Prime Minister (Mr. 
Chamberlain) and the Foreign Secretary (Lord Halifax), for the clouds 
of war were banking up heavily over Europe. At last he decided to go, 
and on April 2nd he and the rest of the party joined Corsair at Monte 
Carlo. At first they voyaged over now famihar seas, touching at Naples, 
Athens and Nauplia, where Easter Day was spent. Athens, although 
shaken by the Italian invasion of Albama, gave a ceremonial welcome, 
the new Archbishop doing the honours. The next call should have been 
at Moimt Athos, but there the sea was too rough to allow a landing and 
Corsair went on through the Dardanelles into the Sea of Marmora, 
reaching Istanbul on April 12th. On the 13th Santa Sophia was visited 
in the morning, and the old palace of the Sultans in the afternoon. On 
Friday the I4ih the Archbishop paid his formal call on the Phanar, an 
event, he remarked, of some significance in ecclesiastical history, as 
marking the first visit of an Archbishop of Canterbury to an Oecumenical 
Patriarch. 

The first ceremony was at the little Cathedral. On arrival I was met 
by the Holy Synod, some twelve Metropolitans, richly robed, and 
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was conducted with great pomp to the Church. It is highly decorated 
with a very elaborately carved wooden Ikonostasis. I was placed on 
a seat opposite the Patriarchal Throne, where the MetropoHtan of 
Chalcedon, as deputy of the Patriarch, who was too frail himself to 
attend, presided. Then followed the usual ceremonies for the recep- 
tion of an Archbishop or Patriarch. ... At the close, with a Cross in 
my hand, I gave a blessing to the considerable crowd. I was then 
conducted with much state to the Patriarchal Palace. There the 
Patriarch awaited me, welcomed me with the usual salutations, and 
took me into his “Throne room.” There he proceeded to read to 
me an allocution in the presence of the Synod and other ojfScials. 
I gave a very much less flowery reply. The Patriarch then gave me 
ceremonially a jewelled encolpion (if that is the right word) with a 
gold cham, the symbol of a MetropoHtan, and less ceremonially a 
bimdle of Easter eggs ! We then sat down for our informal con- 
versation. At first the old man (he is not really old, about seventy, 
but looks much older) was somewhat shy and embarrassed, but soon 
became quite cordial and Hvely. I spoke to him about my proposed 
united Whitsuntide Appeal (for peace), with wliich he agreed, and 
of course about the relations of our respective Churches. Then, as 
I was leavmg, came the tedious business of bemg photographed, the 
MetropoHtans chattering like excited jays about their places ; and 
after more embraces I left and returned to Istanbul. 

The whole visit was both intensely interesting and also pathetic. 
It was hard to reaHse that this frail old man held an ofEce which once 
had rivalled, and sometimes ecHpsed, that of the Pope at Rome. 
Now, in spite of his great position, he has httle authority. The 
various autocephalous Orthodox Churches regard him with formal 
deference or even reverence, but with great jealousy lest he should 
interfere with their independence. He is kept m a state of somewhat 
humihating subservience by the Turkish Government, mdeed as 
practically a prisoner withm the Phanar. There he lives with his 
Synod of MetropoHtans, a shadow of former greatness. The position 
of these good men is also mainly titular, for though they bear the most 
ancient titles in Christendom, they have now no real junsdiction, as 
the Greeks in Asia Mmor have been transported to Greece. 

Later in the same day the Patriarch paid a return caU at the British 
Embassy. The cruise should have continued to Smyrna, Ephesus and 
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other places, but the news was now so menacing that it was decided to 
return home. So, after steaming through the Bosphorus to give the 
passengers a glimpse of the Black Sea, Corsair turned round and headed 
for Monte Carlo. 

These three cruises, which the Archbishop always recalled with 
delight, were not mere holiday jaunts ; nor were they undertaken solely 
for the sake of convalescence. They had a valid connexion with that 
work for closer relations with the Churches of the East which will be 
discussed in a later chapter. Indeed, the Archbishop ends his account of 
his journeys by insisting that they had “some measure of importance 
not only in my own life, but in the long-drawn efforts to strengthen the 
ties between the Anghcan and Orthodox Churches.*’ 
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Chapter XXVII 

THE NEW TASK 

D uring those first three years at Canterbury illness, breaking into 
the routine with which Lang had always ordered his working life, 
limited his activities both in range and intensity and, to some extent, 
affected his judgment of men and affairs. Apart from the two major 
attacks, he had lesser ailments. In June 1930, just before the Lambeth 
Conference, he began to feel “some internal discomfort,” diagnosed by 
Lord Dawson of Penn as denoting the presence of a duodenal ulcer, not 
as yet formed, but “growling.” As a precaution and to ensure that the 
claims of the forthcoming Conference would be satisfied, he banished 
the Archbishop for a month to The Moorings, where he put him on a 
strict diet. Next year, after the appearance of the “Fifth Nerve” and 
before the second cruise in Corsair^ Lang was taken in charge by Green- 
Wilkinson at his home in Windsor Forest. He began his visit un- 
propitiously by falling in his bath and striking his head with such violence 
that, when help arrived, he was almost unconscious. Strangely enough, 
from that moment the pain of the peccant nerve began to abate. The 
cruise followed, with a continuing improvement, but on his return he 
developed a new trouble in the shape of fibrositis. For recuperation he 
went to Cannes, where Lady Gladstone lent him her villa ; and after 
Cannes to Harrogate, where “I lived luxuriously in the Hotel Majestic 
and submitted to every sort of treatment at the Baths.” These he 
regarded with suspicion, refusing to enter unless Green-Wilkinson went 
in too. Still the acute rheumatism persisted, and when he left Harrogate 
for Ballure he could hardly walk and found that his inability to kneel in 
“the CeU” was a bar to the concentration he tried to practise. Ballure 
perhaps brought to his body the healing it had so often given his spirit, 
as when he returned to Lambeth his malady vanished as quickly and 
mysteriously as it had appeared. A sharp attack of shingles in 1932 was 
the last of his troubles. Thereafter, he wrote at the end of his time, 
‘T have had almost unbroken health” — a statement on his medical 
history which for once was near enough to die truth ! 

During those years of intermittent illness and interrupted labours, 
irritabihty was never far from the surface. Big troubles found him 
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unshaken : the minor misadventures of hfe exasperated him. (Years 
earher he had noted the same foible in his mother.) He was a sore trial 
to his chaplains, attached though they were to him. Sargent, until he 
got to know him better, found him “a most alarming and disconcerting 
person,” Lang’s health seemed to have forsaken him at the very moment 
of reaching the place where he would be ; and he was haunted by the 
fear of breaking down completely. This drove him to efforts which 
he would have been wiser not to make, to work when he should have 
been resting, and to worry when he should have sought to put business 
out of his head ; and the more he tried, the harder the labour became. 
“Cosmo Cantuar, Cosmo Cantuar,” he once muttered as he signed some 
letters. “What’s the good of calling yourself that, when it’s all dust 
and ashes ?” 

Yet somehow the work went on. He was, as Sargent remarks, “an 
inexhaustible person,” not only in his industry, but in his resource, the 
sweep of his mind, the charm of his company, his “comicality,” and 
above all his devotional life. These overshadowed the little defects on 
which so often first opinions were formed — ^his “prelatical” side, his 
weakness for people of rank or importance, the sardonic humour which 
occasionally exploded in some shattering comment. “And now — and 
now — ^the heart of the Primate is filled with pastoral joy, as he prepares 
to address his faithful people. Oh dear, give me my hat.” Or, as he 
watched the Cathedral bedesmen m their Tudor gowns mustering for a 
procession, “Oh, these ridiculous old men! Oh, these ridiculous old 
men ! All this fuss, how I hate it, how I hate it ! ” But he did not really 
hate the fuss or think the bedesmen ridiculous. He liked both it and 
them. Or again, as he entered the Albert Hall to address a gathering of 
the Mothers* Union at the end of a “Week of Renewal” and caught 
sight of the vast concourse of women, he was heard to mutter : “Bless 
my soul! Look at all those renewed women,” None of these com- 
ments reflected his real feelings. 

He wrote at length in his autobiographical notes of the work as he 
found It in 1928 and of the men with whom he had to do. 

One of the most difficult problems for any Archbishop of Canterbury- 
must always be to strike the right balance between his duties as Arch- 
bishop and his duties as Bishop of his Diocese. . . . During my time 
it was my custom to spend the middle of the week at Lambeth and 
the week-end at Canterbury, but of course this custom was liable 
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to constant interruptions for all sorts of special occasions in London. 
I tried to do my best for the Diocese and . . . succeeded in visiting 
every parish at least once — many more than once. I always made 
the journey from Lambeth to Canterbury and vice versa in my car 
with the Times and the companionable silence of Alec Sargent — an 
immense saving of time and energy. I don’t think I travelled by train 
more than once, and thus I was a complete stranger in the station at 
Canterbury. 

On that solitary occasion, when his car had broken down and he 
had to go by train, he was caught in a queue of passengers at the station 
barrier and was overheard by his chaplain saying to himself, “Never 
again, never again !” And never again it was. 

The Archbishop added a note on the debatable question of a head- 
quarters staff. 

It is difficult to criticise a proposal which has taken many shapes, none 
of them very clear and most of them based on ignorance of the actual 
facts about the Archbishop’s work. There has been the grandiose 
conception of a sort of “Abbey of Cardmals” — a precedent which 
I don’t think would commend itself to AngHcan Churchmen ; or 
it has been advocated that there should be experts in vanous branches 
of the work of the Church at home and abroad to assist the Arch- 
bishop with their knowledge and counsel Passing over such teclonical 
matters as their payment, etc., I would say that I could always get 
such expert advice when I wanted it without creating this special 
sort of staff For the Church’s work overseas there was always 
available the Secretary of S.P.G., a Society always regarding itself 
as in close relations with the Archbishop.^ I appointed a Committee 
to advise me on more difficult or constitutional questions, of which 
Bishop Palmer, formerly Bishop of Bombay, was the most active 
member and on which he took infinite trouble. For relations with 
other Churches abroad there was created the Council on Foreign 
Relations, of which the Bishop of Gloucester ^ (Headlam) was a 
most competent Chairman. This did a great deal of very useful 
work, though I was always careful to insist that it could not take the 
place of that personal action or advice on the part of the Archbishop 
which these Churches always particularly valued. As to the affairs 

^ The Archbishop also consulted the Church Missionary Society on overseas questions. 

^ The Rt. Rev. A. C. Headlam, Bishop of Gloucester 1923-1945. Died in 1947. 
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of the Church at home, on executive questions there were always 
available the leaders and officials of bodies such as the Ecclesiastical 
Commission and Queen Anne’s Bounty ; and on questions of policy 
it would have been very unfortunate in my judgment if it were 
considered that they were decided, or even strongly mfluenced, by 
particular individuals and not the Archbishop himself. If they were 
not known, there would be inevitable suspicion and gossip as to who 
they might be. On legal questions there were always ready to hand 
and in frequent consultation my legal Secretary and on exceptional 
matters the Vicar-General. (Here I would refer most gratefully to 
the ever willing and valuable assistance of my legal Secretary, H. T. A. 
Dashwood.^) Thus there was always a Headquarters Staff in fact, if 
not in form, and one much wider in range and abler in personnel than 
any ever suggested by “reformers,” whose fertihty of suggestion was 
greater than their acquaintance with the facts. Anyhow, I seemed 
to get on well without the apparatus of any of those fancy schemes. 

On the Diocesan Staff proper he wrote : 

They were the Suffragans or Assistant Bishops and the Archdeacons. 
We met regularly at the Old Palace at least once a month and dealt 
with all matters of diocesan admmistration, chiefly of patronage. At 
the beginning of my time the Suffragan Bxihop of Dover was the 
good and wise John Macmillan, till he was called to be Bishop 
of Guildford. Then I personally and the whole Diocese had the 
invaluable help of Alfred Rose,^ who came from the Vicarage of 
Brighton. He proved to be an almost ideal Suffragan for an Arch- 
bishop whose time was necessarily much, even chiefly, occupied by 
the general affairs of the Church. He was indefatigable in his visits 
to the clergy personally and to their parishes, who greatly appreciated 
his cordial and genial approach and his pastoral talks, and m arranging 
almost too readily for confirmations. He most generously made his 
services voluntary. Croydon is a place entirely unique in the ecclesi- 
astical organisation of England. It belongs to the Diocese, yet is not 
part of it geographically. It is a separate enclave, . . . Both church 
and town value their connexion with the Archbishop ; they have 
no wish to leave his Diocese and no other Diocese has shown any 

^ Mr. H. T. A. Dashwood, Registrar of the Court of Arches and of the Court of Faculties, 

and Principal Registrar of the Province and Diocese of Canterbury. 

® The Rt. Rev. A. C. W. Rose, now Bishop of Dover. 
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great wish to have them. ... I felt strongly that the Bishop of Croydon 
ought to hve in the midst of his See. Accordingly I persuaded the 
always genial, popular and able Edward Woods (now Bishop of 
Lichfield) to come, and made him Vicar of the Parish Church. 
Moreover, as it seemed undesirable to have too many dignitaries 
crowded mto this small space, he became a sort of Pooh-Bah Bishop, 
Vicar, Archdeacon and Rural Dean. . . . 

Then there were the Archdeacons of Canterbury and Maidstone, 
who by virtue of tlieir Archdeaconries were also Canons Residentiary 
of the Cathedral. For most of my time the Archdeacon of Canter- 
bury was Edward Hardcastle, of whom I used to say that he was the 
Archdeacon whose type is laid up in the heavens. He looked and 
was an ideal Archdeacon, with whom anyone deHghted to work. 
The Archdeacon of Maidstone was the Bishop of Dover (Macmillan) 
until he left for Guildford. 

He was succeeded by Canon T. K. Sopwith, who in 1939 left to 
become Archdeacon of Canterbury and was followed by Archdeacon 
Sargent. “No Bishop,’’ Lang concluded, “could have had a better team. 
They were all most real friends and nothing could have been happier 
than my associations with them all.” 

The heart of the Diocese was the Cathedral itself, a never-endmg 
interest and delight. 

When I first knew it in the days of the vigorous Dean Wace, the 
human worship offered was rather cold and dull. But George Bell 
had made great improvements m his short tenure of the oiSEce of 
Dean. The music was still at best scholarly, but without any thrill. 
Before I left and before the War, Gerald Knight had begun to trans- 
form It and to give his choristers a lovely punty of tone. Perhaps 
it might be said that it tended to be too “precious,” but it was a joy 
to hear it. 

With the departure of Dr. Bell to Chichester in 1929, Canterbury 
had a new Dean m Dick Sheppard. Much as the appointment dehghted 
Lang, he feared for Dick’s health, which had broken down during his 
last days at St. Martm-m-the-Fields. The anxiety was only too well 
founded. Although the doctors were reassurmg, scarcely had the new 
Dean arrived than his old enemy, asthma, gripped him again. He had 
to spend most of his time at Broadstairs, the chmate of which suited him 

331 



COSMO GORDON LANG 


better than Canterbury’s ; but after two years of struggle, worn out by 
illness, he resigned. 

Yet in spite of all this, even in the two short years he had greatly 
improved the Cathedral and city by his so lovable pcrsonahty. 
Crowds came to hear his simple vivid messages of the love of God. 
He endeared himself to everyone in the Cathedral, from the Chapter 
to the vergers and the workmen. He passed like a meteor of hght 
and love. 

Under his successor. Dr. Hewlett Johnson, improvement continued, 
copes bemg worn and vestments being in use at the side altars. 

The relations between Dean Hewlett Johnson and some of the 
Chapter were not always harmonious and his ceaseless propaganda 
on behalf of Russia somewhat provocative. Owmg to perversions 
abroad, and even at home, I had to make it plain that the Dean and 
the Archbishop were not the same person and that the Archbishop 
had no control over the opmions of the Dean. But my own personal 
relations with him were always most cordial; there was never a 
trace of the faintest friction between Bishop and Dean within the 
Cathedral. I only wish that the Chapter had been always immune 
from that strange disease which I was accustomed to call “the 
Cathedral blight.” 

Among the less agreeable of Lang’s duties was the task of presiding 
over the Upper House of the Convocation of Canterbury. The Con- 
vocations, he reflected, appeared, like the American Constitution to the 
eye of an outsider, to have been devised for the express purpose of 
preventing anythmg being done. 

Certainly there could not be a more cumbrous proposition than one 
which requires any major matter affecting the spiritual life of the 
Church to secure the assent of two separate independent bodies, the 
Convocations of the two Provinces, and of the separate Houses of 
Bishops and Clergy within each. Something has been done, and 
more could be done, to mitigate this grievous practical inconvenience. 
Thus withm each Convocation the two Houses have often met 
together in foil Synod, as it is called. At York when this was done, 
the matter in hand was debated by the two Houses together, though 
of course the voting was always separate. In Canterbury meetings 
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in full Synod, were assembled not to have a joint debate, but to hear 
some statement by the Archbishop as President on his own behalf 
and on behalf of the Bishops of the Upper House. There are excep- 
tional occasions when in my judgment the York plan might be 
adopted m Canterbury. Agam, it has been ruled that there is no 
constitutional objection to the two Convocations meeting together. 
This was done before the final adoption of the Revised Prayer Book. 
This might be done on any equally important occasion. But if so, 
it is clear that in voting the separate identity of each Convocation 
must be preserved, otherwise York would always be out-voted by 
the Houses of Canterbury, so much more numerous. Even with 
this safeguard, York has always been jealous of such joint Sessions, 
on the ground that York would be, if not out-voted, yet out-debated, 
by Canterbury. 

On the whole, notwithstanding the manifest disadvantages of the 
existing arrangement, he thought the old constitution, adjusted or 
modified, must continue. Between North and South the difference was 
real, and the independence of the Convocations and their separate Houses 
had roots which struck deep into the history of the Church. Sometimes, 
however, he would hken himself to a man trying to drive four horses 
abreast, and never knowing when one might lie down or another kick 
out at its neighbours. 

I confess I found it more agreeable to be President of the York than 
of the Canterbury Convocation. York, being much smaller, was 
more intimate. The Bishops always stayed with me at Bishopthorpe ; 
the clergy met constantly together in social intercourse. My relations 
with both Houses were, unlike those of Archbishop Thomson, always 
most cordial. On the other hand, to be frank, I often found the Lower 
House of Canterbury a real difficulty. Things went smoothly enough 
when dear Archdeacon Gibbs ^ was Prolocutor, at the beginning of 
my time. The spirit of a true gentleman seemed to pass from the 
Chair to the House. But they tended to become more awkward 
when Dr. Kidd ^ was Prolocutor, and certain officious and insistent 
Proctors (whom I shall not mention by name) made it their business 
and pleasure to show a meticulous jealousy of the privileges of the 
House, or to search out mmor awkward points and make a great 
fuss over them, and to manoeuvre their fellow-Proctors into a tug 

* Prolocutor 1925-1932. 2 Prolocutor 1932-1936. 
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with them. The atmosphere was better under the very capable 
management of Cranage,^ Dean of Norwich. Yet always I had some 
reason to ask the Prolocutor in a chaffing way: “What mischief 
has your House been up to to-day 

“Clergy,” as the Archbishop wrote to Wilfnd Parker, “are very 
troublesome people.” 

The Church Assembly was a more congenial body. 

When it was first estabhshed after the Enabling Act, there were many 
who thought that it would inevitably supplant Convocation, for it 
consisted of the four Houses of Convocation sitting together as a 
House of Bishops and a House of Clergy, reinforced by a House of 
elected laity. But, partly through the wise handling of Archbishop 
Davidson, a real if not clear distinction of fimction came to be realised, 
that matters directly concerning the spiritual life of the Church were 
for the Convocation, matters concerning legislature, finance and the 
like were for the Assembly. Of course, it belonged to the nature of 
the Church that this distmction could not always be clearly drawn 
or observed, but on the whole it worked ; and the Convocations 
have continued as before, though the Bishops especially, and some 
of the clergy, jibbed at being obliged to attend so many extra meetmgs. 

The Assembly soon got into its stride, though the stride was 
somewhat slow and unsteady. One proof of its good work is the 
record of legislative Measures to which Parliament gave the force of 
law and which would never, or without infinite delays, have got 
through the ordinary procedure of Parhament. It had its own 
procedure, elaborated by the care and skill of Hugh Cecil (Lord 
Quicks wood) ; and though for long this procedure mystified the 
members and suffered from the over-pedantic supervision of its 
creator, it soon became understood and kept the business in order. 
But it demanded constant vigilance on the part of the Chairman, 
and I always tried to interpret it on lines of common sense. The 
Assembly became on the whole a fairly business-like body. 

Of course, like all such Assembhes, it suffered from its bores ; but 
it suffered them, if not gladly, at least with even excessive patience. 
The chief sufferer was the Chairman, who had to sit through all their 
tedious speeches and interruptions, but I hope I kept any signs of 
irritability in due check. On the whole I thought the level of speaking 

Prolocutor 1936-1945, 
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was high, higher than in Parliament. On great occasions, in spite 
of the intrusions of the bores, it reached a really high level. A special 
feature of the debates was the orations by my old friend Henson, 
Bishop of Durham, never mdeed constructive, but entertaining and 
sometimes impressive, and if rarely followed, always admired. Not 
the least effective speakers were often women, such as Lady Bridge- 
man and Lady Cynthia Colville. 

There is, and always must be, a special difficulty in the dual role 
of tlie Chairman, on the one hand as Chairman, with the duty of 
guiding the business and keeping order, and on the other hand as 
Archbishop, with the inescapable duty of acting as a responsible 
leader. I tried to keep a just balance between the two roles. As to 
the first, the Assembly was always very responsive and I cannot 
remember anything in the nature of what the Press calls a ‘"scene.^" 
As to the second, it was always only too generous in following the 
Archbishop’s “lead.” Indeed, there were, I knew, critics who thought 
that his “lead” imduly influenced the course of the debate. It may 
have been so, but the fault was not his. 

On the whole I enjoyed the Assembly, though the demand on 
my patience was sometimes very exacting. Perhaps I was fortified 
by my habit of taking a humorous view of my fellow-creatures. 

Later he was to add a comment upon both bodies. 

I fear the Church is not at its best in these ecclesiastical assemblies ; 
and though I always tried to take them seriously and to do my duty 
to them, the fact that they were never really congenial seems to show 
tliat I have never been an ecclesiastic in the narrow sense of the word 
— at heart. 

However uncongemal the duty may have been, by general consent 
Lang made a most skilful and effective President, the only criticism of 
him being that he was inchned to double the parts of Speaker and Prime 
Minister ! 

Hard as the work had been at York, at Canterbury it was even harder. 
He had not known before how heavily the burden of Convocation, the 
Church Assembly and Bishops’ Meetings would press upon an Arch- 
bishop. When Lang was at York, he had journeyed frequently South 
for consultation widi Davidson ; but when the talks were over and he 
had gone back to York, an immense and hitherto unimagined amount 
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of tidying up remained to be done. This task now fell to him ; and in 
addition there was all the business connected with the Churches overseas, 
which was almost entirely for the attention of Canterbury. The routine 
work, too, increased in his day, largely by his own choice. He could 
never understand how Davidson found time to sit through debates in 
the House of Lords when he had no intention of speaking ; or often 
in the afternoon to look in at the Athenaeum for an hour or two. Lang 
hardly entered the House of Lords unless he meant to take part in a 
debate or, until his retirement, made any use of his membership of the 
Athenaeum. 

‘T have never been inside the Athenaeum for a year he was to 
write in his notebook in 1936. ‘‘Certainly dear old Holland’s kindly 
gibe about the influence on Davidson of the old gentlemen in that 
Club can never be levelled at me.” 

Besides his duties as the senior Metropolitan, there was the Diocese, 
in which he worked indefatigably, visiting parishes, addressing clergy, 
and being accorded civic receptions — a rather old-fashioned compliment 
for which he had a particular regard. He did not enter easily into this 
new kingdom. The first year was difScult ; he was ill, shy, self-conscious, 
oppressed with the arrears of work at Lambeth, and missing the out- 
spoken kindhness of the North. Presently, however, people and country 
alike found their way to his heart. At first, after Yorkshire and Scotland, 
he thought the Kentish coimtryside a little tame, but after a while he 
discovered the charm of its quiet beauty. Soon he had his favourite 
views — ^ftom the top of Charing Hill, from Stone Street to Dungeness, 
the spaces of Romney Marsh, and the first glimpse of the Cathedral on 
the road from London, 

‘T do want to emphasise,” writes the Archdeacon of Canterbury, 
“that he was a good Diocesan, diligent, painstaking, genuinely sym- 
pathetic. ... All the clergy revered him as a great man ; most were 
afraid of him ; some really loved him. I think they all felt that he 
listened with his whole being to them when they brought a problem 
to him, and that he understood, from experience and from his real- 
istic view of human nature, how difficult their task was.” 

Sometimes, if the “prelatical” side were uppermost, he might show 
a lack of the “common touch,” comparing in a village sermon the great 
affairs of Church and State, which were his habitual care, with the short 
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and simple annals of his hearers. On better days he would preach with 
simplicity and power, using some scrap of local colour or history to give 
hfe to his words ; and in his references to persons he seldom tripped up. 

'T think, too,” the Archdeacon adds, “that his impartiahty was 
recognised in matters of controversy. By traming and temperament 
a High Churchman with a keen sense of history and of beauty in 
worship, he never became ‘Anglo-Catholic^ in the party sense ; but 
he understood what the Anglo-Catholics meant and deprecated 
merely destructive criticism of them. . . . His Presbyterian birthright 
and wide experience of EvangeHcal churches m the North made liim 
at home in a simple ‘GospeT atmosphere. I have heard him preach 
in churches of all descriptions, and the substance of what he said was 
the same; but he varied the emphasis and the language. What 
he disliked was anything in the nature of flat disobedience to his 
directions and high-falutin’ made-up prayers in place of the Prayer 
Book. More than once I have heard his, ‘ Oh, good gracious !’ when 
the parson mouthed an elaborate utterance to the Almighty.” 

Although in conversation with friends he would sometimes describe 
the doings of the Anglo-Catholics as “quite intolerable,” he stood firmly 
by the principles of the Catholic Revival and looked on his coming to 
Canterbury as in a sense an official endorsement of it. That there were 
differences between him and its later protagonists he recognised when 
he wrote in September 1939 to old Lord Halifax, in reply to a letter about 
the secession of Father Vernon : 

I know well how constantly I must disappoint you and come short 
of what you would wish to be and do if you were in my place. But 
you can scarcely realise how constant are the limitations imposed by 
that care of all the churches which presses upon me daily — all the 
churches in this strange Anglican Communion, all the sorts of men 
and activities which have found a place within it. I confess I often 
find myself wishmg that I could have been, or could still be, a free- 
lance, able to speak out my whole mind without the restraints of 
responsibility. It must be a great thing to be a prophet, even to be 
a priest with one’s own sphere of quiet teaching and worship. It is 
a very different thing to be a ruler ; but one can only trust in the 
guidance of the Divine Ruler of His Church and do one’s best. 

I like to think that our ultimate ideals are not widely di ff erent. 
Yours is a Catholicism more tinged perhaps than mine by the tradi- 
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tions of die Latin Church of the West ; mine a type of Catholicism, 
not, I hope, heedless of that great tradition, but of a wider and more 
inclusive kind, one which is not yet reahsed, perhaps never can be 
realised, but in my dreams I seem to see more capable of realisation 
in the Anglican Church than elsewhere. 

'‘He comes to his throne at an evil time,” wrote Dr. Hensley Henson 
gloomily. “Since Cranmer’s accession was there ever a darker outlook 
for the Church of England?” Of immediate and critical concern was 
the action that should follow the second rejection of the new Prayer 
Book, of which some account was given in Chapter XXV. The Arch- 
bishop, in what is clearly his final judgment on the whole matter, carries 
the tale a Httle further. Parliament, he points out, in refusing legal 
sanction to the Book had severely set back the relations of Church and 
State. 

The question which immediately faced me on becoming Archbishop 
of Canterbury , . . was “What now was the Church to do ?” There 
were three possible courses. The first was to take the decision of 
Parliament, so to say, lying down and to abandon the use of the 
Revised Book. This course was for many reasons really impossible. 
It would have left unchanged the problem which the Church had set 
itself to meet. The vote in Parhament in no way met it. The Royal 
Commission had acknowledged that the Act of Uniformity . . . was 
too strait and that the need of authorismg supplementary services 
and of modification of the rubrics to meet the conditions of a new 
time ought to be met and had, so to say, directed the Church to 
endeavour to meet dais need. It would have been inconsistent with 
the self-respect of the Church to abandon that endeavour. With 
what I then thought, and still think, was an act of great courage, 
Archbishop Davidson in his last speech to the Church Assembly had 
taken a step very remarkable for a man of his former outlook : he 
had declared that the Church had an inalienable right to determine 
its own modes of worship when its mmd and will had been fully 
ascertained. If ever in the confused history of the Church of England 
that mind and will had been ascertained, it was in the consents of its 
representative bodies to the permissive use of the Revised Book. . . . 
Merely to acquiesce would have been expressly to disavow that right. 

Secondly, there was the possibility of the opposite extreme course 
of ignoring the action of Parliament and boldly authorising the use 
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of the Revised Book. This, indeed, was the course advocated, 
strangely enough, by Lord Birkenhead in a letter to the Times, But 
this would have been in my judgment a very undesirable direct 
defiance of and challenge to ParHament. I have always maintained 
that if Disestabhshment were to come, it should come from the State 
itself, and that it might be the duty of the Church to make its own 
decision and go its own way and leave it to the State to determine 
what action it would take if it disapproved. But on this matter the 
Church had expressly asked the State to do what the Church wanted. 
Having done this and been refused, merely to ignore the refusal as 
if the request had never been made would have put the Church in 
the wrong and seemed indeed to be an act of undignified petulance. 

There was a third possible course; and it was this which was 
ultimately adopted by the Bishops. It was generally admitted that 
they had by virtue of their office the duty of meeting the patent needs 
of the Church to implement the Act of Uniformity from time to 
time, by sanctioning or permitting additional services or variations 
from the text of the Book of 1662, and to do this by their adminis- 
trative action. This had constantly been done for long years. 

Accordingly, in Convocation of the summer of 1929 they had passed 
the resolutions given on page 309. 

No doubt it was a somewhat makeshift course, but it has been at 
least in practice successful. Parts of the Book of 1928 have been 
widely followed in every Diocese; for example, the alternative 
offices of Baptism and Holy Matrimony are in very general use, 
though the whole of the alternative order of Holy Communion is 
not. And this has provoked no action on the part of either Parliament 
or the Courts of Law 

The Archbishop recognised with gratitude the restraint of the Book’s 
antagonists in not challenging the Bishops’ action and so provoking ‘‘a 
most awkward, even fateful, collision between the Church and the 
Law.” 

Tliis third course was, I think, the only right one in the circumstances 
and it was justified by comparative success. But I have also called 
it “makeshift.” It leaves big questions . . . unanswered. One of the 
most obvious of these is, What is really the true source of Authority 
in the Church of England ? What is really the meaning of the words 
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in the declaration made by every clergyman before Ordination or 
institution, that he will obey the Book of 1662 '‘except so far as may 
be ordered by lawful authority’’ ? What is this "lawful authority” ? 
The question touches every parson’s conscience. Many answers 
may be and have been given. Archbishop Davidson used to tell Ins 
Ordinands : "For you it is sufficient to say 'the Bishop.’” I myself 
have always thought that the answer is what it would have been 
when the words were first used — the Privy Council. 

For convenience, the rest of the story, with its inconclusive endmg, 
may be taken here. In 1930, as the result of a Resolution of the Church 
Assembly, a Commission on the Relations between Church and State 
was appointed. It made a unanimous Report, m which it suggested 
that a Round Table Conference representing the various schools of 
thought should be convened. This was to consider, among other 
matters, permissible deviations from the Order of Holy Communion 
and the use and Umits of Reservation. The other recommendations of 
the Commission, which concerned legislation, the Ecclesiastical Courts 
and a Synodical declaration, were not pursued. In 1938 the Archbishop 
summoned the Conference, which consisted of theological experts and 
representatives of every party. It met several times at Lambeth, imder 
the Chairmanship of the Archbishop of York. 

In some respects it seemed to make some progress, and on some 
points there seemed to be unexpected agreement. But . . . the old 
fact emerged that men were afraid of what they called "those with 
whom we are accustomed to associate” — ^in other words, that it is 
the tail that wags the dog, not the dog that wags the tail. Moreover, 
there was a perhaps natural tendency to wander off the point. Thus 
the going was hard, rather confused. Then the War broke out and 
the Commission had to be . . . suspended. So the pomt remained 
unsettled ; but sooner or later it must be tackled afresh. 

The pohey may have been "makeshift” ; it gave no final settlement 
to the Church ; but Lang remained convinced that in the hard circum- 
stances of the time no other course had been possible. In a letter he 
wrote to Dr. Carnegie Simpson in 1943 he claimed that it had brought 
variations from the Prayer Book within reasonable and defensible 
limits and had given more peace than the Church had known for 
many years. 
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In. May 1930 Lang’s old comrade and chief in this bygone battle was 
dying. 

His (Davidson’s) resignation had been a real pain to him, and he 
always frankly confessed to me that he was never able to adjust 
himself happily to the complete change in his life which it mvolved. 
All his days he had been absorbed in his work. He had given his 
whole being to it. His interests were almost wholly in affairs — the 
affairs of Church and State — and in his contacts with the men who 
were concerned in them. When he laid down his control of them, 
he felt lost, as though he were moving in a strange world. He was 
too old to take up new interests. He was pathetically eager, as long 
as he had the strength, to preach or speak or attend meetings, to talk 
to people about what was going on. Few things had given him more 
pleasure than the peerage which enabled him to keep his place in the 
House of Lords, and he would be seen day by day on the cross- 
benches. He did not seem ready even to deal with his own papers 
and memorials. ... It was only when his strength finally failed that 
quietly and simply he laid him down to die 

I saw him often in those last days, celebrated for him in his sick- 
room, and gave him news about men and things such as he was always 
eager to hear. The last time I saw him before consciousness left him, 
the old man gave me his blessing, saying, as he laid his hand on my 
head, m a faltenng voice, ‘‘God give you judgment” — the gift he 
had so abundantly received; was Ehjah handing on his mantle to 
Elisha? — and then added, “judgment — and mercy — ^and peace.” 
When I next saw him, on the eve of his final passing, he was im- 
conscious. . . . The word which almost at once came to me was: 
“He served his generation accordmg to the Will and the Coimsel of 
God.” It was only afterwards that I learned that this was the very 
word which he had chosen in his address on his enthronement as 
Archbishop to describe the ideal he put before him. I think it well 
sums up the purpose of his life. 

“I shall miss him terribly,” Lang wrote to Wilfrid Parker, “as my 
job is at best very solitary, and it seems more so now diat I can no longer 
resort to his wisdom and quite unrivalled experience.” 

In January 1932 he bade goodbye to an even older friend, Charles 
Gore, with whom long ago, m his time of uncertamty, he had walked 
and argued in Christ Church meadows. Since then, in friendship and 
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mutual respect, they had had many arguments. Standing by Gore^s 
bed, Lang heard him say twice, “Transcendent glory!” before he died. 
Later, readmg Dr. Prestige’s Life, Lang lamented that Gore had ever 
shackled his prophetic gift by becommg a Bishop. “The restraints 
brought out all his testiness and petulance. Yet what a noble life ! It 
humbles me.” 

In the same year old Lord Halifax paid his last visit to Lambeth. At 
ninety-three his balance was uncertain, while the Archbishop, barely 
recovered from his several illnesses, was nearly as shaky. As his guest 
was leaving, he gave him an arm down the flight of steps leading to the 
front door. Lord Hahfax leaned with unexpected weight for so fragile 
a figure, the Archbishop stumbled, and the two of them rolled un- 
ceremoniously together to tlie bottom of the stairs, where they picked 
themselves up, unhurt and overcome with laughter. 

Despite Lang’s own sickness and the death of friends, he must plod 
on with his work, never sparing or satisfying himself. At Ballure that 
year he was once more overcome by a sense of his inadequacy and 
personal failure. 

I ought to have thought and pondered more about the problems of 
Church and State at this very critical time. Perhaps the lack of 
mental energy is a sign of increasing years. But it is dangerous : it 
leaves me too dependent on meeting each call as it arises, too content 
to keep the ship moving somehow without a clear sense of the 
journey it ought to be taking. . . . 

On October 31st he would be sixty-eight. 

The thought humiliates, as I realise painfully how little progress and 
growth I can show in the inner life, how little I have been able to 
achieve in the kfe of the Church and the people. My chance is 
rapidly passing — ^how poorly used I 

He was resolved to make his inner life more worthy, to give a steadier 
and stronger devotion to God’s service, so that when his time came he 
might have less cause to be ashamed of what he had to offer. 

Well, well, it is easy to feel all this, to desire it all. But I must do 
more, with God’s help, to attain. 
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Chapter XXVIII 

LAMBETH CONFERENCE (1930) 

H owever minor a landmark a Lambeth Conference may be in the 
history of the Church, m the rule of any Archbishop of Canterbury 
its importance is beyond dispute. He may look to preside once, and 
hardly more than twice, over the assembled Bishops of the Anglican 
Communion ; and the Churches overseas at any rate are hkely to assess 
him as an Archbishop largely by his success or failure as a Chairman 
during a few short weeks. Perhaps it is as well for him that the oppor- 
tunity is limited, as the organisation of such a gathering is necessarily 
formidable. Davidson’s resignation was dated to allow his successor 
time to prepare for 1930; and much had still to be done when the 
“growling” duodenal ulcer banished Lang to The Moorings for a 
month. Afterwards he was grateful for the respite, irksome as at first 
he found it. “I tremble to think,” he wrote, “what might have happened, 
apart from health, if I had emerged into the Conference from that over- 
crowded June.” As it was, he entered it with collected thoughts and 
weathered it without illness or even undue fatigue. 

The strain of the Conference threatened to be so severe and the 
Archbishop’s health was so uncertain that those nearest to liim were full 
of apprehension. But their fears proved groundless. The Bishop of 
Chichester reported him as “rather frail and timid about himself at first, 
and pessimistic (apparently) as he had been the previous months about 
the likelihood of the Conference doing much useful work.” But when 
it began to go well, the Bishop adds, “he grew better and stronger 
himself.” 

Behind him at Lambeth he left Mervyn Haigh to give the last touches 
to the arrangements, while Green-Wilkmson prepared for the enter- 
tainment of the 307 Bishops who were expected. Apart from the agenda, 
the appointments to committees, and all the minor multifarious details 
which needed attention, for the Archbishop there was the onerous 
responsibility of the host. The Conference had not quite discarded its 
character as the occasion when the senior MetropoHtan of the Anglican 
Communion invited the other Bishops, in comparatively manageable 
numbers, to confer with him at Lambeth. In sixty years of steady and 
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continual expansion the numbers of Dioceses had risen to 146, and that of 
the Bishops attending from 76 in 1867 to 307in 1930; so that the tax upon 
the resources of Canterbury had greatly mcreased. In 1930, for the first 
time and despite some doubts, financial assistance was officially offered 
to the Archbishop to enable him to discharge his duties as host, the 
Church Assembly voting two grants of ;£iooo, out of which the cost of 
entertainment, prmting, extra salaries and so forth was to be defirayed. 
The sum was of course quite inadequate. The expense of entertaining 
the Bishops to luncheon and tea every day over a period of five weeks 
alone amounted to ^ 1400 ; and that was but one item in the Bill. Each 
overseas Bishop (with his wife, if he had one) was invited to spend a 
night at the Palace ; and every evening there was a dinner party. The 
total expenditure under all headings amounted to much more than 
^ 2000 , the balance being met by the Archbishop himself. 

The catering was Green-Wilkinson s most stubborn problem, as 
none of the firms at first approached was ready to undertake the work 
at any price that was possible. At last he discovered some racecourse 
caterers, who accepted the contract and carried it out to the general 
satisfaction, the waitresses subsequently declaring that they “preferred 
Bishops to bookies.” 

The gathering opened with a devotional day at Fulham Palace. The 
address was given by old Bishop Talbot, “as almost the last survivor of 
those who had personal links with the Oxford Movement and the friend 
and disciple of Dean Church.” He was eighty-six and had recently 
fallen, breaking his thigh ; but he came, practically carried by his large 
son, the Bishop of Pretoria (Neville Talbot), and “the mere sight of the 
old man, with his rugged head and beard and clear voice, was more 
moving than any words.” 

On Saturday, July 5th, the Bishops were given a ceremonial welcome 
at Canterbury Cathedral, especial honour being paid to the Orthodox 
Delegation, headed by Meletios, Patriarch of Alexandria. Lang stood 
at St. Augustine’s Chair to receive his guests. 

It was indeed moving to see this great company of Bishops from 

every part of the world slowly and with ordered dignity passing 

before me as I stood at that Chair. 

The subject of the Conference was to be “The Faith and Witness of 
the Church m this generation” ; and m the address which Lang gave he 
tried to strike the note he hoped to hear throughout. “It cannot be,” 
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he said, “that He means us to come and go and leave nothing but a string 
of platitudes behind us.’’ 

The ceremonies ended with a hymn, in which choir and congregation 
joined. “To me the most moving part of the service was the singing, 
strong, full, exultant, of Heber’s hymn, 'Holy, Holy, Holy, Lord God 
Almighty,’ immediately after the Creed.” 

Next day it was the turn of St. Paul’s, the purpose being to associate 
the Conference with the reopening of the Cathedral after the extensive 
repairs to the Dome, “The Archbishop of York preached a jSne sermon, 
well-delivered and closing with a noble passage which left its imprint 
on the mind of the Conference, repeating the words 'God reigns’ like 
the sounding of a bell.” 

On Monday, July 7th, the Conference began with a plenary session 
of the 307 Bishops. The Hbrary, in which by tradition they met, could 
only just hold them all when some of the bookcases had been removed. 
Among the first necessary decisions were the appointment of the Bishop 
of Chichester as Episcopal Secretary and of Mervyn Haigh as his assistant ; 
both of whom Lang was later to commend in the warmest terms. 

As I surveyed the long rows, I thought of all the preparations which 
had been made, all the prayers which had been offered — my own 
constant prayers in the quiet of The Moormgs — the great circle of 
intercessions which had surrounded us, the expectations, the long 
journeys which most of these men had made. And here at last was 
the Conference assembled. What would come of it ? 

He had approached the Conference with apprehension, expecting 
sharp divisions of opinion, particularly over Unity and South India. 
Much, he believed, would depend on the start, and this brought him 
some reassurance. “Very soon I began to feel that quietly, almost 
insensibly, a right spirit was moving.” 

The general theme of “The Faith and Witness of the Church” had 
been divided into six separate parts, each of which was to be the 
business of a Committee — The Cliristian Doctrine of God, The Life and 
Witness of the Christian Community, The Unity of the Church, The 
Anghcan Communion, The Ministry, and Youth and its Vocation. 
During the first week set speeches were delivered on these different 
subjects. Lang thought these a httle disappointing, although he excepted 
from criticism the speeches of the Archbishop of York and the Bishop 
of Gloucester (Dr. Headlam) on Unity, and the Bishop of Winchester’s 
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in geography ; to which His Majesty replied : '‘I know more about it 
even than you — ^you see, I collect stamps T* 

As the Committees began to send in their Reports, the points of 
possible contention appeared. The Report on ‘‘The Christian Doctrine 
of God” was, Lang thought, a little disappointing, that on “The AngHcan 
Communion” was good. The Committee on “The Ministry” had 
produced a useful piece of work, though Part I was “rather inconclusive 
about Voluntary Clergy.” Part II, dealing with a more controversial 
question, “had, as it left the Committee, a long paragraph, the work I 
believe of Truro, about the ‘theological’ grounds of objection to the 
admission of women to the priesthood, which got the Report into 
trouble at the Conference and was finally omitted.” “Youth and its 
Vocation” was “perhaps inevitably disappointing,” in Lang’s view 
largely through weak handling by the Chairman, the Bishop of London. 

The two critical Committees were those on “The Unity of the 
Church” and on “The Life and Witness of the Christian Community.” 
The Committee on Unity had seventy-three members and was presided 
over by the Archbishop of York. It separated into two sub-committees, 
one to study relations with non-Episcopal Churches, under the Chair- 
manship of Dr. Temple himself, the other relations with Episcopal 
Churches, the Chairman bemg the Bishop of Gloucester. 

The Archbishop of York’s Report was “a wonderful example of 
his power of pouring out lucid statements on any subject.” If a httle 
long, it was very able and “held the Committee.” Over South India, 
on which Lang had anticipated the most serious trouble, a remarkable 
unanimity was reached, the deus ex machina being the Bishop of Chichester, 
“who brought all round,” and the decisive pomt being “the discovery 
that the South Indian Church was to be a province not of the AngHcan 
Communion, but, independently, of the Universal Church.” Lang had 
himself invited Dr, John White of the Barony, first Moderator of the 
united Church of Scotland, and mtroduced him to the Committee, 
with agreeable though not very conclusive results. “The one unsatis- 
factory feature of this Committee’s work was the reception of the 
delegation of the Federal Council of Evangehcal Free Churches in 
England. It was not successful and left an unhappy impression.” The 
failure, Lang thought, was partly due to the timing, the delegation 
arriving before some of the Bishops had become sufficiently familiar 
with the background of the problem, and partly to the insistence of Dr. 
Carnegie Simpson in pressing the logical point that if the Free Churches 
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already possessed '‘real ministries of the Word and Sacraments,” they 
had nothing further to gam from Episcopal Ordmation. “This so 
annoyed and perplexed the Committee that it left out from its final 
Report a balanced endorsement of the memorandum on existing Minis- 
tries in our 1921-1925 Conferences and fell back simply on the words 
of the Appeal of 1920 about ‘spiritual efficacy.’” Dr. Carnegie Simpson 
retired to imderline the omission in an article he wrote for the British 
Weekly. “All this will make resumption of these conferences difficult 
Some of the Bishops were so distressed by this interview that they form- 
ally begged me to invite the delegation to the concluding Service m 
the Abbey. But on reflexion — especially as I would have had to point 
out that only the Bishops could communicate and this might create 
fresh misunderstandings — I did not do so.” 

The Report on the Episcopal Churches, which was mainly the work 
of the Bishop of Gloucester, was “admirable.” 

All were loud m praise of Gloucester’s handling of the matter and of 
Chichester’s drafting of the summaries. On the last day of the 
Committee’s interview with the Orthodox Delegation I went into 
the drawing-room to express my gratitude to all. Meletios rephed, 
showing that he was greatly pleased and would go away with high 
hopes that further steps towards fuller unity would soon — and 
especially at the proposed Pro-Synod — ^be taken. Then we all went 
into the Chapel. I offered Thanksgivings at the Altar, robed and 
with Cross and Pectoral Chain. Meletios (with me in the Sanctuary) 
offered prayers in Greek and we each gave a Blessing. A very sincere 
and rather moving Service. 

When the complete Report went before the Conference in full 
session, it had a most favourable reception, the Resolution on South 
India in particular arousing satisfaction that “where division had once 
been feared, there should be unanimity.” 

The Committee on “The Life and Witness of the Christian Com- 
munity” fell into the gravest trouble. The Reports of the sub-com- 
mittees on Race and on Peace and War called for httle comment. The 
first was “good up to a point, but not very effective,” the second was 
“well arranged and well put.” The sub-committee on Marriage and 
Sex, after recalling the teaching of Our Lord, recommended “that the 
marriage of one whose former partner is still living should not be cele- 
brated according to the rites of the Church” ; and that when the innocent 
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party in a divorce remarried under civil sanction and subsequently desired 
to receive Holy Communion, the case should be referred for considera- 
tion to the Bishop, subject to provincial regulations. 

It is perhaps a reflexion on the attitude of the Press towards the 
Conference that a smgle paragraph in the Report of this sub-committee 
was given more attention than anything else that happened at Lambeth. 
The paragraph dealt with Birth Control, and whatever view may be 
taken of its wisdom and rightness, it suffered by removal from its back- 
groimd and a certain amoimt of misrepresentation. In view of the 
widespread criticism that followed and still survives, it may be not out 
of place to recall what the sub-committee actually said. This was that 
“there are circumstances in married hfe which justify, and even demand, 
the limitation of the family by some means.’’ What mattered, of course, 
was the motive. If this was the evasion of parenthood, it was wrong ; 
if it was “pleasure or self-indulgence,” it was wrong ; but equally it was 
wrong for intercourse to take place “which might lead to conception, 
where a birth would involve grave danger to the health, even to the 
life, of the mother, or would inflict upon the child to be bom a life of 
suffering ; or where the mother would be prematurely exhausted, and 
additional children would render her incapable of carrying out her duties 
to the existing family.” In such circumstances the proper course was 
abstinence ; yet moral situations existed “which may make it obligatory 
to use other methods.’ ’ While this obligation must be affected by medical 
and scientific advice, “the final decision must still be determined by 
reference to the spiritual ends for which marriage was ordained.” There- 
fore married people should ask themselves: “Would conception be 
for any reason wrong ? If it would clearly be wrong, and if there is a 
good moral reason why the way of abstmence should not be followed, 
we cannot condemn the use of scientific methods to prevent conception, 
which are thoughtfully and conscientiously adopted.” In the sub- 
committee’s view the principle was : “Children are the primary end of 
the intercourse to which marriage leads. Married people do wrong 
when they refuse to have children whom they could train to serve God 
and add to the strength of the nation. But intercourse has also a secondary 
end within the natural Sacrament of marriage. Where for any morally 
sound reason the first end is to be ruled out, it does not necessarily follow 
that the secondary end must be ruled out also, provided that self-control 
is exercised and husband and wife have truly examined their consciences 
upon the matter.” 
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Without entering into argument on a much-disputed question, it is 
to be observed that opposition, both inside and outside the Conference, 
was chiefly to the claim that '‘moral situations’’ do or can exist "which 
make it obligatory to use other methods” than abstinence. Some 
members of the Committee itself dissented to the point of asking the 
Archbishop either to omit their names from the published list of tliose 
taking part or to allow their individual disagreement to be recorded. 
Lang appears to have been curiously uninterested in the points at issue. 
As President, he interpreted his duty as being rather to arrive at a con- 
clusion satisfactory to a substantial majority than to give a clear lead on 
a grave moral issue. The final form of the Resolution was only reached 
after some very exhausting negotiations, and havmg, as it were, dis- 
covered the highest (or lowest) common denominator, he was ready to 
give it his official support. He refused the dissentients’ request, because 
he thought it would be unfair to the Committee to imply that the 
opposing opinion had not been represented on it, and also because a 
record of dissent by givmg names or by a minority report would be an 
undesirable precedent. The full Conference, however, referred back 
the controversial paragraph for redrafting, eventually passing it in its 
amended form by 193 votes to 67. The verdict so displeased the Bishop 
of Bloemfontem (Dr. Walter Carey) that he withdrew in protest and 
was impervious to Lang’s persuasions, not only refusing to attend the 
final Service in Westminster Abbey, but even sendmg a petition on the 
subject to the King. 

Dr. Carey was the only casualty, but just when it seemed that every 
obstacle had been cleared and the course was open, some of the other 
Bishops, on quite different groimds, threatened to follow his example. 

Meanwhile a trouble had been brewing, leadmg to the most awkward 
incident in the Conference. It arose over Resolution 42, dispensing 
from the rule that Anglicans must only receive the Holy Communion 
from priests in or in communion with the AngHcan Church, m special 
areas. . . . York conveyed to me an intimation from the Metropolitans 
and Presidmg Bishops that several Bishops had told them they were 
so greatly concerned about the passing of that Resolution that they 
meditated withdrawal and absence from the final Service in the 
Abbey. The only mklmg of this I had had was a letter from Korea 
(Dr. Trollope) written from Cuddesdon, saymg he had gone and 
could take no further part. 
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Apparently some thirty or forty Bishops were feeling uncomfortable 
and wanted the Resolution reconsidered. When Lang objected, pomting 
out that It had been carried by a large majority, the Bishops replied that 
the atmosphere created by the South Indian Resolution had “rather 
hypnotised” them. After some parleymg with the Metropolitans, Lang 
decided he would not try to reason with the “rebels,” but would leave 
it to the Conference to settle whether the question was to be reopened. 
The Conference, after hearing a very forthright speech from its President, 
agreed with him by a large majority, an explanatory note was added to 
placate the malcontents, and there were no furtlier withdrawals. 

During these last days, with all the coming and going, protest and 
counter-protest, departures and returns, the Archbishop must sometimes 
have felt as though he were playing croquet with the Queen of Hearts. 
It will be recalled that when Ahce got the flamingo-mallet into position, 
she would find that the hedgehog-ball had crawled away ; and that by 
the time she had retrieved it, the soldier-hoop had moved oS to another 
part of the ground. However, more fortunate than Alice, the Arch- 
bishop at last reached the happy position when flamingo, hedgehog and 
soldier were all in place and the ground was clear for pubHcation of the 
full Report and the Encyclical Letter which was to introduce it. The 
Letter was the work of several hands, and particularly those of Bishop 
Palmer and the present Bishop of Winchester, but the structure and 
phrasing owed much to the Archbishop himself. In 1920, it suggested, 
the pervading idea had hem fellon^ship ; in 1930 it was witness. So the 
appeal of the Conference began with a sh( 5 rt restatement of the Christian 
doctrine of God, passing from that to the life and witness of the com- 
munity. It reasserted the sanctity of marriage, of the family, of sex, and 
of parenthood. It condemned racial discrimination and “war as a means 
of settling international disputes.” Passing on to the question of Unity, 
the Letter recapitulated the sequels to the Appeal to all Christian People, 
particularly welcoming the presence at Lambeth of the Orthodox and 
Old CathoHc Delegations, and commending the proposal to appoint 
commissions of theologians with a view to the restoration of Communion. 
It described the South Indian scheme and rejoiced “that one part of the 
AngUcan Communion should be found ready to make this venture.” 
It was, broadly speaking, a plan for unity into wliich the Churches 
coming togetlier would gradually grow. “It will have a very real inter- 
communion with the Churches of the Anglican Communion, though 
for a time that inter-communion will be limited in certain directions by 
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their rules.*’ By comparison, the reference to the approaches to the 
non-Episcopal Churches in Britain were brief and appeared a httle tepid. 
On the Anglican Communion, the Ministry, and Youth the Letter had 
less to say. The Conference recommended that while the work of 
women should he enlarged, they should still be confined to the Order 
of Deaconesses. In conclusion the Letter returned to its opening theme 
of the corporate witness of the Church. 

To this summary Lang’s comments may be added. 

Friday, August 8th, was given to the Encychcal Letter. Palmer with 
great vigour and his usual patience and sometimes humour piloted it. 
On the whole, the Bishops dealt reasonably with it. Only very few 
tried to get in edifying thoughts which had occurred to themselves. 
Some real improvements were made. Poor Croydon had to see his 
glowing appeal to Youth cut short. Bishops have a dislike of what 
seems '‘high-falutin’.” I tliink they might have spared those few 
flowers. I had concluded with “Arise, shine, for Thy light is come,” 
etc., to which the precedmg words were meant to lead ; but Norwich 
got the present last words substituted — quite good. 

The Letter had a more favourable reception from the leadmg 
newspapers than I expected, and it has some merits. But it is too 
long and wordy. Ten years hence the character of this Letter should 
be reconsidered. That of 1920 and this of 1930 fall between the two 
stools of exhortation or edification and information — too much of 
the former, too httle of the latter. When this Letter of 1930 is read, 
ordinary people (who won’t read or can’t really understand the 
Resolutions as a whole) will have little idea of what the Conference 
actually did. I think that the main things which the Conference 
really decides should be tersely stated in a framework of exhortation. 

Of the Archbishop himself the Bishop of Chichester records the 
general feeling that he had been “an admirable Chairman,” if perhaps 
a little too indulgent to some of the more lengthy speakers. 

As part of the concluding business the Conference presented its 
President with a Pastoral Staff ; and on Sunday, August loth, the Bishops, 
except Dr. Carey and those who had already had to leave by sea for their 
distant Dioceses, met in Westminster Abbey for the parting Service. 

The main impression left on my mind was the good spirit of the 
Conference. The Bishops represented every type of Anglican 
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churchmanship. DiiSeriiig views were frankly expressed. As I have 
shown, there were some moments of rather acute strain. But I 
cannot remember a single word lacking in charity or considerateness. 
It was difficult to discover any clear divisions into ‘‘ Cathohc,” '‘Evan- 
gehcar* or ‘‘Modernist.” On the few occasions when strain was 
felt, there was with it an immediately felt desire to prevent the strain 
getting near a real breakmg point. I can say quite simply that it was 
a company of Christian gentlemen ; and I was proud of the tone 
and temper of my brethren. The letters I have received, the words 
spoken to me, made it clear that the Bishops left for their distant 
parts with the sense that a real fellowship of spirit had bound them 
together. The difEculties of a very few made the contrast with the 
general feehng more marked. If the future of the Churches of the 
AngHcan Communion follows at all the hnes that seemed to be 
foreshadowed in this Conference, the link of the Bishops in Council 
will become all-important ; and in view of this future it is encourag- 
ing to know that the Conference of 1930 proved that this link is real 
and strong. 

As to the actual work of the Conference, I am no good judge ; I 
write too soon after our meeting. The history of the next ten years 
will test it. Certainly, the clearer conception, realised and expressed, 
of the ideal and future of the Anglican Communion was of great 
value. On some delicate matters, such as Birth Control, the majority 
of the Bishops showed courage and gave advice which, when it is 
understood, will prove to have been timely and worth giving. 
Strong and true things were said about Race and War. There was 
certainly a remarkable strengthening of our relations with the 
Orthodox Churches, which may have important consequences ; and 
the hnes of the advice about South India may bear fruit, perhaps with 
some acute difficulties added, in other regions. In this quest for Unity, 
to which the Lambeth Conference, and I hope the Anglican Com- 
munion, is pledged, we certainly did not simply stand still and repeat 
old aspirations. We took deiSnite steps forward. And — to repeat 
the thought again — ^it was shown that beneath and behmd all its 
divisions of place and problems and outlook and opinion, the AngHcan 
Communion, at least as represented by its Bishops, has a character 
and ideal and unity of its own. I do not say that we rose to all 
expectations. I dare say we made some mistakes. I am sure that, 
being very faUible men, we missed many opportunities. We may 
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have shown Uttle prophetic power. But I hope we did not wholly 

fail to fulfil whatever purpose God had for our Conference. 

This contemporary comment, written at Ballure immediately after 
the close of the Conference, was naturally mfluenced by the emotion of 
the moment. The critics outside were more dispassionate, some dis- 
likmg what had been done and others what had been omitted. Mr. T. S. 
Ehot, in his “Thoughts After Lambeth,’’ gave a balanced judgment. 
“The Church of England washes its dirty linen in public . . he wrote. 
“In contrast to some other mstitutions both cml and ecclesiastical, the 
linen does get washed.” With some of the conclusions reached and 
many of the opinions offered he disagreed, but added that the Con- 
ference “has affirmed, beyond previous Conferences, the Cathohcity of 
the Church ; and in spite of defects and dubious statements in detail, the 
Report will have strengthened the Church both within and without.” 

It is hard to assess the lasting value of the Conference of 1930, especi- 
ally as, before the Bishops could meet again at Lambeth, a new war was 
to shake the world and largely to destroy the secular pattern on which 
they had worked. Old problems were to recede : new problems were 
to appear. The decision on South India was obviously important ; the 
relations with Orthodox and Old Cathohcs were carried a stage further ; 
the much criticised Report on Youth has paternal rights in the Youth 
Council of the Church ; but nineteen years after the event any larger 
claim to visible results is not easy to support. 

Yet tliis may be to underrate the achievement. The guidance of 
such a gathering, representing men of opinion so varied coming from 
every quarter of the world, must tax the ability of any Archbishop ; and 
at times Lang’s notes almost suggest the thought that any Conference 
would be a success which neither contented itself with “a string of 
platitudes” nor broke up in a disorder of conflicting views. By such a 
test — and in the circumstances it may not be dismissed as negligible — 
the President did his part and the Conference had no cause to be ashamed 
of its work. If it had said less, it would have said very Httle ; and if it 
had tried to say more, it might have ended by saying nothing. 
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Chapter XXIX 

REUNION 

D uring twenty-five years of renewed opportunity the cause of 
Reunion owed much to the presence, first at York and then at 
Canterbury, of so faithful and persevering a champion as Cosmo Lang. 
His service to Christian unity was his greatest contnbution to the Church. 
That is the judgment of those who knew him best ; and he would, we 
may assume, have accepted the verdict. Amid all the business and care 
of his office, the cause was never far from his mind or his prayers ; nor 
did he fail to seize any chance he saw of furthering it. 

In Chapter XXIII some account was given of the ‘‘Appeal to all 
Christian People ’ ’ and its sequels in the years that followed. The approach 
to Rome had ended for the time with the death of Cardinal Mercier and 
the close of the Conversations at Malines. The rapprochement with the 
Orthodox, on the other hand, had gone steadily forward. The Dele- 
gation which had been at Lambeth reported back, and two years later 
the Oecumenical Patriarch informed Archbishop Davidson of the Holy 
Synod’s conclusion, after examination of the Anglican Orders, that they 
had the same vahdity as those of the Roman, Old Catholic and Armenian 
Churches. An Encyclical to this effect was sent to the heads of all the 
autocephalous Churches, and the same opinion was given by the Patriarch 
of Jerusalem and the Archbishop of Cyprus. 

Although in their relations with other Communions the Orthodox 
Churches always insist on the importance of full dogmatic agreement as 
the first essential step towards inter-communion, in practice they do not 
take up a legalistic attitude. By virtue of the principle of Economy they 
are able to set aside the regular rules and customs of the Church when 
such action appears necessary to its good or the welfare of individual 
souls. According to the Report of the Lambeth Conference of 194.8, 
Economy is “a technical term representing administrative action to meet 
a temporary situation without prejudice to any prmciple of adminis- 
trative order.’ ’ The region of dogma is outside its scope. By the exercise 
of Economy, therefore, a verdict favourable to Anghcan Orders had 
been given by the Oecumenical Patriarch, who holds a primacy of honour 
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among the Orthodox, and by the Churches of Jerusalem and Cyprus; 
to be followed later by that of Alexandria. 

It is to be noted, however, that the otlier autocephalous Churches 
still held their hands ; and also that recognition itself, while a necessary 
stage on the road to inter-communion, is not the end of the journey. 
The next event of importance was the celebration of the anniversary of 
the Council of Nicaea m Westminster Abbey in 1925, when representa- 
tives of several of the Orthodox Churches were present. Canon J. A. 
Douglas, who took so promment a part in the movement towards unity 
and had been sent on a prehmmary reconnaissance of the Eastern 
Churches, emphasises the significance of this occasion. The arrange- 
ments for it had been far from easy. On the advice of Archbishop 
Germanos, apokrisarios of the Oecumemcal Patriarch, and by what was 
probably an error of judgment, the Orthodox were asked to the cele- 
brations through Constantinople. From there the invitation to Russia 
went not to the Metropolitan Sergius in Moscow, but to the Metro- 
politan Antony of Kiev, the head of the Russian Council of Bishops 
at Karlovci, who recognised neither Sergius nor the Soviet regime. 
Whereupon the Serbian Patriarchate, which was especially sensitive on 
the subject, took umbrage and refused to send a representative. Else- 
where, however, the idea was received with enthusiasm. The Service 
was an unequivocal success. The Patnarchs of Alexandria and Jerusalem, 
the Metropohtans Antony and Evlogie, Archbishop Soderblom of 
Upsala (Sweden) and the Mar Shimim of the Assyrian Church were 
in the company at Westminster Abbey. No formal discussions were 
attempted during the visit, but an atmosphere was created favourable to 
further developments. These, it was hoped, would come from the 
Lambeth Conference of 1930, which eventually was attended by a 
Delegation representing all the autocephalous Churches except Russia. 

With the Old Cathohcs the road was easier and the pace was faster. 
In 1925 the Archbishop of Utrecht wrote to the Archbishop of Canter- 
bury : 

The Old Cathohc Church of Utrecht has hitherto been in doubt as 
to the validity of AngHcan Orders. . . . After long enquiry and serious 
dehberation, and after consultation with our clergy, we have reached 
a decision which we hereby commumcate to Your Grace. . , . We 
beheve that the Church of England has wished always to maintain 
the episcopal rule of the Church of antiquity and that the Edwardme 
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formula of consecration must be accounted valid. We therefore 
declare without reservation that the Apostolic Succession has not 
been broken in the Church of England. 

Later in the same year this decision was endorsed by the Old Catholic 
Bishops of Germany and Switzerland and by an International Congress 
of Old Catholics at Berne ; and m 1930 a Delegation arrived at Lambeth. 

Other Churches of the Continent had also heard the Appeal. In 
1920 the Bishops of Durham and Peterborough had assisted at the 
Consecration of two Swedish Bishops at Upsala, and seven years later a 
Swedish Bishop took part in the Consecration of the Bishop of Dover 
(Dr. John MacmiUan) at Canterbury — acts of inter-consecration which 
opened a new relationship between the Church of England and the 
Scandinavian Churches. 

As was related m Chapter XXIII, conversations with the Free Church- 
men of England went on for five years, some advance in understanding 
and agreement bemg recorded before the exchanges ended on a note of 
controversy about Ordination. They had not been resumed, partly 
possibly because during the next four years the Church of England was 
preoccupied with the new Prayer Book ; partly, too, because it was felt 
by many that while some progress had been made, a “cooling off*' 
period was desirable, to enable the arguments on either side to be properly 
considered and to allow the rank and file to catch up with their leaders. 
At the same time the South India Scheme, in which both the Church of 
England and the Free Churches were interested, had continued to move 
forward. 

The Church of Scotland, it will be recalled, had been pohte but 
non-committal in its response to the Appeal. At the time the union of 
the Estabhshed and the United Free Churches was nearing consummation ; 
and in 1929, when this was finally efiected, Lang, as Archbishop of 
Canterbury, attended the celebration in Edinburgh. Uis presence and 
speech were Httle more than a courteous gesture, and privately he showed 
some disappointment at the degree of digmty accorded at the ceremonies 
to the successor of St. Augustine — or, he might have said, of William 
Laud. 

Such was the position at home and abroad when the Bishops came 
to Lambeth in 1930 with the hope and purpose of a further advance. 
Little as Lang mentions the matter in his notes, there is no questioning 
that he gave the whole subject a great deal of thought and careful pre- 
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paration. The forward movement was to continue to follow certain 
broad principles. To some extent he may be said to have formed these 
when first the problems of Reunion claimed his attention, but un- 
doubtedly the experience of ten years had strengthened some and modi- 
fied others. 

The first of these principles was the need to avoid undue haste. Lang 
could sympathise with those, like old Lord Halifax, who were anxious 
for quick results ; but his historical sense warned him not to try to find 
a short cut to the goal he sought. The divisions were too old and deep, 
and it was futile to hope to change the work of centuries in a few years. 
The leaders themselves were nervous, still rather suspicious of each other, 
and very ready to recoil if they believed they were bemg ‘‘rushed”; 
while the people often lagged far behmd them m thought and opinion. 
A position, when reached, must therefore be consohdated before any 
further advance should be hazarded. Lang would sometimes recall the 
advice Jowett had once given him in a different context — “DonT expect 
too much and don’t attempt too little.” The work must go steadily on, 
without remission, without hurry, and without disappointment at set- 
back or an apparent slowing of the pace. Under Divine Providence 
Reunion, as Lang saw it, would come not by a sudden conversion, but 
through a slow growing together of the separated Churches. 

A second prmciple has been described by Canon Douglas as Nihil 
Christiani a me aliemm. Some Churches were obviously nearer unity 
than were others ; some indeed were so remote in faith and order from 
the Church of England as almost to forbid the thought of any immediate 
approach. But Lang would exclude no one from the opportunity of 
sharing in this adventure of “growmg together.” The upshot was 
beyond his power to foresee or to determme; but in the Universal 
Church of his dream and desire were many mansions. 

His third principle was tactical. It was always tempting, when a 
negotiation was started, to use for it those most likely to be in sympathy 
with it, to send Anglo-Cathohcs to meet Latins or Orthodox, and 
Evangehcals to treat with Lutherans, Presbyterians or Free Churchmen. 
Lang beheved that any advantage so gained would be illusory, since 
delegates, chosen in this fashion, were always liable to exceed their 
instructions and to lead where their constituents — or a large section of 
them — ^were unwilling to follow. They might also, quite unconsciously, 
convey to those they met a false impression of the Church of England, 
that it was predominantly Cathohc, with an insignificant Protestant 
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rump, or mainly Evangelical, with a scanty Catholic fringe. Sooner or 
later a halt would be called and a negotiation, ending abruptly in this 
way, might leave behind it a resentment, even a feeling that duplicity 
had been practised. That was the lesson of the Conversations at Mahnes ; 
and Lang was therefore emphatic that any future approach from the 
Anghcan side must be made not by a section, but by the whole Church. 

A fourth principle naturally followed. The right hand must not only 
know what the left hand was domg, but must never spoil its work. One 
set of negotiations must not prejudice another or even be inconsistent 
with it. At the root of the problem of Reunion everywhere lay the 
question of the Mimstry, to Orthodox, Old Catholics and AngHcans the 
very gate of the Church, but to those with less or no regard for the 
Apostohc Succession an awkward if not an impassable barrier. To 
overlook this difference in outlook in any negotiation that might be 
attempted was to court an unhappy, possibly a disastrous, breach in a 
renewed relationship elsewhere. 

From all this, if accepted, it followed that nothing was to be gained 
and much might be lost by trymg to secure concessions for which 
opinion in another Church was as yet unready. A concession so made 
and later repented would be an obstacle to further progress. The most 
difficult man is always he who suspects, rightly or wrongly, that he has 
been “out-smarted.” Inviting opportunities might therefore have to 
be forgone and an immediate benefit sacrificed to the ultimate advantage. 

With these ideas in the forefront of his mind, the Archbishop laid 
his plans for the Conference of 1930. He was anxious not to force the 
issue of Anghcan Orders with the Orthodox. Meletios's action after 
1920 had not been an unmixed blessing. Some of the other Orthodox 
Churches had resented it as an exercise of a quasi-papal power to which 
he was not entitled and as a breach of the principle of oecumenicity, by 
which all the Churches should be consulted before important decisions 
are taken. Some did not even reply to his invitation to concur with 
the verdict of the Holy Synod of Constantinople. 

Two distinct lines of approach were now possible. The first was the 
direct method of obtaming an assent gradually, and as the result of an 
expanding relationship, from the different Churches. The second was 
by an extension of mutual consecration, especially with the Old Catholics, 
whose Succession was recognised by the Orthodox, so that eventually, 
whatever view might be taken of the original validity of Anglican 
Orders, they might in time acquire a footing identical with that of a 
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Church whose Orders were not questioned, Lang was, and remained, 
more than a little dubious of this second course. He would never have 
admitted that Anglican Orders required any external reinforcement, but 
he was quite ready, for the quietmg of uneasy consciences abroad, that 
the method should be explored. The first need, he felt, was to go 
slowly. ‘'In all this perplexity,” Canon Douglas writes, “Lang’s cautious 
wisdom held us back from rushing things.” 

The ground had to be properly prepared. Opportunity had been 
taken at the World Conference on Faith and Order at Lausanne in 1927 
to broach to Orthodox and Old Cathohcs the idea of sending Delegations 
to Lambeth in 1930 The representatives of both Churches were sym- 
pathetic, the Old Catholics in particular intimating a readiness to enter 
into an agreement for full mtercommunion of a kind which wotJd not 
disturb the Evangehcals. The position with the Orthodox was unlikely 
to be quite so easy, and once more Canon Douglas was sent out on 
reconnaissance. At Alexandria he obtained a promise of attendance 
from Meletios, formerly Patriarch of Constantinople ; and among the 
Balkan Churches he found a general readmess, under Economy, to 
accept the vaUdity of AngUcan Orders and Sacramental Ministrations 
and to authorise resort to the latter in spintual emergency or isolation. 
Everywhere, however, it was impressed on him that the Conference 
must offer an interpretation of the Anghcan formularies which would 
make it plain that the dogmatic tradition of the Church of England was 
not inconsistent with that of the Orthodox Church, especially in regard 
to the nature of the Sacred Ministry. 

In all the preparations that followed some inconvenience was caused 
by the Archbishop’s illness ; and to this may perhaps be attributed the 
lapse by which invitations to the Orthodox were again sent through the 
Oecumenical Patriarch. However, since this time the Russian Church 
was not asked, the complication of 1925 was not repeated. A powerful 
Delegation, headed by Meletios of Alexandria, came to Lambeth, where 
it held four Conferences with the Sub-Committee on Relations with 
Episcopal Churches, of which the Bishop of Gloucester was Chairman. 
The choice of Dr. Headlam to preside over this important branch of the 
Committee on the Unity of the Church was in accord with the Arch- 
bishop’s third principle, but was a cause of some anxiety. The Bishop’s 
Bampton Lectures were susceptible to the interpretation that all Orders, 
however conferred, episcopaUy or otherwise, were valid, and such a 
view, if pressed, would gravely disturb the Orthodox (among others). 
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The risk, however, was taken and all went well. The Orthodox were 
undisturbed and the Evangehcals, who might have been suspidous with 
another Chairman, were satisfied. 

Accord was reached on a number of important points. It was 
proposed and agreed that a Joint Theological Commission, appointed by 
the Archbishop of Canterbury and the Oecumenical Patriarch (“acting 
in conjunction witli the other Patriarchs and Autocephalous Churches’’) 
should examine the “theological relations” of the two Communions, 
subsequently reporting upon them to the Pro-Synod of the Orthodox 
Church, which was due to meet shortly,^ and either to the Lambeth 
Conference or to the Synods of the Anglican Churches. 

It was further proposed that the Terms of Inter-Communion drawn 
up at the request of the Eastern Churches Committee and published in 
1921 should be taken as the basis of discussion. The Orthodox Delegates, 
while disclaimmg power to accept these terms, agreed that they were a 
satisfactory basis of discussion, but stipulated that additional information 
should be given on the subjects of the Holy Eucharist and Ordination. 

Some questions were mutually asked and answered on these, and also 
on authority in the Church, on discipline, and on the negotiations with 
non-Episcopal Churches, Lang’s occasional intervention was required 
m these discussions, his continual anxiety being to aUay the qualms of 
the Evangelicals. Some of them, for example, led by the Archbishop 
of Armagh (Dr. D’Arcy), were disquieted by the Orthodox statement 
that the Eucharist is a sacrifice for the livmg and the dead; but Dr. 
D’Arcy yielded to Lang’s exposition so far as to say, “If that’s all they 
mean, I see no objection.” As to the negotiations with non-Episcopal 
Churches, Meletios volunteered the opinion that that kind of activity 
was fairly covered by the practice of Economy. 

The explanations being found satisfactory, the conversations closed 
very happily, the Orthodox Delegation, subject to the verdict of the 
forthcommg Pro-Synod, expressing a favourable view both on Orders 
and on the use of the Sacramental Ministrations of the Anglican Church 
in cases of need and when no Orthodox priest was available. 

The Committee’s Report was imanimous and was accepted by the 
full Conference with only five dissentients. The vanous Orthodox 
Churches also gave its contents a cordial reception ; and on December 
25th, 1930, the Pamarch Meletios wrote to the Archbishop to report the 
decision of the “Holy Synod of the Metropolitans of the ApostoHc and 

^ It never did meet. 
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Patriarchal Throne of Alexandria” to recognise ‘‘the validity, as from 
the Orthodox point of view, of the Anglican Mmistry.” A small 
minority of theologians, especially in Rumania, were critical, but the great 
majority assented. Yet Canon Douglas on his next journey discovered 
that resentment at the action of the Oecumenical Patriarch in 1932 was 
still an impediment ; that the Serbs and Bulgars were unwilling to act 
without Russia ; and that in Athens a strong body of opinion was in- 
clming to the view that the points raised could only be settled by a Pan- 
Orthodox Conference. To this the objections were obvious. No one 
but the Oecumenical Patriarch could properly convene such a Conference, 
and the Turks were most unlikely to give him the necessary permission. 
The Serbs and Bulgars would not come without the Russians, and the 
Soviet Government would certainly refuse to allow the Metropolitan 
of Moscow to attend a gathering where he would meet and talk with 
all sorts of undesirable and unfriendly foreigners. 

The next step was the Joint Theological Commission proposed by 
the Lambeth Conference. It met in London in 1931, all the Orthodox 
Churches except Russia sending Delegates. The Archbishop had care- 
fully chosen the Anghcan team. Dr. Headlam was Chairman and the 
Evangehcals were well represented. The findings did not amount to 
very much, but some doubtful points were cleared up and the Orthodox 
members went away satisfied. In accordance with his third and fourth 
principles, the Archbishop was careful to prevent the Evangelicals being 
pressed further than they — or their supporters outside — wished to go, 
particularly over the authority of Holy Scripture as compared with the 
tradition of the Church, When Canon Douglas showed him the draft 
of an agreement wliich Headlam had actually accepted, he read it with 
“a glint in his eye'’ and said, “We can’t betray our historic position. 
The Church of England stands or falls by the paramountcy of God’s 
Word. I won’t let you give it away.” 

Two years later an important move was made on the AngHcan side 
when the Council on Foreign Relations was set up by vote of the Church 
Assembly. The project had been long in debate, but Davidson never 
favoured it, feehng that relations with Continental Churches were the 
personal responsibiHty of the Archbishop and that a Coimcil of the sort 
proposed might develop into an ecclesiastical Foreign Office. Lang was 
at first inclined to the same view, but accepted the opinion of the Assembly, 
As he mentions in his notes, he “was always careful to msist that it (the 
Council) could not take the place of that personal action or advice on 
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the part of the Archbishop which these (Continental) Churches always 
particularly valued.” Within this Hmitation, and with Dr. Headlam as 
Chairman and Canon Douglas as Honorary General Secretary, the 
Council “did a great deal of very useful work.” Canon Douglas adds 
that the Archbishop kept it to its functions as a discussing and advisory 
body and was always in the background of its dehberations. The 
arrangement worked admirably. “In all my hfe I have never had a 
leader who so knew how to use his subordinates and make them feel that 
they were not pawns but members of teams.” 

Meanwhile the quiet, steady approach went on. In 1935 the Arch- 
bishop commissioned a Delegation to visit the Rumanian Church, which 
was one of those that had not signified its recognition of Anglican 
Orders. Canon Douglas havmg prepared the ground with another 
journey, the Delegation, which was led by the Bishop of Lmcoln (Dr. 
Hicks) went to Bucharest, where it was hospitably and even enthusi- 
astically received and entertained. The discussions were long and 
difficult, as some of the more ngorous of the Rumaman theologians were 
reluctant to concede anything. Nevertheless a settlement was reached, 
recogmsmg the Anghcan Orders, by Economy and in accord with the 
Lambeth meetings. When this agreement came before the Convocations 
of Canterbury and York for ratification, it encountered some opposition, 
due, in Canon Douglas’s opimon, to the fact that the Evangelicals had 
been inadequately represented in the Anghcan Delegation. With 
acceptance, Rumania joined Constantinople, Jerusalem, Cyprus and 
Alexandria in an acknowledgment by Economy of Anglican Orders and 
Ministrations. 

In 1936 Miron Cnstea, Patriarch of the Rumanian Church, paid a 
visit of courtesy to Lambeth, Lang made an excellent host on such 
occasions, Canon Douglas noting that the Orthodox were attracted by 
him and “sensed in him a kindred mystic soul under the severe, ojSicial, 
formal mask of Ins face and in spite of his apparent lack of efiusiveness. 
Somehow or other he disliked kissing and the other gestures which are 
to the Easterns what handshaking is to us.” 

As to the other Balkan Churches, which were slower in moving, the 
exchange of visits continued, Anghcan and Orthodox theologians 
meeting and conferrmg at Sofia, Belgrade and Athens. From Jugo- 
slavia and Bulgaria recommendations were forthcoimng for a recognition 
of Anghcan Orders ; and in Greece an exhaustive enquiry undertaken 
in 1939 by members of the Theological Faculty of the University of 
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Athens, an extremely influential body, gave a similarly favourable 
verdict. The whole process was then interrupted by the outbreak of 
war, which not only postponed the Lambeth Conference of 1940? but 
necessarily halted the exchange of visits and negotiations. Lang sent a 
last Delegation, led by Dr. Headlam, to the Balkans m 1940, but tbs had 
a pohtical as well as an ecclesiastical purpose, bemg partially designed to 
counteract Axis propaganda. In tbs it seems to have met with some 
success. “Everywhere,’’ Canon Douglas writes, “Lang’s name was a 
talisman.” 

The cruises m Corsair had a part — m Canon Douglas’s view a very 
important part — m this busmess of “growmg together.” The journeys 
to Athens, Constantinople and Jerusalem were far more than sightseemg 
and left a lasting impression on those cities, b the eyes of the Ortliodox 
the Western Patriarch was paymg a formal, ceremonial visit to bs 
brethren of the East. Almost as helpful was the continual entertamment 
at Lambeth of visiting Orthodox digmtaries. Lang may have foimd the 
frequent exchange of the kiss of peace a httle irksome, but he was too 
good a host to omit any compliment that might gratify bs guests. 

Unhappily he was not allowed to finish the story and to set the seal 
upon the work of twenty years. He was plannmg a further move for- 
ward m the Lambeth Conference of 1940, when the ragged ends would 
be tidied up. Canon Douglas believes that had not the War destroyed 
all these plans and preparations, an “all-round advance” would have 
been recorded. 

The relationsbp with the Old Catholics was closer and the task less 
complicated ; so that the Conference of 1930 had no difiiculty m agreemg 
that there was nothmg contradictory m the Anghcan and Old Cathohc 
dogmatic traditions and formularies. A further conference to consider 
mter-communion and mter-consecration was held at Bonn m July 1931. 
True to his policy, Lang saw that the Evangelicals were sufficiently 
represented on the Anglican Delegation, wbch was led by the almost 
mevitable Dr. Headlam and carefully briefed by the Archbishop bmself. 
Dr. Graham Brown, afterwards Bishop m Jerusalem, was the cbef 
Evangelical watchdog and would pass nothmg that might be unaccept- 
able to those whose mterests he was charged to protect. After a brief 
negotiation the Delegates arrived at the followmg agreement : 

I. Each Commmiion recognises the catholicity and mdependence of 
the other and mamtams its own. 
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2. Each Communion agrees to admit members of the other Com- 
munion to participate in the Sacraments. 

3. Inter-communion does not require from either Communion the 
acceptance of all doctrinal opinion, sacramental devotions, or 
hturgical practice characteristic of the other, but imphes that each 
beheves the other to hold the essentials of the Christian Faith. 

This felicitous result was endorsed first by the Synod of the Old 
Cathohc Church and later by the Convocations of Canterbury and York, 
nearly all the other Anglican Churches following suit. It estabhshed 
inter-commimion and — of perhaps even greater significance — carried 
the necessary authority for inter-consecration So in 1932, in the primacy 
of Archbishop Lang, the Church of England for the first time since the 
Reformation entered mto full and formal relationship with a Continental 
Church. Apart from the historical interest and intrinsic worth of this 
achievement, it had two external consequences. It served to dispel some 
of the doubts of Orthodox theologians about Anghcan Orders; and 
through the participation of Old Cathohc Bishops in Anghcan Con- 
secrations, as in those of the Bishops in Jerusalem and of Gibraltar, the 
mmisterial succession of the Episcopate of the Old Cathohcs began to 
be merged with that of the Church of England. 

The visible results which flowed from the negotiations with the 
Orthodox and Old Cathohcs must give them the first place in any 
estimate of Lang’s work for Reunion ; but the other approaches which 
he sponsored and encouraged should be neitlier ignored nor under- 
estimated. Indeed, it is true to say that much as he prized the outcome 
with Orthodox and Old Cathohcs, he would not have accepted this as 
the only test of his policy. Let it be repeated that Reunion, as he saw it, 
neither should nor could be some sudden and spectacular reconciliation. 
It would be a growing together in understanding and purpose, slow, and 
sure because it was slow. Only less heinous than the sin of doing nothing 
was the blimder of trymg to do too much too quickly ; and results which 
seemed meagre enough to the contemporary eye might well be found 
to have genuine value for the future. 

With the Roman Cathohcs no progress was made; and after 
Mahncs, where the method departed from Lang’s principles, little was 
attempted. In 1928, shortly after the Lausanne Conference, Pope 
Pius ih issued an Encychcal warning his fellow-CathoHcs against partici- 
pation in movements “by which non-Catholics seek to bring about the 
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union of Christian Churches. There is but one way in which the unity 
of Christians may be fostered, and that is by furthering the return to the 
one true Church of Christ of those who are separated from it : from that 
one true Church they have m the past fallen away.’' 

But while the official attitude of the Vatican was unchanged, during 
Lang’s Primacy, and particularly during the Second World War, the 
Roman Cathohc Church m Great Britain showed a greater readmess to 
co-operate with Christians of another allegiance on matters outside the 
frontiers of Faith and Order. This new spirit owed something to the 
stress of the tmies, but at least as much to the simultaneous presence of 
Archbishop Lang at Lambeth and of Cardinal Hinsley at Westminster. 
Fifty years earher Lang had emphasised the error of trying to deal with 
the Church of Scotland over the head of the Scottish Episcopal Church. 
Privately, it may be assumed, he would have criticised the Conversations 
at Mahnes for the omission to take proper account of the Roman Catholic 
community in Great Britain. It was another of those short cuts or circuits 
which he mistrusted. His own relations with Cardinal Hinsley were 
mostly unofEcial, but of a cordiality without precedent. He attached 
considerable value to ‘‘the private wire,” as he called it, between Lambeth 
and Westminster; and while there were no formal visits, there were 
times when he discovered a new use for his neglected membership of 
the Athenaeum. 

“He had to my mind,” wrote Bishop Mathew, Auxihary Bishop of 
Westminster, “a quite remarkable knowledge of the ecclesiastical 
temper, which enabled him to understand both the world of the 
Roman Curia and that of the different national episcopates which 
are in communion with the Holy See. I am left chiefly with the 
memory of his persistent, patient and undimmed charity. This, I 
think, arose from his deep, humble sense of the supremacy of the 
spiritual factor in man’s troubled life. ... He was kind to the young, 
and I was very young when I was first received in his study at Lambetii 
in 1935. To me he will always remain the embodiment of the great 
tradition of Andrewes, Laud and Cosin.” 

With the Protestant Churches of the Continent the “growing to- 
gether” went on at a slow but appreciable pace, Anghcans taking a leading 
part in the World Conferences on Life and Work and on Faith and Order. 
At Oxford in 1937 Lang was President of the Conference on“ Church, 
Commumty and State.” In accordance with the Resolution of the 
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Lambeth Conference and by permission of the Bishop of Oxford, the 
Archbishop celebrated Holy Communion in St. Mary’s Church, the 
delegates having been previously informed of the hope ‘‘that not only 
such of them as are members of the Anghcan Church, but also others 
who are Baptised Commumcants in their own Churches, may come to 
the Service and partake of Holy Communion.” Later on in the same 
year the Conference on Faith and Order, successor to Lausanne, met at 
Edinburgh. It belongs less to Lang’s history than to Temple’s, as it was 
he who there inspired and promoted the design which brought the 
various streams of the Oecumenical Movement into the broad river of 
a World Council of Churches. Owmg to the War, the Council was 
unable to hold its first meeting until August 1948, when the representa- 
tives of a hundred and forty-eight Churches — Anghcan, Orthodox, Old 
Cathohc and Protestant — assembled in Amsterdam. 

In 1939 a Commission, led by Dr. Headlam, visited die Churches of 
Latvia and Estonia, Convocation subsequently authorising its recom- 
mendations for participation m the Consecration of Bishops, for a 
measure of inter-communion, and for mutual recogmtion of the vahdity 
of the Sacraments of Baptism and Marriage. These arrangements did 
not imply full inter-communion as with the Old Cathohcs, but estab- 
hshed an interim relationship, wliich would last imtil the Orders of the 
Baltic Churches were regularised. A similar agreement had already 
been reached with the Church in Finland. 

By comparison the rapprochement with die Free Churches of Great 
Britain, which had made so promising a start after 1920, was a little 
disappointing. In 1925, it will be recalled, the discussions were broken 
off by a failure to agree on the vital question of Orders. They were to 
have been resumed after 1930, but as Lang discloses m his notes, the 
Delegation to the Conference from the Federal Council of the Evan- 
gelical Free Churches was “not successful and left an unhappy im- 
pression.” Doubtless both sides were at fault, but the Free Churches 
could perhaps be pardoned for contrasting their pohte but unenthusiastic 
reception with the warmer welcome given to the Orthodox and for 
finding significance in the failure to repeat or to endorse the recognition 
of 1923 that their Adinistries were “real Ministries” in the Universal 
Church. Nevertheless the Council accepted the invitation to renew the 
conversations and appointed a sub-committee for the purpose. Not 
much was to come of the meetings, but m 1935 ^tid 193 S two documents 
of some importance, A Sketch of a United Church and An Outline of a 
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Reunion Scheme, appeared. The rapprochement may also be credited with 
some indirect results. The first was the gradual advance of the South 
India Scheme, which was not, of course, the immediate concern of the 
Provinces of Canterbury and York or of the British Free Churchmen, 
but leaned heavily upon their approval and encouragement. Another 
was the concordat of 1941 between Anglicans and Nonconformists over 
the vexed question of Education. 

“On August 15th, 1941,” the Archbishop wrote, “I took a very 
remarkable deputation to the new President of the Board of Educa- 
tion (the Rt. Hon. R. A. Butler) on the subject of better Christian 
teaching in all Schools. The basis was a statement previously issued 
by the Archbishops of Canterbury, York and Wales after consultation 
with the other Bishops, putting forth five main points concerning 
Elementary Schools. For the first time in the history of Enghsh 
education, the deputation, mstead of representing division among 
Christian Churches in England and Wales, represented their unity ; 
for it consisted of not Anglicans only, but of the leading Free Church- 
men. , . . This measure of unity was the result of long conferences 
with Free Church leaders, under Scott Lidgett,^ and held under the 
auspices of the National Society. It reflected the new attitude forced 
on people by the evidences of widespread ignorance of the Christian 
Faith and the challenge of Nazi Germany to any sort of Christian 
civiUsation. As the President was new to his office and had to con- 
sider other interests, he was guarded in his reply. But he was much 
impressed by the character of the deputation and showed that he 
personally was in much sympathy witli its aims. ... I ought to add 
another quite unprecedented fact : at the end the President asked me 
to offer prayers for gmdance.” 

The Archbishop appended a note under the date August 1943 : 

In the White Paper containing the full programme of Educational 
reconstruction issued by the Board of Education, aU these five points 
are accepted : 

1. Rehgious teaching in all schools, primary and secondary, to 
be a statutory obHgation. 

2. Schools to be opened daily by an act of corporate worship. 

^ President of the Uniting Conference of the Methodist Churches, and first President 
of the United Church, 1932. 
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3. Religious teaching to be given at any hour of the school day, 
not merely at the beginning. 

4. Religious knowledge to quahfy for Teachers’ Certificates at 
Training Colleges. 

5. Rehgious teaching in the schools to be inspected as to method 
and competence by H.M.’s Inspectors. 

All these points, he adds, were embodied in the Education Bill of 

1944. 

The Bishop of Chichester, whose book Christian Unity and series of 
Documents on Christian Unity should be studied for the whole story of the 
movements of these years, believes that smce 1914 the relations between 
the Church of England and the Free Churches have been transformed 
While disagreement still persists over the Mmistry and Episcopal Ordina- 
tion, a real advance is to be recorded m the whole field of Faith and Order, 
as well as in that of social and international action. 

Dr. Carnegie Simpson, who had not always been easy in conference, 
has given his testimony to the Archbishop’s share in bringing about this 
better relationship. While he looked back “with much disappointment” 
to the results of the various meetings, he recalled Lang’s part in them 
with admiration and respect. He had been warned that Lang was a 
diplomat and needed watchmg, but “I found him straightforward and 
always fair.” Through his Presbyterian upbringing he was quicker 
than were some of his brethren to appreciate the position of the Free 
Churchmen. “His mind,” Dr. Simpson concluded, “was skilful in 
adjusting truth rather than original in discovering it or powerful in 
stating it.” 

There remains the Church of Lang’s own birth and upbringing. Dr. 
John White, who came to Lambeth in 1930, reappeared in the foUowmg 
year with Dr. Archibald Fleming, the Munster of St. Columba’s, Pont 
Street. Their purpose was to discuss the idea of mitiating negotiations 
on the lines of the “Appeal to all Christian People” ; but they wanted 
to deal direct with die Church of England and not with the Episcopal 
Church in Scotland. Such a procedure, of course, ran contrary to Lang’s 
method and was another of those short cuts he disliked. He therefore 
stipulated that the Episcopal Church must not be left out of the negotia- 
tions, and parted with his visitors on a compromise by which both 
Scottish Episcopahans and Enghsh Presbytenans were to be mcluded. 
In April 1932 Dr. White returned to Lambeth, bringing with him 

2 A 369 



COSMO GORDON LANG 

Principal Martin of the United Free Church and Professor Curtis of 
Edmburgh. Lang was supported by Archbishop Temple, and after 
some discussion it was agreed that the matter should be brought before 
the General Assembly of the Kirk in May. Lang then suggested that 
he might be asked to come to Edmburgh, bringing with him the proposal 
for a conference between the various Churches. The Presbyterians 
thought tliis a good idea, and in due course an invitation arrived from 
Professor Mackintosh, the new Moderator. Lang went to Edmburgh, 
but unfortunately his presence was not the oHve branch it was meant to 
be. Some of the Presbyterians were irritated and suspicious, smelling 
a backstairs mtngue. While they received their visitor pohtely and 
listened to him with deference, among themselves they were asking by 
whose authority he had been invited. The slight chill in the atmosphere 
was so perceptible that, as Lang left the General Assembly with Bishop 
Reid of Edinburgh, the latter remarked ruefiilly, ‘‘Nothing will come 
of it.” Something, however, did come of it, for the Assembly appointed 
a Commission to negotiate with the Church of England, the Episcopal 
Church of Scotland and the Enghsh Presbyterians, as had been agreed 
at Lambeth. 

But at next year s Assembly, when the first report on the meetings 
was made, other counsels prevailed and a motion, introduced by Dr. 
Fleming and passed by a narrow majority, declared that before the 
conferences went any further the Churches must mutually recognise 
the vahdity of each other’s Ministry. “Am I still persona grata, Your 
Grace ? ” enquired Dr, Fleming a httle nervously, on his next visit to 
Lambeth. ** Persona grata, my dear Fleming,” was the reply, “but not 
persona gratissima'^ From the point of view of the Church of England, 
and still more from that of the Episcopal Church, the motion begged 
the whole question ; and so the meetings came abruptly to an end. 

Of httle specific relevance to Reunion, but possibly as a small con- 
tribution to the “growing together,” was the Archbishop’s later visit to 
the Assembly in 1935. In that year Marshall Lang was Moderator, so 
that by a singular chance Canterbury and Edinburgh were represented 
by two brothers. The exchange of solemn courtesies between them 
provoked some merriment, and on this occasion the visit gave general 
satisfaction. 

So this long and complex story reaches its ending, or rather is broken 
off unfinished. No man may teE what might have happened at a Lam- 
beth Conference which was never held. For Lang it was one of the 
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tragedies of the War that the plans he had laid so careiEtilly and for which 
he had worked so indefatigably were brought to nought. Others might 
take up his pen and finish the tale, and when they did so would find the 
earlier chapters written by a firm and sure hand. Eut he would neither 
complete the book nor hve to read it. He had been allowed a ghmpse 
from Pisgah of the hving green of the Promised Land ; but his people 
must follow another leader into their inheritance. 



chapter XXX 

^‘ALTERIUS ORBIS PAPA” 

job is really impossible for one man,” the Archbishop wrote 
i in 1935, ^ public dinner 

next year he described the life he was leading as “mcredible, indefensible 
and inevitable.” 

In earlier chapters something has been written of the nature and 
extent of his labours in Diocese and Province and the central affairs of 
the Church. Yet with these his duties were by no means ended. An 
Archbishop of Canterbury is a national figure and, apart from such 
special or unprecedented occasions as an Abdication, a Coronation or a 
war, his presence is expected, almost of right, at many functions which 
appear to have httle connexion with his ecclesiastical responsibihties. 
When, in addition, he has the oratorical gifts that were Lang’s, the 
demands on him are redoubled. Their nature and variety may be best 
appreciated from a few of his engagements in the early days of his rule. 
He spoke at the Bunyan Tercentenary, where he paid tribute to a rehgious 
community whose work and quiet devotion he had long admired, a 
meeting of the Church Army, the Royal Academy Banquet, the College 
of St. Nicholas (Church Music), the City of London School, the Friends 
of Canterbury Cathedral, the imveilmg of the Memorial to Lord Curzon, 
the Pilgrims of Great Britain, the Newspaper Press Fund, a meeting at 
the Guildhall on Slum Clearance, an International Boy Scouts’ Jamboree, 
and Cheltenham Ladies’ College. These are a sample of his engagements, 
picked almost at random from a long hst. Some of the societies, organ- 
isations or fimctions he addressed more than once. He was on the 
Council of the Boy Scouts’ Associaaon and spoke at many of the big 
Jamborees. He was a Vice-President of the Pilgrims of Great Bntain, 
presiding and speakmg at the luncheon on June 24th, 1931, when the 
Pilgrim Trust was founded, and speaking agam at the Society’s Corona- 
tion Celebration in 1937. He was a frequent guest at the Royal Academy 
Banquet, the kmd of occasion on which he found his best after-dinner 
form. 

In between he was talking on subjects so diverse as the plight of the 
Jews in Germany, the Centenary of the Oxford Movement, the influence 
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of films, Miss Gertrude Bell (daughter of his old friend in the North), 
disarmament, the legal profession, the repair of Boston Stump, and the 
destruction of sea-birds. These, too, are an almost fortuitous collection 
of some of the subjects on which he was expected to prepare and deHver 
an informed and often a constructive address. The Church Times could 
justly refer to “the almost inhuman activity of the Archbishop of Canter- 
bury” ; and his own notebooks, penned almost entirely m his fastness 
of Ballure, abound in laments at the absence of any breathing-space when 
he could, as it were, sit down and think out some of the major problems 
of the Church, 

Lang’s oratory was as distinguished in its quaHty as it was wide in its 
range. 

“I think,” writes Lord Quickswood, no mean judge, “Archbishop 
Lang was one of two or three whom I should call the best speakers 
I have ever heard. The most remarkable feature about his speaking 
was its admirable many-sidedness. There was hardly any kind of 
speakmg which he could not do very well indeed. Whether it was 
exposition or narrative, exhortation or argument, anecdote or 
humour, he was pre-eminent in aU these arts. I have never heard 
him attempt passionate rhetoric and I suppose it to have been un- 
congenial to him, but his technique was so excellent that I think if 
he had felt the emotion necessary, he would have been able to express 
it with the mcomparable felicity which marked his speakmg in any 
maimer. I think I have never heard him speak badly, though there 
was a period, when he was in bad health, when he tended to be a 
httle diffuse. That was in the early ’twenties, when he had not fully 
recovered from the nervous illness which he had durmg the 1914- 
1918 War.^ But even this triflmg defect completely passed away. 

“When he became Archbishop of Canterbury and presided 
always in the Assembly, he had to deal with a great variety of occa- 
sions for speaking, and it was always supremely well done. To 
anyone accustomed to make speeches himself, perhaps the most 
wonderful thing seemed the ejffortless ease with which he always 
found the right word. And his speaking was not only deHghtfiil to 
hsten to, but always very effective for the object he had in view. 
Unlike some speakers who dazzle and even charm, yet do not con- 
vince, he was extraordinarily persuasive. Indeed, one of the criticisms 

^ This is not quite correct. The Archbishop was never ill, although he suffered from 
alopeaa. 
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sometimes made upon liis Chairmanship was that, speakmg at the 
close of a debate, he would put his point of view so well that it 
prevailed, to the disappointment of those who were opposed to him 
and felt that he used with too much power the prerogative of the 
last word. 

‘‘In the technical work of Chairman, he was exceedingly careful 
and painstakmg and not in the least indifferent, as too many ecclesi- 
astics are, to the importance of regularity. He had not got that 
rather strange power, a natural sense of procedure, which resembles 
an ear for music, but his unfading address as a speaker enabled him 
to smooth out any difficulties and make good any casual slips that he 
might make. To his gift of words he added a wonderfully dignified 
manner which was at the same time entirely free from pretentiousness 
or pomposity. He could always act as an Archbishop without giving 
the least impression of self-assertion.’’ 

Lord Quickswood adds that while he had seldom heard the Archbishop 
preach, he thought his sermons were not so brilliant as his speeches. 

Looking back on his labours, the Archbishop gave generous acknow- 
ledgment to the services of his chaplains. Mervyn Haigh saw him 
through the first two years and the Lambeth Conference. 

Then on Haigh’s departure m 1931, a great good fortune — or rather 
God’s Providence — ^brought me Alan Don from the Provostship of 
St. Paul’s Cathedral, Dundee. He had been a resident at the Oxford 
House, where he was one of the band of young men who would have 
followed Dick Sheppard to the ends of the earth. I had ordained him 
at York to his curacy at Redcar and given him the benefice of Norton 
near Malton before he went to Dundee, a most loyal and enthusiastic 
son of the Scottish Church, I am thankful to say that he stayed with 
me for ten years, during which, in 1936, he became Chaplain to the 
Speaker of the House of Commons until he was made Canon of 
Westminster and Rector of St. Margaret’s. ... I cannot dwell here 
on the blessings which he brought me — of companionship, of steady 
judgment, of faith, of goodness, of width of mterests, and of the 
ability to get on good terms with all sorts of people, officially and 
personally. What Haigh was in the affairs of the Lambeth Con- 
ference of 1930 he was in all the preliminary business of the Conference 
which but for the War would have been held in 1940. It was a real 
sorrow to me when he left in 1941 after ten years of service. 

%7d. 



“ALTERIUS ORBIS PAPA’* 


The present Archdeacon of Canterbury went in 1939, to be succeeded 
by the Rev. Ian White Thomson, son of the Bishop of Ely. 

To my great content he was with me to the end of my time, and in 
the midst of all the turmoil and confusion of the War gave me eager 
and unrufSed help. He saw me out and has seen two successors in. 
He has had the strange, certainly unprecedented, lot of having served 
three Archbishops within four years. 

Lang was not always an easy master. He had a reluctance to delegate, 
a determination to keep his eye and his finger on everything, which a 
chaplain was bound to find occasionally irksome. There was that surface 
irritability, which his mother too had had, disconcerting and even 
alarming to anyone who did not know him well. Yet he could also be 
the best of company to those who served him, kindly, aflectionate, 
amusing. ‘Tf one treated him qmte naturally,’’ writes the Dean of 
Lichfield, “and was not afraid of or awed by him, he really could be 
great fun.” 

Dick Sheppard, to the Archbishop’s sorrow, left the Deanery in 1931, 
to struggle with failing health, to be, for a short and unhappy period, a 
Canon of St. Paul’s, and to die in 1937. On October 31st, the eve of 
Lang’s seventy-third birthday, he found on his table a letter and some 
flowers from liis friend ; and an hour later a telephone message came to 
tell him that Dick was dead. “We shall never see his like again,” he 
wrote sadly to Wilfrid Parker, now Bishop of Pretoria. “How I wish,” 
he wrote again a little later, “that somehow the course of his life had 
been different and that the dear man had never written those very 
tiresome and unhelpful books, but simply allowed his unique personality 
to radiate its influence of love and goodwill.” On either side the ajflection 
was deep and enduring, but each man had his private portrait of the 
other and was distressed whenever the original appeared to fail in fidehtjr 
to the likeness. “There!” said Dick Sheppard once, pointing to a 
portrait of Lord Curzon. “That’s the man who has been his curse.” 
The Archdeacon of Canterbury recalls Lang’s words at the unveiling 
of the Memorial to Lord Curzon in 1930. The address was generally 
hailed as a masterpiece of msight. If Dick Sheppard was right, it may 
also have been a piece of self-revelation ; it certainly showed the side of 
Lang which his friend liked least. 

A few very big issues or events may befall an Archbishop, but his 
working time is mostly taken up with the care of innumerable matters 
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wliich seem very important at the time, but less so ten or twenty years 
afterwards; with Measures pregnant with possibiHties, but in result 
neither so beneficial as their supporters hoped nor so dangerous as their 
adversaries feared; with disputes about fundamentals, which pass and 
leave the foundations of the Church unshaken ; with decisions so critical 
that a false step would appear fatal, but in effect so ephemeral that in a 
short time they are forgotten ; with movements, controversies in the 
Courts, secular encroachments and the like, on which to-day the dust 
hes thick ; and above all with the ceaseless routine of a Diocese. 

Lang, It will be recalled, was resolved that the last should be no formal 
or delegated duty. As at York, so at Canterbury, the Diocese had a 
high pnonty among the claims on his time, and by 1935, when he held 
a Visitation of the Clergy, he was able to say that he had prayed and 
preached in exactly half the two hundred and ninety-six panshes . Follow- 
ing his practice m the North, he had sent round a questionnaire to all 
the incumbents, and he spent most of a hohday at Ballure studying the 
repUes. “Very laborious,” he commented, “yet full of interest and on 
the whole not discouraging.” At the Visitation he delivered a Charge 
in which he gave his conclusions, which were appreciative of the devotion 
of his clergy, but outspoken and disquietmg on the situation revealed. 
New ideas and habits, the motor car, the wireless, the film and so much 
else were coming like a mist between people and “their vision of a 
personal God.” 

Do not misunderstand me. This is no sort of Jeremiad of a man of 
elderly years. I ask you and myself to look upon all these things not 
as menace but rather as a challenge There is none of them wherein 
there is not some good as well as evil. It is for us to overcome the 
evil with the good. We have not to entrench ourselves against them 
and make our Church hfe a refuge. Rather we have to go out from 
it as from a fortress to meet and redeem them, trusting still in the 
redemptive power of the Gospel of Christ. They may be the travail 
pangs of some new birth. Pray God it may be the birth of a better 
life both in the Church and in the world. 

He went on to give practical advice to the parish priests, warning 
them of the dangers of Accidie and urging them at all costs to find time 
to escape from the racket of their work and “go apart to be with Christ 
in prayer and stillness.” “Then, sometimes,” he ended, “even in the 
dull and dusty way of our labours we can make our own the words 
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which I dared to put before myself as a motto when I was enthroned as 
your Bishop : ‘God is my strength and my song/” 

Lang’s years, as he travelled down his own “dull and dusty way,” 
were memorable for the Lambeth Conference, the Abdication, the 
Coronation and the War. They also saw an advance in the cause of 
Christian Reunion. But when they passed, the mark they left on the 
history of the Church was comparatively small. Some have felt that it 
should have been larger and deeper ; that the Enabhng Act opened new 
possibihties which were not firmly and adventurously grasped ; that the 
rejection of the Prayer Book was a challenge evaded ; in short, that the 
moment had come when the relations of Church and State should have 
been revised and the spiritual authority and autonomy of the Church 
asserted, even at the cost of Disestablishment. Yet on all this ground 
Lang did Httle more than mark time. He led the way in laying down 
the rules for Bishops and clergy to follow on hturgical questions ; and 
in 1938 he convened the Round Table Conference to discuss authority 
and order. But the rules have been unevenly observed and the Con- 
ference was movmg to an unpromising fimsh when the War ended it. 
Sooner or later, Lang concluded, the quesdon must be “tackled afresh.” 
He added, “It is not for me to say when.” 

“Where Lang failed in my opinion,” writes the Bishop of Chichester, 
“was after the rejection of 1928. Many brave words were spoken 
in the Assembly debate. An Archbishop’s Commission was appointed 
and reported, but from 192Q to 1947 no effective steps whatever have 
been taken to enable the Church of England to revise its forms of 
worship, to frame its laws on spiritual matters, to exercise its discipline 
through proper Church Courts, to have an effective voice in the 
election of its Bishops,” 

To accept an unsatisfactory situation without making much attempt 
to put it right may suggest, as it suggested to the Bishop of Chichester, 
a lack of the quahties of a reformer, even perhaps of a leader. But it is 
also possible that, after the exhausting controversies of the Prayer Book, 
the Church needed a respite, and that the comparative quiescence of 
Lang was wise and timely. Or it may be that both views contain an 
element of the truth, that the days were unpropitious for the radical 
reforms the Bishop wanted, and that in any case Lang was not the man 
to bring them about. 

Whatever judgment be correct, the truth is that Lang continued the 
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rearguard action which Davidson had fought so skilfully and for so long. 
The main question of spiritual authority being unresolved, the defensive 
continued on the dependent questions, such as Education, the Marriage 
Laws and Tithe. In 1935 Convocation received the Report of the Joint 
Committee on Church and Marnage. It declared the right of the Church 
to make its own rules about admission to the Sacraments and its freedom 
to forbid the use of its buildmgs for the remarriage of divorced persons, 
while allowing 'that in certain special cases these might subsequently be 
allowed to make their Communions. Two years later the Archbishop 
dechned to vote either for or against Sir Alan Herbert’s Bill, which 
emphasised the growing opposition between the Marriage Laws of 
Church and State. 

Tithe had long been a grievance, always most vocal in years of 
agricultural depression, and although the final settlement was the work 
of a predominantly Conservative Government, it was such as seriously 
to impair the finances of the Church. A Bill was introduced and with- 
dravm in 1934, a Royal Commission being then appointed to re-examine 
the question. In 1936 a new Measure, commuting Tithe with com- 
pensation, was presented and passed. The Archbishop was inevitably 
prominent in the Parhamentary debates. He took the line that the 
Church would not oppose commutation in principle, but was entitled 
to a more generous rate of compensation than either of these Bills allowed. 
He thought the terms were harsh and told the House of Lords that they 
would involve clerical Tithe-owners immediately in a loss of eleven 
million pounds and ultimately in one of about sixteen million. He 
secured some modification of the terms allowed, but the second Bill 
went through substantially as it was introduced. The Archbishop, as 
the chief mouthpiece of the Tithe-owners, came in for some obloquy 
from the agitators in rural areas, and in 1935 his effigy, with that of Queen 
Anne, was ceremonially burned in a demonstration at Ashford, Kent. 

More satisfactory for the Church were the two Measures of 193 1 and 
1934, passed first by the Church Assembly and subsequently by ParHa- 
ment, dealing with the recommendations of the Cathedrals Commission, 
of which Lang had been Chairman. It appointed a body of Cathedral 
Commissioners, who were to assist the Dean and Chapter in revising 
old and drawing up new statutes, and in preparing schemes and adapting 
buildings to the needs of the times. AU land, except the actual sites and 
fabrics of Cathedrals, was transferred to the Ecclesiastical Commissioners 
in return for a fixed aimual income. 
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A minor but tedious controversy of the early days was the dispute 
over St. Aidan’s, Small Heath, Birmingham, where the patrons had 
presented an incumbent whom the Bishop of Birmingham (Dr. Barnes) 
refused to institute. The patrons, among whom was the Bishop of 
Truro (Dr. Frere), eventually applied for a declaration that their candi- 
date, the Rev. Doyle Simmonds, had been duly presented and asked for 
an order compelling the Bishop to accept him. This they obtained, but 
the Bishop continued contumacious, refusing either to admit the authority 
of the High Court of Chancery in such a matter or even to appear before 
it. In the end the Archbishop was driven to admit Mr. Simmonds 
himself. The incident involved him in an argument with the Bishop of 
Birmingham, who took the opportunity to attack the doctrine of the 
Real Presence in a letter which made it plain that he did not really under- 
stand what the doctrine was. Lang, like Davidson before him, dealt 
pohtely but firmly with Dr. Barnes and so closed a rather unedifying 
incident. 

More serious and protracted was the problem of “my poor Assyrians,’’ 
as he used to caU them, which was to be with him for as long as he was 
at Lambeth. Theirs was an old, unhappy story. They were a community 
of Nestonan Christians, the remnant of a once numerous and powerful 
people, who until the First "World War lived precariously in the highlands 
of Hakkiari and the adjacent country, with Turks as their masters and 
Kurds as their neighbours. They then rose, abandoned or were driven 
out of their settlements at Hakkiari, and jomed the British, to whom 
they gave some assistance in the fighting. When the War ended, they 
wanted to return to their homes, but these were still in Turkish territory 
and the Turks, not unreasonably, would not have them back. On the 
other hand, they were not at all welcome in Irak, and between Turks, 
Irakis and Kurds, their future was most uncertam. Their only friends 
were the British, who employed diem as military levies in Mesopotamia, 
thereby diminishing still more their popularity with the Irakis, especially 
after the Arab rising in 1920. Since 1886 they had looked to the Arch- 
bishop of Canterbury for protection ; an Anglican mission had worked 
among them ; and they had had help and encouragement m their difficult 
hfe as a Christian island in a Moslem sea. Although their future was 
unsetded, they were immolested so long as the British Mandate in Irak 
lasted, but when it ended in 1932, the problem at once became acute. 
While the Government of Irak gave guarantees for the fair treatment of 
its minorities, the Assyrians were not specifically mentioned in the Anglo- 
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Iraki Treaty. Were they to stay in their temporary quarters, or to return 
to Hakkiari, or to go somewhere else? No one could answer this 
question. The Irakis professed readiness to retain their uninvited guests, 
provided they would behave like any other minority and cease regardmg 
themselves as a separate nation. The Turks continued to refuse to take 
them back, and the Kurds were only waiting for a chance to pay off old 
scores. The Assyrians — and particularly the disbanded levies — ^became 
impatient. In 1933 some of them attempted an unauthorised migration 
into Syria and on their return fought with Iraki troops. This so-called 
rising was the signal for a massacre. The Iraki army ran amok. The 
Kurds were called in. Numbers of innocent Assyrians, who had had 
nothmg whatever to do with the migration, were butchered. Villages 
were looted and largely destroyed. 

In a welter of conflictmg evidence it was plain that something would 
have to be done quickly, or the Assyrians might be exterminated, and 
that the real issue between them and the Government of Irak was their 
claim to remam a nation within a nation. Their ecclesiastical head was 
the Mar Shimun, who also claimed certain secular powers which were 
the stumbling-block in the negouations. Eventually the British, by a 
rather high-handed action, which they claimed was as much in the 
interests of the Mar Shimun, whose life was threatened, as in those of 
an agreement, deported the young man to Cyprus. There he remamed 
for some time with his family, in poverty and under protest, before he 
was allowed to leave for the United States. Meanwhile the League of 
Nations had become busy with the Assyrian problem. Various plans 
were produced and came to nothing. At one time it seemed likely that 
the French would allow a settlement on the Orontes in Syria, but this 
project, too, was abandoned and the Assyrians stayed on where they were. 

The Archbishop was heavily involved in all these events, as the Mar 
Shimun repeatedly appealed to him to use his influence on behalf of the 
Assyrian people. On November 28th, 1933, he spoke at length on the 
subject in the House of Lords, giving the whole story and calhng upon 
the Government to recogmse its obhgations. 

‘‘I have had one continuous worry,’’ he wrote in his notebook 
that year, “over the phght of the poor Assyrians in Irak — endless 
correspondence with the Foreign Office, with Sir John Simon, 
Vansittart and others on the staff, with Sir Francis Humphrys at 
Baghdad, with poor Mar Shimun himself, deported to Cypms, with 
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various people in Irak (very secretly) and in England. What will 
happen it is impossible to say. I have done my best and can’t do 
more, but it has been an endless worry.” 

So it continued to be. He had an almost paternal affection for the 
Mar Shimun, who had been educated in England, and a strong sense of 
responsibility towards the Mar Shimun’s httle people. In 1936 he 
returned to the attack, speaking in the House of Lords and comparing 
the massacre of the Assyrians with that of the Macdonalds of Glencoe ; 
and some months later, when the Syrian scheme gave promise of a solu- 
tion, he made an appeal at the Mansion House for funds to finance the 
settlement of 21,000 Assyrians on the Orontes. His efforts were in vain. 
The Mar Sbmim stayed in exile and the Assyrians remamed unsettled. 
In the Second World War the British agam recruited them and they did 
loyal service, especially dunng the troubles of 1941, when they fought 
bravely in defence of Habbaniya. Their feats did them credit, but made 
their position in Irak even more difficult. They are still an unsolved 
problem and an undefined commitment of Church and State m Britain. 

Another and much larger community also claimed the Archbishop’s 
interest. The persecution of rehgion in Russia drew from him repeated 
protests in the House of Lords. In 1930 he appointed a day of intercession 
for Russian Christians and objected strongly when the War Office tried 
to forbid the use at parade services of a prayer for the Russian Church. 
He gave his sympathy and active support to the Russian Church Aid 
Fund, and when the choir from the Russian Academy at Paris visited 
this country, preached at a special service at St. Martin-in-the-Fields, at 
which it was present and sang. Neither he nor anyone could do much 
to counteract the persecution, but if the cnticisms did little, or nothmg, 
to better the position of Christians m Russia, there is evidence that they 
touched a raw spot. The Soviet Government treated the Archbishop’s 
interventions with anger and answered them with abuse. He was 
pilloried as one of the principal enemies of the Soviet Union, and in 
the Museum of the Godless at St. Isaac’s Cathedral, Lenmgrad, was 
accorded (with the Pope) the honour of an insulting cartoon. 

At the same time he was condemning in the House of Lords the 
treatment by the Nazis of Christians and Jews in Germany. Here again 
he could only argue and protest to men who were impervious to words, 
however eloquent. In Germany, too, he became a target for abuse. In 
1934 a letter to the Times denouncing the revival of the old and dis- 
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credited story of ritual murders won him the attention of Der Stumer. 
Streicher followed up with other attacks, but in these was not always 
fortunate in his facts, as first he confused the Archbishop with the Dean 
of Canterbury and later with the Dean of Westminster. 

The criticisms may not have affected the policy of the Reich, but 
•undoubtedly annoyed the Nazis. On October loth, 1934, the German 
Ambassador, von Hoesch, came in person to Lambeth. The Archbishop 
did not mince his words. He told the Ambassador that Christian opinion 
in Britain was outraged both by the way in which the unification of the 
Protestant Churches was being carried out and by the principles under- 
lying the pohcy of the Reich, as mamfested by the Aryan Clause and the 
writings of Rosenberg, von Shirach and Dr. Burgmann. He warned 
von Hoesch that unless within a week ‘‘some effective signs of a change 
of pohcy” were shown, he would lay the whole matter before the 
Bishops of the Church of England, the Protestant leaders, and the non- 
Roman Christian leaders on the Continent. There was no change of 
pohcy and another unheeded protest was the only result. 

With von Hoesch’s successor, von Ribbentrop, the Archbishop also 
had his brushes On June 5th, 193 5, the Ambassador arrived for luncheon 
and received a lecture. He took this quite amiably, but showed, the 
Archbishop commented, very httle understanding of what ah the fuss 
was about. Nearly three years later, when von Eabbentrop came to say 
goodbye on leaving his post, the Archbishop spoke even more plainly 
of the disgust felt in Britain at the persecution of both Roman Catholics 
and Protestants, and in particular at the imprisonment of Pastor Nie- 
moller. The retiring Ambassador may have been a little preoccupied, 
as that day the news of the Anschluss reached London. 

On Abyssinia, again, the Archbishop had something to say. He 
condemned the Italian aggression in Parliament and at the Church 
Congress at Bournemouth in October 1935. He followed up his words 
by sponsoring an appeal for a British Ambulance Service to accompany 
the Abyssinian troops ; and a little later, when the unit was equipped 
and ready to leave, he gave it his blessing. 

In 1933 he had an onerous but not unwelcome addition to his duties. 
Two years earlier he had spoken effectively in the House of Lords on 
Indian pohcy. “To govern India,” he said, “has been the greatest 
achievement this country has ever attempted. ... It will be an even 
higher achievement, an even nobler task, to assist India to govern itself.” 
His sentiments and the impression made by this speech may have given 
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the Secretary of State, Sir Samuel Hoare (now Lord Templewood) the 
idea of asking him to serve on the Jomt Committee upon the Indian 
Constitution appointed in March 1933. The proposal was not without 
its critics, Lord Salisbury among others holdmg the view that the work 
was not suitable for an Archbishop of Canterbury. But the Prime 
Minister, who was responsible for the appointments, agreed with the 
Secretary of State and the invitation was sent. “If Your Grace is able 
to accept,” Sir Samuel wrote, “I can assure you that your action will be 
very reassuring to thousands of men and women in the country who 
are not looking at this question through the spectacles of any party. If 
you are doubtful, I would venture to ask you on no account to refuse 
until you have had a talk with Irwin (the present Lord Hahfax) or me 
or both of us.” Whatever the Archbishop’s intentions may have been, 
he saw Sir Samuel before yielding to his arguments. The Chairman of 
the Committee should have been Lord Peel, a former Secretary of State 
for India, but illness prevented him from presidmg and Lord Linlithgow, 
afterwards Viceroy of India, took his place. The Archbishop was a 
conscientious and useful member. “Looking back at the part he took,” 
Lord Templewood has written, “I am convinced that the broad issues 
of Federation were just the kind that particularly interested him. He 
himself seemed to regard the work as some of the most interesting he 
ever undertook.” In fact, the experiment of appointing him “was in 
every way satisfactory. The Archbishop, so far as I remember, attended 
practically every meeting and took the closest possible interest not only 
in the question of the Indian Christians, but in the whole field of con- 
stitutional reform.” 

After the Committee had reported, the Archbishop heard from a 
friend in India : “I was talking to an educated Hmdu, who told me that 
he followed all the proceedmgs of the Select Joint Committee, and that 
he felt that when the Archbishop mtervened he lifted the proceedings 
from the realm of politics to a higher plane.” 

In his notebook the Archbishop called the Committee his “chief 
tyranny” and declared that “had I known what the work would mean 
I certainly would not have consented” ; but undoubtedly he valued the 
compliment and was absorbed by the subject. “The business is of course 
of supreme interest, but of a difficulty which grows as one gets further 
into the problem — a problem, I suppose, of constitution-making more 
novel and intricate than any set of men have ever had to consider.” 
Therefore he did not grudge, though he could ill afford, the toll it levied 
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whom I could rely for unfailing support in any difficulty that arose.” 
DifEculties there were, to be surmounted largely through the tact and 
firmness of the Chairman ; and once, when a very unpleasant situation 
had to be faced, the Archbishop took upon himself Ae burden of it, 
carrying it with marked success. When during the War the old 
Pensionary hospital was completely destroyed, many thought it should 
be rebuilt elsewhere; but Lang was resolved to retain the traditions 
associated with the old site and m the end he had his way. Equally 
notable was his Chairmanship of the School. Although himself educated 
m Scotland, he had a deep sense of the value of the English PubBc School 
in the life of the nation. Early in 1939 a fall in the number of boys 
seeking admission began to cause some anxiety, and under the Arch- 
bishop’s Chairmanship two important meetmgs were held in the London 
Charterhouse between representatives of the Headmasters’ Conference 
and of the Govemmg Bodies. These meetings, for the discussion of 
problems which presendy received additional emphasis from the War, 
led to the formation of the Governing Bodies’ Assoaation, bringing 
the Public Schools for the first time, according to Canon Spencer Leeson, 
then Headmaster of Winchester, “to some measure of conscious co- 
operation.” Here, he remarks, was “one more illustration of the Arch- 
bishop’s power of mastering in an astonishingly short time a mass of 
complicated technical detail and his service in vtisely directing two rather 
difficult meetings.” Charterhouse, like the British Museum, was loth 
to lose the Archbishop’s help when he retired. By statute liis Chairman- 
ship of the Governing Body of the School had to end, but the Governors 
of the Hospital, on the single precedent of Archbishop Sancroft the 
Non-Juror, asked Lang to continue to preside over them. He gladly 
consented and remained Chairman of Charterhouse until his death. 

With all this business, he could usually find time for the visitor, the 
man who wanted to talk to him about Russia, or Church music, or the 
progress of Slum Clearance, in which he had a never-fading interest 
bom in his days at Leeds, or the new Church House, begun in 1937 ^.nd 
opened in 1940, or the Abyssinians, or anything else that might concern 
an Archbishop whose intellectual province was as wide as Lang’s. The 
picture may be a httle bleak, of a hfe of incessant activity and of a man 
engaged in a constant struggle to keep his head above the waters of his 
work. But even in his busiest months he had interludes of relaxation 
and refreshment at All Soids, where he was now Visitor, and also in his 
Lambeth and Canterbury homes. The garden at Lambeth, in its summer 
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glory of hollyhocks, dahlias, snapdragon and salvias, was an abiding 
interest, and his pride in and affection for the historic Palace grew with 
the years. He enjoyed having his friends there and showing them round, 
whether they were the leaders of the land or his old Leeds boys like Steve 
Gould, Fred Farrar and Will Todd, who paid him an annual visit. He 
had a strong sense of the dignity of the Palace and treated the intrusion 
of a burglar m the summer of 193 3 almost as an affront. The man chmbed 
in through Lang’s open bedroom window, later admitting astomshment 
at findmg “an old man m bed” where he had expected a drawing-room. 
He was caught and identified as the recent robber of Miss Betty Nuthall’s 
lawn-tennis cups. “And who is Betty Nuthall ?” asked the Archbishop 
indignantly, when the capture was reported to him. 

Each Holy Week saw him at Cuddesdon, where “the old church, 
with its ‘patient peace,’ never ceases to cast its old spell upon me.” The 
Bishop of Brechm (the Rt. Rev. Eric Graham), who was Principal from 
1929 to 1944, recalls that m Holy Week 1930, Archbishop Temple turned 
up at Cuddesdon too, under the mistaken impression that Canterbury 
had gone elsewhere. “Where is this mterloper from the Northern 
Provmce ?” demanded Lang thunderously ; and although relations were 
most affectionate and the two Archbishops conferred fraternally between 
devotional exercises, neither particularly wanted to see the other at that 
time and m that place, and thenceforward Canterbury was left m un- 
disputed possession. 

“On these Holy Week visits,” writes the Bishop of Brechin, “he 
(Lang) made it clear that he was at Cuddesdon for purely private and 
personal purposes, his ‘annual soul-cure,’ to use his own phrase. He 
would celebrate on one morning in the Parish Church, which all the 
students attended m Holy Week, but he would never preach either 
there or in the College chapel. He was invariably present at all the 
services in church, and at Compline in the College chapel. And he 
spent long periods in church alone. Dr. Strong, whose own de- 
votional habits were of a different pattern and who found he could 
pray best at high speed, was once heard to make the somewhat 
puzzled comment : ‘He spends a lot of time in church, you know.’ ^ 
“It took us a httle time to adjust our relationship with the Arch- 
bishop on these occasions. At first, in deference, as I supposed, to his 

I According to a ribald and piirely legendary tale of the times, the two prelates were 
said to have remarked on each other's habits as follows : “ Poor old Cosmo : he hasn't read 
a book for years.'’ “ Poor old Tommy ; he hasn't said a prayer for years." 
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expressed wish to be left to himself, I told the students not to pay him 
any special attention. They followed this injunction faithfully ; but 
then I heard, indirectly, that they had incurred His Grace’s criticism 
for complete disregard of ‘the Primate of All England.’ So the next 
year they were instructed to rise whenever he came into the room and 
be as deferential as possible on all occasions. This proved (as I had 
expected) to be more than the Archbishop really wanted, and he told 
them to take no notice of his comings and goings. So we reverted 
to the original scheme by his own authority ; and all was well. . . . 

“The constant and deep impression which he left upon us was 
wholly delightful. He was a son of the College coming home to the 
place where he had begun to learn his deepest lessons and glad to share 
its life once again ; a holy and humble man of heart seekmg quite 
simply to be alone with God and to strengthen his discipleship. It was 
obvious that he greatly valued these visits himself; but their value to 
the College, Staff and Students alike, deserves a grateful mention. It 
was an inspiration to find that the great ecclesiastic was also a simple 
Christian of deep piety, whose hfe was ‘hid with Christ m God.’” 

He spent Christmas at the Old Palace at Canterbury, his usual guests 
being the Ford family. 

“He had a special comer in his heart for Christopher, my six foot 
seven son (later killed in action at Anzio),” writes Mrs. Ford, “who 
was a great raconteur and mimic and was always entirely at his ease 
with him and amused him greatly. Every Christmas the Archbishop 
had a big children’s party and a feature of this was a variety enter- 
tainment organised by the Hardcastles and my family Christopher 
came in as a ballerina, Madam Fatima by name, the world’s largest 
woman, in a stiff mushn skirt sticking out round his waist over pink 
pyjama trousers, his chest enlarged by a pillow and draped with 
shawls, his face heavily made up with cosmetics, and on his head a 
black curly wig crowned by a wreath. He went round the hall . . . 
blowmg kisses to one and all. The Archbishop literally laughed till 
he cried.” 

With the beauty of the Cathedral and its services in the background, 
the children’s party, the music or reading aloud in the evemngs, the 
Canterbury Chnstmases were “true dehghts.” Once he took his guests 
roimd the Cathedral. He stopped before the wooden panel on which 
are inscribed the names of all the Archbishops and remarked, “Here, 
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children, you see the place of my humiliation.” “Why, Archbishop ?” 
enquired Mrs. Ford. “Because the panel is so ugly 

** Really, my dear May,” was his reply, “cannot any of you do better 
than that? Lanfranc, Anselm, Becket, Laud, Davidson — and then, at 
the end, my unworthy self, Cosmo Gordon.” 

In August each year he obeyed the beckoning finger of Failure, 
looking forward, like a schoolboy before his holidays, to the hour when 
he would put one of his beloved Waverleys and the last John Buchan 
into his bag and take the road to the North. In 193 5 the ancient Wolseley, 
which had served him since 1914 and was finally banned from Balmoral 
as a pubhc danger by the King, was replaced by a new Armstrong- 
Siddeley. First came “ the Snob’s Progress.” A visit to Hinchingbrooke, 
the home of Lord Sandwich, had an almost invariable place on the 
itinerary. Afterwards he would stay at Welbeck, where the “Duchess 
Winnie” ^ — “unchanged and unchangeable” — occupied an especial 
niche in his affections. Then he might move on to Garrowby, to visit 
the son of his old friend Lord Hali&x, or Castle Howard, or Luanley 
Castle, or Alnwick, or Howick ; and so across the Border to the first 
exciting glimpse of the Highland Rampart ; and on to Kintyre, to the 
ever-welcoming Macdonalds and the ever-welcome “CeU.” There 
he prayed and read and walked and had a few selected friends to stay, 
such as the Temples, who came twice, or Jack and May Talbot — “the 
good companions,” as he called them. 

There too, in 1934, he had “a great exhilarating experience” — ^his 
first flight in an aeroplane. He had always wished, he said, to see Largie 
Castle from the air, and his chance came when a fnend of the young 
Macdonalds arrived with his own machine. By present ideas it was not, 
it would seem, very reliable and some misgivings were felt at the Arch- 
bishop’s venture. He himself was chiefly anxious lest news of his jflight 
should leak out into the papers, and insisted on Simon Macdonald putting 
on the archiepiscopal cloak and impersonating him while he was m the 
air. Fortunately the flight was uneventful and the young pilot’s fore- 
bodings that death would come to the Archbishop were unfulfilled. 

I very soon got over the first inevitable sense of dizziness and was 
greatly excited to see the islands and Arran and the moors, with 
Largie and Failure, from a great height. . . . Indeed, the experience 
seemed to anticipate a little what death might be like — old familiar 
objects becoming fainter and fainter as one rose into another world. 

* The Duchess of Portland, xvife of the 6th Duke. 
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Chapter XXXI 

THE DEATH OF THE KING 

Y ear after year at Ballure the rough diary told of the annual visit 
to Balmoral. The Archbishop’s memories of King George and 
Queen Mary went back to the distant days when the King was Duke of 
York and Cosmo Lang was Vicar of Portsea, and they had a brisk 
difference of opinion about Korea and foreign missions. That cloud 
had passed very quickly, and soon Lang was writing : ‘T really like him 
very much — frank, unaffected, outspoken to a fault.” As time went on, 
his love and reverence grew and deepened. The Royal office, of course, 
had and would always have his loyal respect ; but for the King as a man, 
for his kmdliness, simplicity, rehgious spirit and smgle-hearted devotion 
to his duty, Lang had much more than a formal feeling. King George 
and Queen Mary too, for whom his regard and admiration were equally 
high and as repeatedly expressed in his private jottings, became in a 
genuine sense his friends. In the scale of worldly values nothmg stood 
higher than this friendship. He valued it above price and was especially 
proud to be treated as a trusted counsellor, to be admitted into the httle 
affairs of the family — as a family and not as Eong, Queen and Princes-— 
to share its jokes, its anxieties, its sorrows and its many memories. He 
would recall days on the hill when the King was stalking — the time, for 
example, when a heavy shower came down on them as they were close 
to an overhanging rock which could only shelter one; and the King 
lay down under it, and the Archbishop, claiming the privilege of a subject 
to cover the person of his Sovereign, lay down on the top of him. There 
were the long talks and consultations and family councils. ‘‘You know 
my mind,” the King once said on some rather difficult occasion, and went 
off for a long walk, leaving the Archbishop to take his place at the table. 

The King returned Langes regard, leaning often upon his judgment 
and discretion and talking freely to him of all that was happeniag. In 
Lang’s scanty collection of letters are several subscribed by “your smcere 
old friend G.R.I.” ; in 1923 he received the Royal Victorian Chain, an 
especial honour; and in 1933, when the office of High Almoner fell 
vacant, the King insisted, "with the support of a single precedent, upon 
the Archbishop filling the post. 
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In September 1935 Lang paid his usual visit to Balmoral. The Eling 
seemed fairly well, but depressed by his inabiHty any longer to shoot or 
stalk and by “certain family troubles” on which he unburdened himself 
to bs guest. On December 30th came a last “charmmg letter.” A 
fortnight later the Pnme Minister (Mr. Baldwin) told Lang “he was 
troubled by news from Sandrmgham,” adding a word about his fears 
for the future. The Archbishop left a very full account of what followed, 
apparently wntten immediately afterwards; and from this are taken 
any quotattons m this chapter not otherwise attributed. 

On January 17th the people were warned by a bulletin that there 
were “signs of cardiac weakness which must be regarded with some 
disquiet.” During the earher Royal illness in 1928 the Archbishop had 
received a long letter from Lord Stamfordham on the question whether, 
if the King were dying, the Primate should be officially present. “Appar- 
ently there is no precedent for tbs, as an official duty of the Primate, 
since George IB.” The Archbishop now telephoned to Lord Stamford- 
ham’s successor, Lord Wigram,^ “telling him that I hoped that, if the 
anxiety grew, I might be allowed to come as, apart from the call of 
personal friendsHp, I felt the country would expect it.” The Queen, 
on bemg consulted, agreed, and on Sunday the 19th the Archbishop 
travelled to Sandringham, to be met by Lord Dawson of Penn with 
the melancholy news “that he had httle hope, but that the chances were 
seventy-five per cent, in favour of the King’s lasting for days or even 
weeks, twenty-five per cent, m favour of hours.” 

The Queen was wonderfully calm and talked freely on all sorts ot 
subjects. After dinner I went with her to the King, but he was asleep. 
So I did not rouse him, but said some prayers over Mm at his 
bedside. He looked very frail and the failure of circulation had dis- 
coloured bs face. Next morning, Monday, 20th January, he seemed 
slightly better. I went to bm about eleven. He was sitting on bs 
chair propped up by pillows — ^very thin and weak and unable to 
speak much, but qbte conscious. He spoke qmetly and gently about 
our old friendsbp — “Yes, very old friend — ^how long?” “Yes, 
tbrty-eight years” — and said he was glad to see me. I asked if I 
might pray with bm and give bm my Blessmg. “Yes, please do — 
I would like it.” So I offered some simple prayers, laid my hands 
on bs head, and blessed bm. He thanked me and said goodbye. 


^ Permanent Lord-in-Waiting since 1936. 
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The Privy Council then arrived to receive the King’s approval for 
setting up a Council of State. 

There was much discussion as to what would happen if the King 
were unable to sign with his own hand. We agreed that if he could 
only make his mark, we who were present would sign an attestation 
that he had done so in our presence and that we were satisfied that 
he had done so with clear and conscious intention to sign. We were 
then summoned to his sick-room. . . . The King was in his chair, 
looking pathetically weak and frail, but fully conscious. He smiled 
as we entered. The President read the Order in Council. With a 
clear voice the King gave the reply so famihar to him, “Approved.” 
Then Dawson, kneeling at his feet and watching his face, said, “Sir, 
do you wish to sign yourself?” “Yes,” said the Edng, rallymg for 
the last time to the old call of duty. “I have always signed in my 
own hand.” Dawson tried to put the pen in his fingers, but owing 
to the failure of circulation they could not hold it. Then the hands 
moved most pathetically over the paper in the effort to sign. This 
took some minutes. Then the Kmg turned to his Councillors and 
said, “I am very sorry to keep you waiting so long” ; adding shortly 
after, “You see, I can’t concentrate.” Once again the hands moved 
impotently up and down. Then, with great adroitness, Dawson put 
the pen in his hand and guided it, saymg, “ Make a mark. Sir, and you 
may sign afterwards.” So two marks, X X, were made. Then the 
King turned again to his Councillors and dismissed them with the 
old kind, kingly smile. It was his last official act : we were all deeply 
moved. Then downstairs we all signed the attestation. 

After luncheon Lord Dawson told the Archbishop, who had been 
thinking of retummg to London, that the end might come very soon 
and that he should stay. Other members of the Royal Family had now 
arrived. 

We all met at tea. The Queen was still amazingly calm and strong, 
the Prince of Wales full of vitahty and talk, and touchingly attentive 
to the Queen. I went again to the Kong’s room: his breathing 
showed that the end was coming. This evening the Queen and her 
family dined quietly apart. It was just after the household dinner 
that Dawson consulted us about the famous bulletin — “The King’s 
life is moving peacefully to its close.” The idea of it was entirely 
his own. . . . Shortly afterwards I went up to the Kong with the 
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Queen, and then went to my room to be quiet and await my summons 
to the King’s side for the last minutes. It came through Sir Frederick 
Willans ^ about 11.15 p.m. I put on my cassock and went with him 
to the King s room. The Queen and Princess Mary were there, with 
the doctors and nurses. The sons were together downstairs. No one 
seemed to think of calhng them, and for this I was sorry. Then, 
after some time of quiet waiting, as the King’s breathing grew more 
slow, I read the Twenty-third Psalm, some passages from the Scrip- 
tures such as St. Paul’s great “I am persuaded . . and some prayers 
at quiet intervals, and then, going to the King’s side, I said the Com- 
mendatory Prayers — “Go forth, O Christian Soul” — with a final 
Benediction. As it was plain that the King’s life could only last for 
a few mmutes, I felt that I must leave the Queen and her family alone, 
and retired. I was told afterwards that the sons, especially the Prince 
of Wales, were painfully upset — suppose they had seldom if ever seen 
death — and that it was the Queen, still marvellously self-controlled, 
who supported and strengthened them. Finally, within a few minutes, 
the breathing ceased and, in the words of the last bulletin, “Death 
came peacefully to the King at 11.55 p.m.” Within five minutes a 
new day, a new King, a new reign. So passed my King, my friend 
of these long years. God grant him rest and peace and hght ! 

King Edward, the Archbishop noted, began his reign at once. 

After midnight he ordered all the clocks, which by long custom at 
Sandringham were kept half an hour in advance of the real time, to 
be put back ! I wonder what other customs will be put back also ! 

The Archbishop wrote with feeling as, owing to the unheralded change 
in time, he was nearly late in the morning at Sandringham Church, 
where he was celebrating Holy Communion. 

Later he saw Kmg Edward and 

was thus the first of his subjects (outside his household) to greet him 
as “Your Majesty.” I spoke a few hasty but deeply felt words about 
his great responsibility and my desire to give him loyal service. He 
was very cordial. After saying goodbye to the Queen — ^her fortitude 
still marvellous — went to the King’s room alone : there was no one 
there. I lifted the veil from his face and looked upon it for the last 
time. It had a light upon it of most beautiful serenity and peace. 
So with a final silent commendation of his soul to God I left. 

^ Sir F. J. Willans, K.C.V.O., Surgeon- Apothecary to H.M.’s Household at Sandringham. 
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That afternoon the Privy Council met at St. James’s Palace to witness 
the declaration of accession. King Edward “read a short and admirable 
speech, closing, as I was glad to hear, with words expressing the hope 
that God would guide him. He went through these ceremonies with 
great simpUcity and dignity. . . 

The Royal funeral was to be a week later, so that there was little 
enough time for the arrangements to be made. These were interrupted, 
for the Archbishop, by the meeting on the 22nd of the new Convocation, 
which claimed his attention for the procession, the Latin sermon, the 
election of the new Prolocutor, a speech in Latin, and other duties. His 
chaplains meanwhile were kept busy telephoning and moving rapidly 
between the Earl Marshal, the Lord Great Chamberlam and Westminster. 

On Thursday the 23rd, King George’s body was brought from 
Sandringham to he in state in Westminster Hall. 

On Tuesday the King had said to me that he did not wish any religious 
service to be held, as — said he — ^he was anxious to spare the Queen. 
But I msisted that, however short, there must be some such service. 
Certainly the whole ceremony would have been, as it were, blank 
without it ; and it was at the Queen’s own wish that the one hymn — 
“Praise my soul, the King of Heaven”— was to be sung. I borrowed 
from Westminster the purple cope used at the funeral of Charles II. 
... I have been present at many great ceremonies, but I cannot 
remember any more impressive. On each side of the Hall the two 
Houses of Parliament stood ; at the south end on the steps the choirs 
were gathered; in the midst on a crimson platform the trestle 
awaited the bier. I have never felt such a silence, helped by the fact 
that a great soft grey carpet had been stretched along the Hall, so 
that not even a footfall could be heard. A few minutes before four, 
with the Earl Marshal and other officials, I went out to receive the 
body. 

In the procession to the catafalque the Archbishop walked immedi- 
ately before the bier, the Royal Family following it. 

In tense silence it moved up the Hall. After the bier had been set in 
Its place, I took my place on the low platform below it, facing the 
King and Queen. The service I had drawn up was very simple: 
it began with “O Saviour of the World,” etc., then the Lesser Litany 
and Lord’s Prayer, and a prayer of thanksgiving and remembrance 
of the dead King, the hymn, and my Blessing. I was so profoundly 
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moved that it required a great effort to control my voice. . . . Then 
we conducted the King, the Queen and the Royal Family to the 
North door, and bade them farewell, the Queen still wonderful in 
her seljf-controL 

Afterwards in the House of Lords the Archbishop made a simple and 
very moving speech, describing the last Privy Coimcil at Sandringham 
and ending with Milton’s “Nothing is here for tears . . On Sunday 
the 26th he preached at the Abbey, which was filled, multitudes being 
turned away ; and that evening he broadcast an address at a memorial 
service arranged by the in which leaders of the different religious 

communities took part, “It was significant to hear Prayers for the Dead 
read with full unction by a Moderator of the Elirk.” 

Next day, the eve of the funeral, he had “one of my vicious catarrh 
colds.” In the afternoon he went down to stay with the Crawleys, his 
old chaplain being now a Canon of Windsor, arnving with a temperature 
of over a hundred. “He complained bitterly at having been made by 
us to see the doctor,” wrote the Archdeacon of Canterbury, “as the 
medicine he gave him had only postponed the cold’s development! 
When we' got there Mrs. Crawley, the only person in the world who 
can really do anything with him, sent him to bed and made him have 
his dinner there.” 

Tuesday the 28th, the day of the funeral, began with a damp mist, 
which cleared later. Owing to the unexpectedly large crowds m London, 
the train was forty minutes late in reaching Windsor and there was a 
cold and draughty wait in St. George’s Chapel, this and the Dean’s 
arrangements moving the Archbishop to caustic comment. 

At last came the sound of advancing troops and words of command 
The sailors, in marvellous order, drew the gun-carriage to the foot 
of the steps. Then followed two most poignant sounds, the bos’n’s 
whistle, “Admiral on board” and “Admiral over the side,” and the 
pipes playing “The Flowers of the Forest” — ^it was this sound that 
went straight to my Scottish heart. 

So the solemn and beautiful service began and went its course, with 
Goss’s Sentences, the Twenty-third Psalm, “Abide with me,” the 
Lesson, and Walford Davies’s “God be in my head . . 

Winchester read the Lesson from the closing chapter of the Book of 
Revelation ; then I advanced and stood before the coffin. It was 


394 



THE DEATH OF THE KING 

slowly lowered as I said the Solemn Sentences. At the committal 
the Kjng, at his own suggestion, advanced and himself threw in the 
dust. It was not easy to control my voice, but I learned afterwards 
that it was clearly heard throughout the world. The Archbishop of 
York read the concludmg prayers. Then Garter King of Arms (Sir 
Gerald Wollaston) in his regaha announced the styles of the dead and 
of the Hving Kings, with some nervous hesitation. Finally I pro- 
nounced the Benediction. 

He had had a terrible week of mental and emotional strain. “Looking 
back, it i$ difficult to think how I was able to ‘win through,’ but by 
God’s grace I was, m the old words, ‘wonderfully sustained,’” 

On the 29th he went to Buckingham Palace to see Queen Mary. 

I had a long talk with her and dear Princess Mary — ^her (the Queen’s) 
fortitude still imbroken. Let it not be supposed that this unfailing 
self-control was due to any sort of hardness. On the contrary, her 
emotions were always ready to break through; only her courage 
restrained them. 

Then I had quite a long talk with the King. I told him frankly 
that I was aware that he had been somewhat set agamst me by know- 
ing that his father had often discussed his affairs with me. But I 
assured him — which was true — that I had always tried to put the 
most favourable view of his conduct before his father. He did not 
seem to resent this frankness, but quickly said that of course there 
had always been difficulties between the Sovereign and his heir. He 
said, naively, that he imderstood he had now to appoint Bishops, 
and asked me to tell him how it was done ! I tned to enlighten him. 
He spoke of one or two clerics whom he had met ; but even of these 
his knowledge was very faint. It was clear that he knows little, and, 
I fear, cares little, about the Church and its affairs. But I was im- 
pressed by his alertness and obvious eagerness to know and to learn ; 
and he was very pleasant and seemed to be very cordial. As I left, I 
spoke once again, as at Sandringham, about his great responsibilities 
and promised to give him all the help and service I could. Well, we 
shall see. But I feel that a long and gready valued chapter in my life, 
assoaated with the constant kmdness and fnendship of King George, 
is closed. There is not only a new reign, but a new regime, I can 
only be most thankful for what has been, and for what is to be, hope 
for the best. God guide the Kling ! 
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THE ABDICATION 

T he Archbishop kept a diary during the weeks of what he liked to 
call “The King’s Matter.” Although he edited it afterwards, he 
evidently wrote it from day to day, when the end was still obscure. He 
intended it as a guide for his biographer and a record for the historian, 
but not for publication, at any rate in its entirety, during the Hfetime of 
those about whom he wrote. The treatment of this document, therefore, 
presents some difficulty. On the one hand, the Archbishop’s wish 
must be respected, but on the other, his own part m these events having 
been misunderstood and exaggerated in some quarters, a fair record is 
owing to himself and to history. 

In the present account, therefore, while many details of a personal 
character are necessarily omitted, the main outline of the story wiU stand 
as he wrote it ; and the reader is assured that nothing has intentionally 
been left out which might aiSfect his judgment of the Archbishop. Where 
no other source is given, the quotations are from the diary. 

For some time the Archbishop had been aware of the attachment of 
the Prince of Wales to Mrs. Simpson. When he was staying at Balmoral 
in 1935, he had a ‘Tong and intimate talk” with King George on the 
subject ; and probably there were other unrecorded conversations. As 
the Archbishop told the new King a few days after his father’s death, ^ 
he was conscious that these talks might have worked to his prejudice. 
The Prince of Wales would not unnaturally dishke the thought that a 
comparative stranger (to him) should be allowed to share in a matter so 
private, and would suspect that advice, which he would regard as dis- 
agreeable, had been offered, or at least that an attitude unsympathetic 
to him had been shown. We have the Archbishop’s word that these 
suspicions were unfounded; but the fact that the conversations were 
held at all, and were known by the Prince to have been held, was bound 
to embarrass the relations of King and Archbishop. 

No one could have described Lang as a harsh critic of Royal persons. 
The divinity that hedges a King was very real to him and, in addition, 
his genuine admiration and affection for King George V as a man and 

^ See page 395. 
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for Queen Mary as a woman would naturally predispose him to a 
favourable^ or at any rate a tolerant, judgment on their children. In his 
notebooks he makes occasional comment on the Prince of Wales, on 
his gifts, his charm and his promise, with sometimes a note of regret 
that these were not always wisely directed. The fault, he felt, lay not 
so much with the Prince himself as with some of the people who were 
round him. Yet he must have known that while these were not at all 
the sort who would hobnob happily with Archbishops, the Prince 
himself, in thought and tastes and temperament, was very far from him ; 
that he could never be the friend his father had been. Yet he would still 
have had the Archbishop’s loyalty and service, even his affection, had 
not a barrier risen between them. 

In the summer of 1936 there was of course no visit to Balmoral, but 
by a generous thought the Duke and Duchess of York invited the Arch- 
bishop to their Highland home at Birkhall. “The kind Yorks bade me 
come to them at Birkhall,” he wrote in his notebook. . . . “It was a 
dehghtful visit. They were kindness itself. The old house is full of 
charm and the Duchess has done much with the garden.” After tea on 
the second day, 

The children — ^Lilhebet, Margaret Rose and Margaret Elphinstone — 
joined us. They sang some action-songs most charmmgly. It was 
strange to think of the destiny which may be awaiting the little 
Elizabeth, at present second from the Throne ! She and her lively 
Httle sister are certainly most entrancing children. 

When he left he was told he must come again, “so the links with 
Balmoral may not be wholly broken.” Family life of that quaHty 
was something the Archbishop had honoured in King George and 
Queen Mary, who had given a pattern and example to all the families 
they ruled. 

He had graver cause for uneasiness in conversations during the 
summer with some of those who were near the person of the King and 
had an inkling of his intentions. Next year the Eong was to be crowned, 
in a solemn act of dedication, the significance of which no man felt 
more deeply than Lang. Yet in Court circles, and indeed outside them, 
it was already common knowledge that Mrs. Simpson was contem- 
plating a divorce from her husband, with the plain inference that this 
would be followed by marriage with the King. So here — ^to put it 
plainly — ^was the possibihty that at a time when the Church was reassert- 
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ing its Marriage Laws with some vehemence, the Archbishop might 
be required to crown and to administer the Sacrament of Holy Com- 
munion to a man married, or about to be married, to a person who 
had twice divorced her husband. Such a surrender would shake the 
foundations of the Church’s influence and teaching. 

Nor was this all. An Evangehstic campaign was being planned for 
1937, in association with the Coronation, the people being asked to 
dedicate themselves with tlieir Eang to the service of God and their 
country. At the end of 1936 the Archbishop was to open this campaign 
of ‘‘A Recall to Religion” with a broadcast. But if this looming 
possibility was realised, with what force or sincerity could he speak and, 
above all, how could he allow the appeal to hinge on a ceremony which 
had become a mockery ? Time was passing and some decision must be 
taken on this point, which was of grave importance to the Church and 
the Archbishop, however subsidiary it might seem in the eyes of the 
world. 

Beyond lay the Archbishop’s personal difficulty of crowning the 
King at all, if he persisted in his purpose. Some have suggested that he 
should have refused, others that he would have refused. He has left no 
record of a decision, if indeed he ever made one; and it is perhaps 
profitless to discuss what would or would not have been his action in 
circumstances which were necessarily hypothetical. A passage in his 
diary gives some indication of the working of his mind, 

I had hoped — ^little knowing what was impending in the autumn — 
that when the time came for me to go into the Coronation Service 
more fully and to prepare him (the King) for it, I might use this 
opportunity to speak to him frankly about his private hfe and ask 
him to reconsider it in the light of these solemn words. But as the 
months passed . . . the thought of my having to consecrate him as 
King weighed on me as a heavy burden. Indeed, I considered 
whether I could bring myself to do so. But I had a sense that circum- 
stances might change. I could only pray that they might, either 
outwardly or in his own soul. 

These words may be taken to imply that if, with the consent of Parlia- 
ment, the King had been able to have his way, the Archbishop, despite 
the heaviness of his heart, would neither have refused his services nor 
himself have abdicated. He might have pomted to the complicating 
relationship of Church and State, arguing that in clearing himself from 
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complicity lie would merely be passing the burden on to someone else ; 
the Coronation would nevertheless take place ; some more complaisant 
prelate, with a different view of the respective claims of the Establishment 
and the Law of the Church, would be found ; an irreparable harm would 
still be done ; and at a most critical time the leadership of the Church 
might well be in fumblmg and suspected hands. But this is conjecture. 
What is certain is that he concealed neither from himself nor from others 
that the ceremony in the circumstances would be unreal and meaningless. 
It would, he said, be “pouring all those sacred words into a vacuum,*^ 
He had a presentiment, however, that the decision would be taken out 
of his hands. 

As summer passed into autumn and an announcement of the im- 
pending proceedmgs for a divorce was published, his anxiety grew. By 
a “gentleman’s agreement” the Press of the United Kingdom made no 
mention of an issue which had become a common topic of conversation 
in the coimtry. But the Press of the United States and the Continent 
was imder no such obHgation. Some of what was published was false, 
like the statement in an American paper that the Archbishop had refused 
an invitation to a Court function on learning that Mrs. Simpson was to 
be there ; but much was only too true, and Lang felt that the Monarchy 
was being vulgarised and degraded, that mud was bemg thrown on 
sacred things. With the Press cuttings came the letters from overseas, 
mostly expressing dislike and dread of what appeared imminent and 
urging the Archbishop to “do something.” But he could do nothing. 
He could only wait and watch. 

“I made repeated suggestions about seeing him (the King),”^ he 
told Wilfrid Parker, “but he was very emphatic that on the subject 
of his relations with Mrs Simpson he would Hsten to nobody but 
Mr. Baldwm, who had a right to speak to him and advise him.” 

But afterwards he had qualms. 

On looking through these notes among my papers, I am disposed 
to think that I might have written to Edward VIII, if only to liberate 
my conscience. Yet almost certainly this would have invoked, even 
if any reply had been given, the sort of shght which I personally 
might have understood, but to which the Archbishop of Canterbury 
ought not to be exposed. 

^ Evidently not directly to the King himseil. 
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He was assuredly right that no letter would have had any eflfect. 

On Sunday, November ist, when the Archbishop was at Hatfield, 
he saw the Prime Minister, who told him that on October 19th he had 
at last spoken to the King. He said that ‘‘he had approached him as his 
confidential counsellor and hoped he might always do so with perfect 
frankness. His Majesty cordially assented.’' The Prime Minister had 
urged the King “to realise that this was a matter which was affecting 
and might come to affect even more gravely his own position and the 
prestige of the Monarchy, They parted cordially, and both seemed 
relieved that a frank opening had been made.” 

A few days after this conversation with the King, Mrs. Simpson was 
given a decree nisi. The silence of the Press was still unbroken. On 
November 19th Lang saw the Prime Minister agam, who told him that 
the King adhered to his intention of marrying Mrs. Simpson, even if this 
meant retirement into private life. However, a visit followed to the 
depressed areas of Wales, where the Kang was much moved by the 
warmth of his reception ; and when the Archbishop saw Mr. Baldwin 
again on the 26th, he found that once more all was uncertainty. A man 
prominent m newspaper circles had approached the King with a proposal 
for what would have been in effect a morganatic marriage. A dis- 
quieting possibility was that such a plan, if put forward with the Kang’s 
approval, might be strongly supported by a section of the Press. 

During the anxious days that followed Lang saw and talked with 
many of those principally concerned. There was no argument, for there 
was no disagreement ; nor did he make any attempt, as superfluous as it 
would have been futile, to impose a point of view upon the Government. 

I had another long talk with the Prime Minister, who had again seen 
the King. The P.M. had meanwhile secured the unanimous support 
of the whole Cabinet and the promise of support from Attlee on 
behalf of the Opposition. He had told His Majesty plainly as to the 
suggested compromise that it would require special legislation and 
that neither the Government nor the Opposition would introduce it ; 
and that he must choose between Mrs. Simpson and his throne. 

Meanwhile the Bishops had come to London, so that the Archbishop 
might place before them that subsidiary but vexing problem of the 
“Recall to Religion.” He felt that before deciding whether, and if so 
how, the campaign was to be launched, they should know what was 
happening. The meeting of the Bishops at such a time naturally provoked 
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speculation, some sensational and erroneous explanations appearing in 
the American newspapers. 

Then on December 2nd the Press published fully an address by the 
Bishop of Bradford ^ to his Diocesan Conference, in wliich, after 
admirably describing the significance of the Coronation Service, he 
had spoken of the part of the King in self-dedication and of his need 
of Divine Grace, addmg that it could be wished that he showed more 
awareness of this need. He explained next day that the address had 
been composed six weeks before, that he had no intention to refer to 
the rumours which had become current, but only to his negHgence 
in church-going. But these last words had already been taken as 
referring to these rumours and proved to be die leakage which at 
last burst the dam ; and the newspapers broke their restraint. The 
Times had a long article on December 3rd, and the Daily Mail and 
the News Chronicle had articles favouring ‘‘the compromise.” 

Actually the first comment in the Press appeared m a leading article 
in the Yorkshire Post of December 2nd. This had been circulated on the 
previous evening by the Press Association to all other newspapers. 

The story that the Archbishop was privy to the Bishop's speech and 
had even instigated it was totally untrue. On the contrary he was 
extremely annoyed by it, since it looked as though the leakage had come 
from Lambeth. Actually the Bishop’s words merely anticipated some- 
thmg that was bound to have happened within two or three days. The 
newspapers were waiting for a cue and the Bishop of Bradford gave it 
them. 

The Prime Minister had a long interview with the King on the evening 
of December 2nd, the purport of which he passed on next day to the 
Archbishop. Before seemg the King he had consulted further with the 
Cabinet and had communicated with tlie Governments of the Dominions. 

They had one and all (except de Valera, who had difficulties of his 
own) stated that they would not support the legislation necessary 
for the compromise. There was a particularly strong telegram from 
the Prime Minister of the Commonwealth of Austraha (Mr. Bruce), ^ 
stating that in his view His Majesty could not now re-estabhsh his 
prestige or command confidence as King. Baldwm did not hesitate 

^ The Rt. Rev. A. W. F. Blunt. 

2 Mr. Bruce (now Lord Bruce of Melbourne) was High Commissioner. The Prime 
Minister was Mr. Lyons. 

2 C 
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to show H.M. this telegram. He told him that there were only three 
alternatives : — (i) Give np Mrs. Simpson. This H.M. said he would 
not do, (2) Marry her, but not make her Queen : this was ruled 
out by the impossibility of getting necessary legislation in this country 
and the Dominions through. (3) Abdication. 

He left H.M. with this last course plainly before him. H.M. must 
now come to a decision. 

On December 4th Mr. Baldwin told the House of Commons the 
position. The King must choose. 

That afternoon I saw the Moderator (Aubrey) and Secretary (Berry) 
of the Federal Council of Evangelical Free Churches and gave them 
as much information as I thought it was possible to give. I discussed 
with them the reactions of public opinion. They believed the mass 
of the people would support the Government, but acknowledged 
that a large proportion, especially of the young to whom the King 
was a popular hero and who knew little of the real circumstances, 
felt a strong sympathy with him. “He is doing the honourable thing. 
He wants to marry the woman he loves. Why shouldn’t he etc. 
I suppose that those who, like myself, have known the whole business 
for two years can scarcely realise the effect of this sudden crisis on 
minds wholly unprepared for it and ignorant of all that had led up 
to it. Letters from and talks with all sorts of people showed how 
widespread this ignorance and consequent siuqprise were. 

I may add that on the same afternoon, December 4th, earHer, I 
had lunched with the Crown Prince of Sweden at the home of the 
Swedish Minister and had a long talk with him. He was distressed 
for and by the King and said that this was a matter which affected 
not this Empire only, but all the countries where the Monarchy 
survived. 

That evening the Archbishop made an appeal to the clergy, by news- 
paper and broadcast, to “refrain from speaking directly on the King’s 
matter” in their sermons on Sunday, but asked that “everywhere prayers 
should be offered for him and his Ministers.” That night, when listening 
to the wireless in his study at Lambeth, he was dismayed to hear that 
“the Archbishop of Canterbury had gone to Fort Belvedere,” a statement 
demanding an immediate contradiction. 

On Saturday, December 5th, he went down to Canterbury to hold 
Confirmations next day, but on the Sunday afternoon was recalled to 
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London by the Prime Minister. The ICing had put forward a new 
proposal on which Mr. Baldwin desired his opinion. It is to be observed 
that this was the only occasion on which the Archbishop’s advice appears 
to have been asked or given, and as later the Cabinet took the same view 
as he had put to the Prime Minister, the suggestion was stiUbom. In 
any case, it had no effect upon the issue, which was already certain. 

It is to the credit of the Eung that in these hectic days and hours he 
has cancelled all his engagements and refused to come to London, 
so as to avoid all demonstrations and do as Httle as he could to divide 
the country. . . . Hours passed — all sorts of suggestions and rumours 
in the Press. On Tuesday, December 8th, the Prime Minister had 
his last interview with the King, who now accepted abdication as 
the only way by which he could justify his wish to marry Mrs. 
Simpson. On December 9th the Queen went to the Royal Lodge 
at Windsor to see the King. Every sort of official was by this time 
busy in preparing for an abdication. I saw the P.M. on Thursday, 
December loth. The Cabinet in the morning sent a last request to 
H.M. to reconsider. He answered at once that his decision was 
irrevocable, and at Fort Belvedere he signed an Instrument of 
Abdication witnessed by his three brothers and sent to the P.M. for 
announcement in Parhament with a message. 

That afternoon (December loth) the message was read in both 
Houses of Parhament in crowded Houses. In the Lords Edward 
Hahfax told the tale shortly and simply ; Snell spoke well for the 
Opposition ; then Crewe for the Liberals. Then I spoke, and what 
I said seemed to move and impress the House. Sahsbury followed 
with a few words about the moral seriousness of an abdication. In 
the Commons the P.M. made a full statement of all his conversations 
with the King, in words characteristically simple and sincere. As 
Garvin said in the Observer, it proved that nothing in hterature or 
oratory can exceed in effectiveness a plain tale well told. There was 
almost complete unanimity in the House in support of the P.M. 
Even Winston Churchill, who had played for a time with the idea of 
a “King’s party,” acknowledged that the abdication must be accepted. 

This account should have shown how small was the Archbishop’s 
part in the conclusion. He was deeply concerned ; he was kept fuUy 
informed ; but, except for one occasion, when the result was no longer 
in doubt and his opinion was asked on a contingent point, he neither 
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influenced, nor tried to influence, the course of events. Satisfied that the 
Prime Minister’s attitude was substantially identical with his own, he 
was content to leave him the hand to play, without an ecclesiastical 
interference which was unnecessary and might even have been embar- 
rassing. This view was confirmed by no less weighty an authority than 
Lord Baldwin himself. A few weeks before his death in December 1947 
he told the present writer that the Archbishop had made no attempt to 
force an issue, or even to press his point of view, and that the decisive 
factor was the uncompromising stand of the Dominion Premiers, and 
especially of the Prime Minister of Austraha. 

On December nth both Houses of ParKament passed the Abdication 

BiU. 

That evening the late King, on his own responsibflity, broadcast a 
message from Windsor Castle. It was well done : his voice was 
under good control. It had some real pathos, but there was one 
passage which jarred : it was when he said that he had been “denied” 
the happiness of his brother in having his wife and children — as if he 
might not at any time have honestly possessed this happiness if he 
had chosen. But he ended on a right note — “God save the King.” 

On Simday, December 13th, it was the Archbishop’s turn to broad- 
cast. His words had a very mixed reception. 

It was a difficult task. I felt that I could not in honesty and sincerity 
merely say kind, and of course true, things about the late Eung’s 
charm and manifold services ; that in my position I was bound to 
say something about the surrender of a great trust from the motive 
of^rivate happiness and about the social circle in which he had 
thought that that happiness could be found. . . . But I added some 
words, most sincerely, about that charm, about those services, etc., 
and then went on to speak of Baldwin’s place in the crisis, of Queen 
Mary, and of the new King and Queen. The address must have been 
listened to by mflhons at home and overseas. It was next day pub- 
lished in fidl in the leading newspapers, and more or less fully in all 
the others. As I fully expected, my words about the late Kmg let 
loose a torrent of abuse from the less reputable Press and from a 
multitude of correspondents. On the other hand, there were just as 
many letters of gratitude.^ The one which for me was sufficient was 

^ This is not correct. The majority of the letters were cntical or abusive, but the Arch- 
bishop did not see most of them. 
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a letter wHch next day the Prime Mimster sent, written by his own 
hand, in which he warmly praised what I had said, and ended with 
the words, “It was the voice of Christian England.” 

These were the passages on which comment was concentrated : 

What pathos, nay what tragedy, surrounds the central figure of these 
swiftly moving scenes! On the nth day of December, 248 years 
ago, King James II fled from Whitehall. By a strange coincidence, 
on the nth day of December last week King Edward VIII, after 
speakmg his last words to his people, left Windsor Castle, the scene 
of all the splendid traditions of his ancestors and his Throne, and went 
out an exile. In the darkness he left these shores. 

Seldom, if ever, has any British Sovereign come to the Throne 
with greater natural gifts for his kingship. Seldom, if ever, has any 
Sovereign been welcomed by a more enthusiastic loyalty. From 
God he had received a high and sacred trust. Yet by his own wiU 
he has abdicated — ^he has surrendered the trust. With characteristic 
frankness he has told us his motive. It was a craving for private 
happiness. Strange and sad it must be that for such a motive, how- 
ever strongly it pressed upon his heart, he should have disappointed 
hopes so high and abandoned a trust so great. Even more strange 
and sad it is that he should have sought his happiness in a manner 
mconsistent with the Christian principles of marriage, and within a 
social circle whose standards and ways of life are ahen to all the best 
instincts and traditions of his people. Let those who belong to this 
circle know that to-day they stand rebuked by the judgment of the 
nation which had loved Kmg Edward. I have shrunk from saying 
these words. But I have felt compelled for the sake of sincerity and 
truth to say them. 

Yet for one who has known him since his childhood, who has 
felt his charm and admired his gifts, these words cannot be the last. 
How can we forget the high hopes and promise of his youth ; his 
most genume care for the poor, the suffering, the unemployed ; his 
years of eager service both at home and across the seas ? It is the 
remembrance of these things that wrings from our hearts the cry — 
“The pity of it, O, the pity of it 1 ” To the infinite mercy and the 
protecting care of God we commit him now, wherever he may be. 

The Archbishop went on, as he has said, to pay tribute to Queen 

Mary, to the Prime Minister and to King George VI. “A King has 
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gone. God be with him. A King has come. God bless him, keep him, 
guide him now and ever.” 

He had spoken with genuine unwillingness and from a compelling 
sense of duty. A chaplain going into his study while he was preparing 
the broadcast found him on his knees by his desk. 

For a few days the dimensions of Lang’s mail recalled the “sacred 
memories.” Some of the critics were stung by a rebuke they rightly felt 
was intended for themselves. Others, wrongly regarding the Archbishop 
as the chief agent in the Abdication, chided him for ungenerously exult- 
ing over a beaten adversary.^ Yet others, xmmindful of the office of an 
Archbishop and of what was due from it, felt that the King might have 
been suffered to go in silence, without any attempt to point the moral. 

The broadcast was composed in haste, and no doubt, if the Arch- 
bishop had had more time, he might have phrased it a little differently. 
His sense of pathos, of tragedy, of historic contrast, was always strong, 
sometimes overpowering. As his anxiety lifted, he was gripped by the 
drama of what he had witnessed and so alluded to the ffight of King 
James 11 and used such words as “In the darkness he left these shores.” 
Nor, perhaps, was “a craving for private happiness” a fair and adequate 
interpretation of the King’s motive; while the allusion to “a social 
circle” was liable to misunderstanding. But these are mmor reproaches. 
It was right that, as Archbishop, he should say something at such a 
moment and should not confine himself to a few amiable platitudes. 
How far some of his words might have been better chosen is a matter 
of taste on which opinions may legitimately differ. 

At least, there was no foimdation for the charge that he had spoken 
in a vindictive or triumphant spirit. 

“My heart aches for the Duke of Windsor,” he wrote in his diary, 
“remembering his childhood, his boyhood, the rich promise of his 
services as Prince of Wales. ... I cannot bear to think of the kind of 
life into which he has passed.” 

The sequel was happier. 

On Monday, December 21st, I was bidden by the King and Queen 
to go and see them at their house, 145 Piccadilly, at 5.30 p.m. They 

1 As — ** My Lord Archbishop, what a scold you are ! 

And when your man is down, how bold you are ! 

Of Christian charity how scant you are 1 
And, auld Lang swine, how full of cant you are I 
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were, as they have always been, most kind and cordial. I had already 
received a long and dehghtful letter from Queen Elizabeth, dated 
December 12th, signing herself “for the first time and with great 
affection, EHzabeth R.’’ She wrote ... “I can hardly now beHeve that 
we have been called to this tremendous task and (I am writing to you 
quite intimately) the curious thing is that we are not afraid. I feel 
that God has enabled us to face the situation calmly.*" The King 
was in good spirit; and for an hour we talked together with the 
utmost ease about “the crisis,** about the poor Duke of Windsor, 
and then about the arrangements for the Coronation. What a relief 
it was, after the stramed and wilful ways of the late King, to be in 
this atmosphere of mtimate friendship, and instead of looking forward 
to the Coronation as a sort of nightmare, to realise that ... I was 
now sure that to the solemn words of the Coronation there would 
be a sincere response. At Christmas the King wrote to me most 
kindly, and I noted that it would be difficult to see in his handwriting 
and specially his signature, “George R.I.,** any difference from that 
of his father. Prosit omen ! 
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THE CORONATION 

T he Archbishop may not have been alone in his presentiment that 
he would not be called upon to crown Kmg Edward. 

I had had some talk with Eung Edward in the spring (1936) . . . about 
his Coronation. I noted at the time — and the facts seem strangely 
significant now — that he summoned his brother (“Bertie”) to be 
present, and when in the course of our talk I gave him a book of the 
Service as used at his father’s Coronation, he gave it to his brother, 
saying, “I think you had better follow this.” I wonder whether even 
then he had in the back of his mind some thought that the Coronation 
might be not his, but his brother’s. I was fearful lest he should wish 
to shorten or cut the Service about, and indeed he began by saying 
he hoped the whole service might not be used. But when I tried to 
explain its significance, and the close relations of all the parts, he 
acquiesced. What I think most impressed him was my pointing out 
how wonderful it would be, and would seem to the whole world 
in the midst of its confusions, that he would be crowned with the 
same ceremonies with which his predecessors had been crowned for 
a thousand years. He contented himself with saying that he hoped 
there might be some shortening, and I said I would consider omitting 
the sermon and the Litany. But he seemed, I noted then, strangely 
detached from the whole matter. 

When the trouble was past, the Archbishop went to see the new 
King and Queen, who were still at 145 Piccadilly, to discuss with them 
the arrangements for the Coronation. “It was indeed like waking after 
a nightmare to find the sun shining,” he wrote. “No words can describe 
my rehef, my burden, like Christian’s, falling from my back.” 

But before he could apply himself to the multitudinous claims of the 
ceremony, he had to inaugurate the Recall to Religion with a broadcast. 
Lang had at first regarded wireless, as he regarded any mechanical 
invention, as one of those mysterious and perilous devices which the 
prudent man avoids. He soon changed his mind, “that thing of yours” 
becoming “my wireless set.” A reluctant convert, he became an enthusi- 
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astic adherent, his recognition that by its agency a man’s words could 
be carried simultaneously to many millions of people all over the world 
being undoubtedly reinforced by the discovery that he was himself the 
possessor of a perfect broadcasting voice. So he had spoken several 
times, and with marked success, before deUvering what he regarded as 
his most urgent and important charge on December 27th, 1936. 

It had seemed to me — quite apart from the Abdication — that the 
time had come to ask the nation to consider whither it was tending 
— whether in view of the haste and confusion of the times it was 
keeping or losing its hold on the Christian Faith. 

His purpose was not merely to bring home the meaning of the 
Coronation to the people, but to try to associate them with it in a way 
never before attempted. He would without doubt have accepted the 
description of the ceremony’s significance given by the Archbishop of 
York in his book The Claims of the Church of England, At the Coronation, 
Dr. Garbett points out, the King represents the State and the Archbishop 
the Church. The Archbishop presents the Ejng to his people, dehvers 
to him the Orb, places in his hand the Sceptre, and receiving the Crown 
from the Altar sets it on his head. “All through the Service the Arch- 
bishop blessing and exhorting the King is also hallowing the State.” 
The King, on his side, seeks God’s help for his high ofSce, is anointed, 
and kneels for the Archbishop’s blessing and to receive the Body and 
Blood of Christ. The ceremony is therefore the commissioning of the 
State, through the King, by the Church, through the Archbishop. 

By the light of such an interpretation Lang approached his broadcast. 

“In the pressure of those anxious days at the end of the year I had 
had no leisure to prepare it. I ought to have gone into retreat ; but 
this was impossible.” His words were to be a solemn appeal to people 
to stop and ask, “Whither are we going ?” They were “a summons 
to refoimd our life, personal and national, on the Fear of God, on the 
Revelation of Himself, of His Will and Purpose for the human race 
in Jesus Christ, on the standards of human conduct which Jesus Christ 
has set.” 

There was, he told his listeners, a drift away from religion. “God 
is not so much denied as merely crowded out” ; and the result was “a 
slackening, sometimes even a scorning, of the old standards of Christian 
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morality.” This was particularly noticeable in the loosening of the ties 
of marriage and in a lack of restraint upon the impulses of sex. 

At the same time there was, he beUeved, “an instinct of religion and 
of sound morahty in the common heart.” There was also an awareness 
of the value of spiritual things, springing from the “deep, ineradicable 
needs of human nature which nothmg material can supply.” Therefore 
the need was for “a new, dehberate, and sustained endeavour to arrest 
the drift, to arouse and strengthen the interest, to satisfy the longing.” 
A King was to be crowned. “Let him not come alone to his hallowing.” 
Let It mark the “beginning of the return of the nation to God.” This 
might take, for all men and women, irrespective of their specific behefs, 
the outward form of a daily prayer, of “an act of worship in God's House 
on God’s Day.” On those who were already practising Christians a 
special obHgation was laid. To be a Christian is “to accept a vocation,” 
and this a man must show continually by the witness of his hfe. 

When the Archbishop had spoken, encouraged as he was by the 
immediate response, he was, as usual, disappointed in the final results 
and self-reproachful about his own part. He felt that with more careful 
preparation he could have done so much better; yet how, amid the 
anxieties and stresses of the past months, could he have found the time 
and serenity of mind he had needed ? While conscious of failure and of 
the loss of an opportunity which might never recur, he allowed no hint 
of his vexation to reach the outside world or discouragement to slacken 
his own efforts. During Coronation Year and for many months after- 
wards he spoke and preached assiduously on his chosen theme, beginning 
with a meeting of the clergy of the Diocese in Canterbury Cathedral. 
Indeed, he persevered with his task until the clouds of war began to settle 
over the land and to darken the minds of men. Nor, for all his mis- 
givings, did he look on his labour as a ploughing of the sands. “ I cannot 
doubt,” he wrote, “that the Appeal did stir the common mind and 
conscience.” 

The lasting results of such an enterprise are always hard to assess. 
It will fail to fulfil any expectation of a sudden and dramatic conversion ; 
but it may leave a more durable though less spectacular mark upon the 
Eves of individuals. “I am sure the Appeal was worth making,” he 
insisted. “Would God I had made it better !” Once more the Arch- 
bishop was the sternest judge of himself and of his work, where an 
impartial court might have returned a more favourable verdict. 

In addition to the Appeal, during the first months of 1937 the Arch- 
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bishop was necessarily and constantly occupied with the preparations for 
the ceremony. In the account he left among Lis biographical notes he 
shows his interest m and attention to the minutest details of an occasion 
which called for all the drama and pageantry which, with him, were so 
strong an expression of religious feeling. But he is best left to tell the 
story himself. 

In the previous summer at Ballure I had given a close study to the 
Coronation Rite, 'reading through Wickham Legg^s huge volume 
on the records of the Coronation Services and other books, including 
that of Ratchff, Fellow of Queen’s, with whom I had several talks. 
As a result, I decided to make only four considerable changes. The 
first was to remove the litany from its place witliin the Service and 
to have it chanted by the Westminster Canons and Choir as they 
moved down from the Altar before the Service, after thek procession 
up to the Altar bearing the regaha. . . . The second change was to 
put the Oath in its old place immediately after the Recogmtion and 
before instead of after the beginning of the Communion Service. . . . 
The third change was to omit the sermon, as had been done for other 
reasons at the Coronation of King Edward VII. I had myself preached 
the sermon at the Coronation of Eung George V, and I had reahsed 
how Utde could be profitably said within the linuts of five or six 
minutes. True, many had then spoken kindly about my discourse, 
and I remember Lord Morley writing to me that it was a “model 
of concentration” ; and when I proposed the change to the Privy 
Coimcil there were several, includmg Wmston Churchill, who, 
recalling that sermon, said they wished something of the kmd could 
be repeated. But I knew that I would be broadcasting an explanation 
of the inner significance of the Rite on the Sunday before the Corona- 
tion, and I felt that it would be superfluous to have another discourse 
within the Service. And though I was sorry not to give His Grace 
of York this part in the ceremony, events proved that I was right; 
and on the day the whole Rite itself seemed so wonderfully to unfold 
its full meaning both in the Abbey itself and to the hstening multi- 
tudes everywhere, that any sermon, however excellent, would have 
been felt to be an xmwelcome intrusion. The fourth change was to 
restore the old order of the Anomting, rising from the hands to the 
head, instead of descending from the head to the hands. This also, 
I am sure, proved itself to be right. 
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But a more substantial change was constitutional, not liturgical. 
It was imposed by the wholly new position of the Dominions created 
by the Statute of Westminster. This involved first a change in the 
form of the Recognition, as hitherto prescribed since the Coronation 
of Wilham III and Mary — the simple form '"your undoubted King.” 

The principal change — one of historic importance — was in the 
form of the Oath. The differences can be seen by comparing the 
form for George V with the new form for George VI. Each of the 
Dominions was mentioned by name after Great Bntam, thus putting 
them on an equahty and implymg that the Enghsh Eling was King 
also of Ireland (Eire), Canada, AustraUa, New Zealand and South 
Africa. At first I was disposed to think and at first some of the High 
Commissioners were disposed to think, that rather than import mto 
the ancient Rite difficult constitutional issues it would be better to 
keep its old character — the Consecration and Crowning of the Enghsh 
King by the EngHsh Church — the representatives of the Dominions 
merely “assisting” by their presence. But further reflexion showed 
that they wished their King to be crowned and consecrated at the 
same time and in the old way. The question then arose : What was 
the form of Oath which the Dominions would accept ? This proved 
to be a question of the utmost intricacy and difficulty. Letters, 
telegrams, telephone messages passed between the Dominions Office 
in London and Governments of the Dominions. For weeks the air 
was thick with these messages. Two or three times a week Malcolm 
MacDonald, the Secretary for the Dominions, came to Lambeth to 
consult as to the various suggestions made. He handled the matter 
with great patience and tact. The chief difficulties came, of course, 
from the Irish Free State and from South Africa. But at long last 
general consent was obtained for the form which was actually used. 
No sooner, however, had this difficulty been overcome than another 
emerged. The Dominions discovered that this Oath was followed 
by the promise to maintain the “Protestant Reformed Religion as 
by law estabhshed.” The Irish Free State, the Roman Catholic Pnme 
Minister of AustraHa, the French Canadians insisted that their Kmg 
must not be required to make such a promise. New and even more 
intricate negotiations began. There were times when MacDonald 
and I were at our wits’ end to discover some way out of the dilemma 
— ^how to reconcile these most natural objections with the Protestant 
convictions — or prejudices — at least of Great Britain. But here also 
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in the long run patience, forbearance and considerateness won their 
way. I had objected to a good many suggestions, but the new form 
ultimately adopted seemed to me to be an actual improvement on 
the old. The King was required to maintain “the true profession 
of the Gospel” (there was no objection to that) and to maintain the 
Protestant Reformed Religion only as it is by law established in the 
United Kingdom ; and this constitutional requirement was separated 
from the promise to maintain the rights and liberties of the Church 
of England. Perhaps only MacDonald and myself reahsed what 
labour had been involved in extricating the Oath from all these 
entanglements. 

The official preparations for the ceremony, which was fixed for 
May I2th, 1937, began in the summer of 1936, long before the 
Abdication. There were three main Committees, with many Sub- 
Committees. The chief one was the Executive Committee, of which 
the Earl Marshal, the young Duke of Norfolk, was the official Chair- 
man. Let me say at once that, young as he was, he fulfilled his duties 
admirably, combining modesty with authority. There was also the 
Privy Council Committee, to which decisions of the Executive were 
referred for confirmation. Of this the President of the Council, 
Ramsay MacDonald, was the not very effective Chairman. There 
was thirdly a special Committee, of which the High Commissioners 
of the Dominions were members, to consider the interests of the 
Dominions and Colonies. I was a member of all the Committees 
and attended as regularly as I could, and this took much of my time. 
The co-ordination of the work was not easy, but the General Secretary, 
R. U. E. Knox,^ one of the secretaries of the Privy Council, did it 
well. . . . 

The rehearsals of the ceremony in the Abbey began early in the 
year. There were about eight fixed rehearsals. I attended them all. 
It was not easy to bring what at first seemed chaos mto order. The 
ordinary Englishman wiU not take ceremonies seriously when he is 
in his ordmary clothes. I had perforce to take the leading part in 
these rehearsals, for the Earl Marshal, though always in command, 
was too quiet and modest to be sufficiently peremptory and decisive, 
and Garter (Sir Gerald ’WoUaston), though master of all the details, 
was too much occupied by them ro take any general control. I saw 
at once that somebody must get things done, and I had to do it. 

^ Of the Treasury. Now Sir Robert Knox, K.C.V.O. 
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It was said afterwards with some truth that the Archbishop “ pro- 
duced the Coronation ! And there are some stories about his voice 
being heard — “Diokes, please stop talking/’ “Ladies, please attend,” 
“Where is that Dean 5” “Garter, where are you?” etc. The part 
of the Kong was taken first by Gwatkin of the Lord Chamberlain’s 
department and then by young Hunloke, who did his part with 
quiet digmty, the part of the Queen by Lady Rachel Howard, the 
Earl Marshal’s sister. (I chaffed the two “Kings” about their having 
been actually crowned in Westminster Abbey.) The King and 
Queen came twice to special rehearsals. Gradually things got into 
order ; the final full dress rehearsal went well ; and on the great day 
there was not a smgle hitch, and everyone from the King to the 
smallest page played his or her part without fault. 

A new and special difficulty was created by the fact that for the first 
time in history it would be possible for people in every part of the 
world to listen through the wireless to the whole ceremony. ... It 
was arranged that there should be no microphones seen in the Abbey 
— they were all concealed — and that the B.B.C. observer should be 
housed in a httle hut in the triforium just behind the main Altar, so 
constructed that his voice could be sent through space yet not heard 
within the Abbey I advised that the whole Service should be 
broadcast, except the actual Communion. It was comparatively easy 
to arrange about photographs, but what of the films ? Some thought 
that they ought not to be allowed ; but I felt that if all the world were 
to hear, it would be well that so far as possible it should see at least 
some parts of the ceremony which would mean so much in the 
world’s thought. After many consultations with representatives of 
the film industry and the Office of Works (Lord Stanhope), it was 
finally settled that there must be no special lighting, no turning on 
of high lights, during the ceremony ; that I should decide and tell 
the representatives of the industry what parts might be and might 
not be filmed — this I did, ruling out the most sacred parts, the actual 
anointing and the Communion of the King and Queen ; and that 
to prevent any possible breaches of this ruling, the Earl Marshal and 
I should inspect the proposed films on the afternoon or evening of 
the Coronation Day, before they were released. 


It was a dreadful place,” the Dean of Lichfield (Dr. Iremonger) recalls. “ I could 
not even see the Altar, and much of what I said had to be calculated not by what I could see, 
but by the stop-watch timings I had taken at the rehearsal.” 

414 



THE CORONATION 


At this point Lang broke off to note the handicap he was under 
during the months of preparation from the absence of any summary 
record of the arrangements at the preceding Coronation. Archbishop 
Davidson was known to have kept, more suo, all the relative corre- 
spondence, but when it was wanted it could not be found. Eventually, 
a month before the Coronation, three bulging boxes were discovered 
“hidden away” in the “muniment” room. But so voluminous was the 
collection and so late the hour that it was extremely difficult to extract 
any clear or succinct account of what had actually been done. 

As to the Service, it was left to the King’s Printers and the Presses to 
come to some mutual arrangement, which was satisfactorily done. 

. . . The Presses agreed with themselves that Cambridge should 
present the Dean and Chapter with a special copy of the Service and 
that Oxford should present the Bible itself. When the time came, 
only a few days before the Coronation, Sir Humphrey Milford 
brought me a magnificent Bible, but of a size which would prevent 
its bemg carried in the Procession or indeed used in the Service. To 
his manifest disappointment I had to insist on his producing another 
Bible of a more manageable size. To his credit, this was done on the 
very eve of the Coronation Day. I have arranged that the Bible 
actually used should, according to precedent, be deposited in the 
Lambeth Library, and that I should give the huge and sumptuous 
Bible, specially prepared but not used, to the Dean and Chapter 
of Westminster on permanent loan. 

On the top of deciding and preparing tlie proofs of the actual 
Coronation Service came the task of drawing up services in con- 
nexion with the Coronation for use in all the churches of the realm. 
. . . They seemed to give general satisfaction. 

A word as to the allocation of seats in the Abbey. It was a difficult 
problem to allot 8000 places among the many more thousands who 
might have some claim, personal or official or representative. Many 
of us on the Committee were anxious to give more places than here- 
tofore to representatives of the great body of working folk, I tried, 
only partially successfully, to Emit the number of the wives of all 
sorts of minor persons and officials, and was much chafied for the 
prejudices of “ the premier bachelor of England.” To find some more 
room for wider interests a departure from tradition was made by 
not inviting the eldest sons of peers and their wives, except when 
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their fathers were not able to attend. The Earl Marshal very kindly 
put some 12 places at my own disposal. 

One preliminary trouble caused me a good deal of anxiety. The 
Federal Council of the Free Churches in England put forward to the 
Coronation Committee a formal request to have some ‘‘part in the 
Service” given to them. The matter was put in my hands. I was 
obliged to tell the Moderator (M. E. Aubrey) and the Secretary 
(S. M. Berry) that this request could not be granted. I said frankly 
that I could not share my traditional duties with other persons ; and 
that the whole Service was within the Order of Communion of the 
Church of England. But I was the more anxious to give some special 
place to the Free Churches and also to the Church of Scotland as 
representatives of the religious life of the country. Accordingly I 
arranged that for the first time a place should be given to their 
representatives in the Great Procession and in the “theatre” in the 
Abbey. Thus seven of the Free Churches and four of the Church 
of Scotland^ followed the Royal Chaplains and preceded the 
Chapter of Westminster in the Procession, and had good places on 
the north side of the “theatre” immediately in front of the Peeresses. 

. . . The result gave much satisfaction ; and after the Coronation I 
received many expressions of gratitude. There was also some trouble 
about the representation of the Kmg’s Chaplains in Scotland, about 
which the “Auld Kirk” showed itself very sensitive. In the end 
four, I think, of them were included with the Enghsh Chaplains 
selected to head the Procession. I found S. M. Berry and Dr. John 
White very helpful and considerate in all these rather tiresome and 
delicate negotiations. What the position of the Church of England 
will be at another Coronation who can tell ? But if it remains the 
Established Church, I hope that the decisions and arrangements made 
in 1937 may be followed. 

Next a word as to the position of the Dominions, not merely in 
the change of Oath, but in the ceremony itself. It was decided that 
their Prime Ministers, with the Prime Minister of Great Britain, 
should have a place in the Procession. But I had hoped that more 
than this might have been possible. There was an idea that they 
might jom the Peers spiritual and temporal in the homage. But 
fortified by a memorandum on the meaning of the Homage by 
Garter, I came to the conclusion that this was impossible : it would 
^ Actually six representatives of the Free Churches and three of the Church of Scotland. 
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be importing a modem constitutional position into an old feudal 
ceremony with which it had no sort of connexion. But 1 suggested 
to the High Commissioners that at the Recognition each Prime 
Minister might step forward and on behalf of his Dominion signify 
its consent by saying in the traditional form “ God save King George.” 
At first they seemed to be m favour ; but on reference to the Govern- 
ments it was found that South Afnca, to say nothing of the Irish 
Free State, objected. So the suggestion was dropped and only the 
place in the Procession remamed. 

And so the great ceremony itself drew near. At Eastertide, while 
staying at Windsor Castle, I had gone through the Service quietly 
with the King and Queen and foimd them most appreciative and 
fully conscious of its solemnity. On the Sunday before the Day I 
went to Buckingham Palace for a more spiritual preparation. The 
King and Queen readily concurred m my suggestion that this should 
take place about the same time in the early evening as multitudes of 
their subjects would be assembled in the churches both at home and 
overseas. So at 6 p.m. I met them in their own room in Buckingham 
Palace. . . . After some talk on the spiritual aspects of the Coronation 
and of its spiritual meaning for themselves, they knelt with me ; I 
prayed for them and for their realm and Empire, and I gave them 
my personal blessing. I was much moved, and so were they. Indeed, 
there were tears in our eyes when we rose from our knees. From 
that moment I knew what would be in their minds and hearts when 
they came to their anointing and crowning. 

I was with them for about an hour and a quarter, and then went 
straight from Buckingham Palace to Broadcasting House. There, 
after a Service admirably arranged by F. A. Iremonger ... I sent out 
to the world my message explaining the character and the spiritual 
meaning of the Coronation and the spiritual share in it which the 
people ought to take with the King and Queen. . . . 

And now the great Day itself, Wednesday May 12th — ^to me, I 
suppose, in a sense the culminating day of my official life, the day on 
which the Archbishop of Canterbury fulfils his highest office in the 
national life, on which through him the Church of God consecrates 
that life in the person of its King. 

Through the personal kindness and care of Sir Philip Game, the 
Chief Commissioner of Pohce, I was saved from the long waiting 
to which others in the Abbey who had to be in their places by 8 30 a.m. 
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had to submit. Escorted by a superintendent of police on horse- 
back, I left Lambeth about lo a.m. and drove in a few minutes from 
Lambeth to Westminster through streets from which all vehicles 
had been cleared and past the crowded stands round the Abbey. I 
was accompanied by my chaplains, Alan Don,^ Alec Sargent and 
Lumley Green-Wil^son, clad in the mulberry-coloured robes such 
as were worn by the Archbishop^s chaplains at the last Coronation. 
My own robes and Primatial Cross were already in the Annexe at 
the Abbey. I wore the white cope with its gold buUion which had 
been given to me at Bristol by Mrs. Fry. I had decided not to raise 
the question of wearing a mitre. True, of course, I had constantly 
worn a mitre, at York, in London and at Canterbury, the first Arch- 
bishop, either of York or Canterbury, who had done so since the 
Reformation. True, also, that by Eing George V’s somewhat 
reluctant permission I had worn it at the great State Service at St. 
Paul’s on the day of his Silver Jubilee. But on this special day, when 
it was necessary to keep close to precedent, I decided, rightly or 
wrongly, not to introduce an innovation to the precedents of certainly 
three hundred years. I am rather sorry, but so it was. 

From the Annexe I could see the Nave with its crowded tiers of 
people, the galleries clothed in the really beautiful drapery which the 
Office of Works had provided after the greatest thought and care. 
I had arrived just after the Litany had been sung in procession, and 
just before ii a.m. I went with the Earl Marshal to receive their 
Majesties at the door of the Amiexe, and so was able to see something 
of their procession and the arrival of the golden coach with its grey 
horses. At about 11.15 the Great Procession began to move, and the 
choir began Parry’s noble anthem ‘T was glad.” ... By Order of the 
Privy Council the conduct of the music was given to Dr. Ernest 
Bullock, the organist of the Abbey, “in consultation with” Sir 
Walford Davies, the Master of the Eung’s Music ; and it was left for 
me to arrange with them what the music should be. . . . Our plan 
was to include representatives of English Church Music from Tudor 
times to the present day. In order to get a wider choice, we agreed 
to substitute for one long anthem duriug the Homage six short 
“Homage Anthems” (though only four of these were actually sung). 
Thus the music ranged from Byrd with his noble Creed, through 

^ This is incorrect. Dr. Don, as Chaplain to the Speaker, drove to the Abbey in the 
Speaker's '•Coach and only joined the Archbishop in the Annexe. 
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Tye, Wesley, Stanford, Parry, to Walford Davies, Harris and Vaughan 
Williams, who composed the very fine Te Deum. There were, 
besides the large orchestra, about 400 voices in the choir, placed above 
and around the screen, including some specially selected singers, men 
and women, from the Dominions. Common consent applauded 
both the selection and the performance of the music. It seemed to 
me more splendid than at either of the two previous Coronations at 
which I was present. A special word of praise is due to the Fanfares, 
for which credit must be given to Bullock. When I sometimes now 
hsten to the gramophone records of the Coronation given to me by 
the B.B.C., I can never hear the strains of Parry’s anthem which 
ushered in the great ceremony without deep emotion. 

The Great Procession moved along in good order, though there 
were some gaps due to the fact that the movement of the King and 
Queen was slower than that of others. On arriving at the Sanctuary, 

I went to the Altar, knelt in prayer, and then turned westwards, so 
that I could see the arrival of the King and Queen passing from the 
Choir to the Sanctuary. Like everyone present, I was at once deeply 
impressed by tlieir demeanour — so dignified, so plainly consaous of 
the solemnity of the occasion. The httle Queen, the only woman 
present with an uncovered head awaitmg its anointing and its crown, 
advanced with a real poetry of motion, her dignity enhanced radier 
than diminished by the tall and beautiful figure of her Mistress of 
the Robes (the Duchess of Northumberland). The King (as many 
said afterwards) looked like a mediaeval knight awaiting his con- 
secration with a rapt expression in his eyes, which turned neither to 
right nor to left. Their demeanour, sustained through the whole 
long ceremony, seemed from the first to invest it with a spirit of 
reverence. 

I cannot and need not write about all its stages. To me personally, 
and I know to many others, the most moving scene was the King’s 
Anointing, when, as the glorious music of Handel’s “Zadok the 
Priest” rang through the Abbey, he was stripped of all his official 
garments save a simple white tunic, and then after his anointing 
knelt, this shght white soHtary figure, at the faldstool to receive my 
Blessing. 

I may recall one or two episodes, trivial indeed and scarcely 
worth mentioning, but perhaps of some human interest. For example, 
it so happened that when Lord Salisbury presented to me the King’s 
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Crown and the Duke of Portland the Queen s, the fiinges of the 
cushions on which the Crowns were placed got entangled with the 
Garter chains round their necks, and Garter standing by had to tear 
the fiinges off. Then there was the episode at the Crowning which, 
insignificant in itself, was recorded by the merciless accuracy of the 
film and therefore was noticed by millions, sometimes I am told 
with amusement. The facts are these : the King was very anxious 
that the Crown should be placed on his head with the right side to 
the front. Accordingly it was arranged that a small thin line of red 
cotton shoiild be inserted under one of the principal jewels on the 
front. It was there when I saw the Crown in the Annexe before the 
ceremony. But when the Dean brought the Crown to me on its 
cushion from the Altar and I looked for my Httle red Hue, it was 
not there. So I had to turn the Crown round to see if it was on the 
other side; but it was not. Some officious person must have 
removed it. This turning round of the Crown took only a second 
and did not in the least perturb me ; and but for the film it would 
not have been noticed. Yet when the film was produced there were 
comments like '‘the Archbishop fumbles with the Crown.’’ How- 
ever, some dear old lady wrote to me that “the most beautiful thing 
of all was to see the dear Archbishop blessing the four comers of the 
Crown before he put it on the King’s head!” Another and more 
serious instance of the meddlesomeness of some official was this : 
Before the Service begins the Dean and Chapter of Westminster have 
to carry such of the Regalia as are not carried in the Great Procession 
from the Annexe to the Altar, including the Imperial Crown, to be 
deposited in St. Edward’s Chapel, where the Eong puts it on instead 
of the heavy King Edward’s Crown, for his recession. The Dean 
had given his receipt that all these Regalia were in his possession. But 
when he came to take the Imperial Crown from the Annexe it was 
not there! As every moment was carefully timed, he could not 
wait to search for it; and, poor man, he had to move up to the 
Sanctuary without knowing what on earth had happened to the 
Imperial Crown. Imagine his relief when on going into St. Edward’s 
Chapel he found it deposited on the Altar there ! Some tiresome 
official underling, thinking he was very wise, had taken it from the 
Annexe and put it there. 

Let me return to the great Rite itself, the great drama. From 
first to last it moved on, stage by stage, scene after scene, with un- 
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broken tranquillity, dignity and beauty. I may quote the words of a 
German witness, Dr. Schramm, the Professor of History at Gottingen 
University. He has made a lifelong study of the coronation rites of 
Europe, of which ours is the only survivor, and had written an 
admirable book on the subject in its historical and constitutional 
aspects. I asked him what his impression of the actual ceremony was. 
He said, “Sir, I have Hved in this theme ; I have given my hfe to the 
study of it ; but when I saw the ceremony with my eyes m the Abbey 
I can only say it was overwhelming.” For myself I can only say that 
I never had a moment of nervousness or hesitation. I seemed to be 
sustained by some Higher Power Who was in control. I know that 
this was the experience of the King and Queen, for they wrote to 
me afterwards with touching simphcity about it. ... It was impossible 
not to reahse tliat in the midst of the splendour of things seen and 
temporal there was the reality of things unseen and eternal. ... It 
was this sense of the rehgious reahty and solemnity of the ceremony 
which filled the Abbey, and distinguished this Coronation from the 
previous two at which I had been present. Many who had shared 
this experience with me agreed as to this difference. It was partly 
due, no doubt, to the fact that for the first time, owing to the skilful 
placing of microphones, everyone in every part of the Abbey could 
hear the words of the Pate. I cannot doubt, as I have said, that it 
was partly due to the demeanour of the King and Queen. Nor can 
I doubt that in spite of all appearances there is now a deeper religious 
sense, a quicker rehgious imagination, than in the days of a more 
conventional reHgion. But behind all this surely God Himself was 
in our midst. 

It is wonderful that in some measure the spirit which was felt in 
the Abbey, as well as the sounds that were heard, seem to have been 
brought through the wireless to the miUions who were listening. 
That this was so I had the testimony of letters sent to me by all sorts 
of people m every part of the world — ^Europe, Chma, Afhca, America, 
Austraha, etc. It is a matter of mere thankfulness, not of any kind 
of boasting, that my voice was everywhere clearly heard. Take the 
United States : Nicholas Murray Butler ^ told me that every business 
man that he had met had been out of bed at about 4 a.m. to listen. 
I wonder whether any event in history has ever been so realised 
throughout the whole world ; and everywhere some impression of 
^ President of Columbia University, New York. Died in 1948. 
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the religious solemnity of the cseremony seems to have been given. 
For all this much credit is due to our B.B.C. All its technical arrange- 
ments were admirably conceived and carried out. The commentator 
within the Abbey, whose voice was unheard there, but heard through- 
out the world — F. A. Iremonger — ^by his quiet and reverent explana- 
tions enabled the multitude of Hsteners to get some idea of the scene, as 
well as to hear the words. Durmg the long pause, while the King 
and Queen were making their Communion, he said some most 
suitable prayers and the hymn “Let all mortal flesh keep silence” 
was taken in from a choir singing in St. Margaret’s Church near by. 
It was a wonderful opportunity for broadcasting, and full and excellent 
use was made of it. 

When all was over I was not in the least tired, only filled with 
thankfulness that all had passed so well. By the kind arrangements 
of Sir Philip Game, I was back at Lambeth actually before the King 
and Queen had left the Abbey for their great Return Procession 
through the streets of London ; and though, alas, I could not see that 
wonderful procession, I was able through the wireless to hear the 
description of it and the cheers of the crowds. 

The weather throughout the day had been dull but cool, a fact 
for which the pohce, fearful of the effect of heat upon the crowds, 
were thankful. It was sad that rain fell before the Procession reached 
Buckingham Palace and during the evening. But this did not seem 
to affect the spirits and the enthusiasm of the vast crowds who filled 
the streets and surged round the Palace. 

In the evening, according to arrangement, at 8 p.m. the Earl 
Marshal and I met at the small private theatre of the British Movietone 
Company in Berners Street, to see and if need be censor the films of 
the ceremony in the Abbey. But happily there was no need of 
censoring. . . . The films on the whole are good. But they suffered 
from the light in the Abbey and from the fact that they could only 
take very short and Hmited views. The ordinary photographs give 
a better conception of the splendid setting of the ceremonies. 

So the great day passed. All the elaborate preparations for it and 
its own splendid events are over. Very soon the Abbey will be 
stripped of its galleries and draperies and restored to the Dean and 
Chapter and its wonted uses. Besides writing the moving letters 
that I have mentioned, the King and Queen a few days after asked 
me to have tea with them at Buckingham Palace, and we went over 
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the day again in retrospect. I can only be thankful to God's over- 
ruling Providence and trust that the Coronation may not be a mere 
dream of the past, but that its memories and its lessons will not be 
forgotten. 

Little need be added to Lang's account of an occasion which, as he 
himself has said, he looked on as the cHmax of his ecclesiastical life. He 
had played his part in other solemn and splendid ceremonies, such as the 
1300th anniversary of York Minster and the Silver Jubilee of King 
George V, but the Coronation was pre-eminent. It is significant how 
again and again in his description the language of the theatre slips from 
his pen ; and it was surely the country’s good fortune that in 1937 the 
Archbishop of Canterbury was not only a churchman who took an 
exalted view of the Rite, but also an actor and producer of the first order. 
That the eiSect of the Service would largely depend upon the flawlessness 
of the organisation is obvious, but men might overlook that at a Corona- 
tion the second “lead” — ^in terms of the theatre — ^is played by the Arch- 
bishop, and that in 1937 casting was beyond reproach or possibiUty 
of improvement. 

There is a comment from Lang’s old friend and critic. Dr. Hensley 
Henson: “The Archbishop was in excellent spirits and performed his 
duty to perfection, only making two unimportant faults, viz. fumbling 
with the Crown before he could get it the right way round, ^ and omitting 
the prayer of the blessing of the bread and wine offered by the Kling.” 

Innumerable letters pay tribute not only to the Archbishop’s personal 
performance, but also to the success with which he had conveyed, urli 
et orbi, the rehgious significance of the ceremony. His friend and doctor, 
Lord Dawson of Penn, had feared that the physical strain of so long and 
exacting a Service would be too much for a man of his years. He 
accordingly sat in the south transept with a hypodermic syringe, ready 
charged, prepared on a signal from a chaplain to hurry forward and 
administer an injection. Happily this dramatic and unrehearsed addition 
to the ceremony was unnecessary. When all was ended the Archbishop 
was not even very tired. “ Once I saw it was going well, I enjoyed every 
min ute/’ he said. “Thank God that is over ! ” remarked Lumley Green- 
Wilkinson, as they got into the car to leave the Abbey Precincts. “Lum- 
ley, how can you say such a thing !” was the Archbishop’s retort. “I 
only wish it was all beginning over again.” 

^ This is explained by the Archbishop on page 420. 
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THE WAR 

T he Archbishop was "‘in the best of spirits, ‘enjoying the Papacy’ 
with a vengeance. Moreover, in spite of his uninterndtted labours, 
he seems to be in abounding vigour.” So wrote Dr. Hensley Henson 
in May 1937 ; and so Lang might appear to anyone who saw him occa- 
sionally. But his chaplains had their misgivings, and in August, when 
he was estabhshed at Ballure, Don sent him a long admonitory letter. 

“Ever since last October,” he wrote, “you have been subjected to 
a pressure of work and to a weight of responsibility such as would 
have broken most men of your age. Your physical constitution has 
stood the strain wonderfully. Your mental vigour has remained 
unabated throughout. You have in fact, if I may say so, come 
through with flying colours. Your gluttony for work is a source of 
perpetual amazement to those who know what you get through in 
the course of a week And you have your reward. The name of 
the Archbishop of Canterbury is to-day a household word through- 
out the inhabited globe — ^honoured and revered by most, hated and 
feared by some, but acknowledged by all to stand for something 
that counts in the affairs of men.” 

Some plain speaking followed. 

“You are daily growing older. You have passed by some three 
years the Psalmist’s allotted span. You are in fact (though you hate 
to admit it) an elderly man and your physical frame is showing signs 
of wearing out. , . . Seven years ago your doctors thought that you 
had come to the end of your tether — they have told me so. You 
cheated them and have been crowing over them ever smce, but you 
cannot go on cheating old Father Time. You are seven years older 
than you were in 1930, and those seven years have inevitably told 
their tale.” 

The letter ended with some practical suggestions. The Archbishop 
should try to keep clear of engagements during the week-ends before 
and after meetings of the Church Assembly or Convocation. He should 
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reduce his activities in the Diocese. He should accept fewer invitations 
to public dinners, “with their rich food and cigar smoke and interminable 
speechifying/^ 

The Archbishop took this “filial admonition” in a very amiable 
spirit. His chaplain had been over-generous in his tribute. “I can’t 
recognise myself in any of these descriptions. I know myself too well — 
my sins, failure, ignorance, weaknesses — to be able in any sort of way to 
associate myself with such words as ‘great.’” He allowed the truth of 
much of Don’s indictment, but “I can’t indeed admit that in one sense 
I am growing old ; for my spirit is, I think, far younger than it once was.” 
He could not deny he had been overworking, yet it was not the big 
events that tried him, but 

the everlasting invasion of all the cranks and busybodies and ecclesi- 
astical partisans and the sons and daughters of Zeruiah, all over the 
world, which you introduce day by day. This is what wearies me, 
and I fear you also. Yet I can’t escape it. I am only sorry that it 
induces a certam surface irritability for which I apologise. But you 
know well enough that my barks are not bites : they are only a rehef 
to my feelmgs. 

As for Don’s suggested remedies, he agreed that before and after 
important meetings he should try to keep his week-ends free. He did 
not agree at aU that he should restrict his work in the parishes. “Apart 
from duty, these visits, especially in country parishes, are really a refresh- 
ment.” They “keep me in touch with the real work of the Church and 
with ordinary humanity.” He only partly agreed about the public 
dinners. He had been going to too many, but 

“I regard them as ways of keeping the Archbishop not detached from, 
but in contact with, lay folk. I don’t want his office to be side- 
tracked into a purely ecclesiastical line, apart from the main hues of 
national life. 

“The real remedy you don’t mention, though I am sure you have 
it in mind. It is to &d more time for thought and above all for 
prayer. This goes to the root of the evil. What would become of 
me if I had not this yearly time of greater quiet here m my little ‘ Cell’ 
and amidst the beauties of sea and sky and hills I can’t imagine. 

“So the firm must carry on its business,” he concluded, “doing 
its best and trusting in God’s help.” 
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In short, the Archbishop must go on working and his chaplains must 
go on worrying. More than once he seemed on the edge of a complete 
collapse ; yet after the troubles of his first years at Canterbury he had 
no serious illness. He slept badly, or rather went to sleep late and woke 
with difficulty in the morning. At Holy Communion or Mattins each 
day in the Chapel at Lambeth, which he insisted on attending however 
short his night had been, he was often almost drunk with sleep. Once 
he appeared to have some kind of seizure. He became imconscious, 
was revived and helped to his room. Presently, to the astonishment of 
his chaplains, he appeared in the dining-room as though nothing had 
happened and ate a hearty breakfast, before carrying out without notice- 
able effort a formidable programme of engagements for the day. His 
recuperative power was extraordinary. Sometimes his weariness and 
exhaustion would alarm his household. Then he would retire to his 
room, to re-emerge a little later a new man, fresh, brisk and ready for 
business. It was as though the actor had merely changed his part ; and 
yet the recovery was as genuine as the tiredness had been. With it all 
his general health was xmaffected ; he was as punctihous and efficient as 
ever ; and his judgment of men and affairs was as true. 

The summer of 1937 was an unusually taxing time, with all the work 
of the Coronation. Besides the routine of his office there was a big party 
for the overseas visitors, when the garden at Lambeth came to a climax 
of glory, and the beginning of Church House, of which Queen Mary 
laid the formdation-stone on June 26th, and the Marriage Bill in the 
House of Lords. The autumn, when he was back from Ballure, brought 
little relief. October took him to the Albert Hall for a monster meeting 
of protest against “J^-pan’s war on Civilians,’’ his strong words drawing 
angry comments in German and Japanese newspapers. 

The outlook abroad was threatening and, by no merit of his own, 
he was soon to obey some, though not all, of his chaplain’s injunctions, 
for a time was coming when there were to be very few public dinners 
and the parishes of Kent were to be more familiar with visiting aeroplanes 
than with visitmg Archbishops. Next year brought the anxieties of 
Munich, which drove Lang prematurely back from Ballure. His re- 
actions were very much those of the vast majority of his fellow-country- 
men — ^relief tempered by misgivings. He had a strong liking for the 
new Prime Minister, Neville Chamberlain, and in the dark months that 
followed the two men met and corresponded when opportunity offered. 
It grieved Lang that Chamberlain, by his own confession, was a “reverent 
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agnostic,'* but from talks with him he believed that ‘‘ m the inner sanctuary 
of his spirit he came increasingly, as anxieties and responsibilities grew, 
to rely upon the help of God and the guidance of His Spirit/* 

A few days after war broke out Chamberlam wrote in anguish of 
“those gallant fellows who lost their Uves last night in the R.A.F. 
attacks** and of the need to put them out of his mind. “Thank you again 
for your constant thought and prayer.’* At the end of the year the Prime 
Minister wrote again : “I find war more hateful than ever and I groan 
m spint over every hfe lost and every home blasted.” 

In httle things as in big the War was breaking up the old ordered 
life. The balloon barrage invaded the garden at Lambeth, much to the 
detriment of the lawn, the Royal Air Force quartered itself in Morton’s 
Tower, and the Crypt under the Chapel was turned into a shelter for 
some two hundred people. In 1940 he told his brother : 

Of course it has been quite impossible for me to get to my beloved 
Ballure, though my heart aches for it. It is the first time I have not 
been in that blissful region for, I suppose, 45 years. 

He consoled himself with a visit to Newtimber Place, the Sussex 
home of Lady Buxton and Dame Meriel Talbot, where he took long 
walks on the Downs. 

A notebook diary describes some of the events of the summer of 
1940. 

At the end of May I got the King to consent to express his own 
desire that Sunday, May 26th, should be observed as a National Day 
of Prayer. It seemed to me that this was the best way of investing 
the day with a fuUy national character, avoiding the procedure of a 
Royal Proclamation, which is really obsolete, and of an Order in 
Council, to which there are many objections in principle and which 
is formally directed to the EstabUshed Church. By all accounts it 
was generally observed, with very large congregations in all our 
own churches and elsewhere. I also called for a day of Thanksgiving 
after the marvellous rescue of the B.E.F. from Dunkirk, and for 
special prayers for France in her extremity on Sunday, June i6th. 

July 4.tk I have just returned from the House of Lords where 
HaHfax described to a tense House the steps taken about the French 
fleet. ... I am told that Winston Churchill’s statement in the House 
of Commons was followed by the whole House rising to its feet and 
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cheering, recalling the great scene when Neville Chamberlain 
announced that he was flying to Munich — a scene which seems to 
belong to another world. 

I had a long talk with Hankey,^ who knows all about everything. 
I found that he entirely agreed with me in thankfulness that the Act 
of Umon with France proposed as a last-minute effort to rally France 
has failed. It was evidently Winston Churchill’s own plan ; and it 
was regarded with grave misgivings by Edward HaHfax and others 
in the Cabinet. . . . 

Hankey also told me that having been Weygand’s colleague on 
the Suez Canal Board he had observed that he was really a sick man, 
kidney trouble, etc, which may account for much; that it could 
not honestly be said that the French Army had fought well — ^British 
officers had told him that though it had not run away, it had walked 
away ; that he put this and other sinister happenings down to the 
extent of Communism in France, and in recent tours there had 
found evidence of Communist activity even in the remoter country 
villages. ... 

July 2 gth. The country has been kept in a state of tense anxiety 
about the threatened invasion. . . . When I was visiting some of his 
troops and speaking to them at Eastwell Park, the general in command 
of the division for the protection of Kent, General Liardet, showed 
me confidentially his map of the defence system. It was amazingly 
thorough, and I find it difficult to conceive how a German army and 
air force could get through it. Meanwhile the visits of German 
aircraft to our S.E. coast have been intensified. The towns on the 
coast from Whitstable to Hythe are almost derelict. . . . The popula- 
tion has left, though so far no orders of compulsory evacuation have 
been issued. I have just issued orders for the closing of seven churches 
which are really now wholly redundant, though of course at least 
one church in each town is left. . . . 

In spite of the turmoil I have visited six country parishes this 
month and held two services for the troops. The latter seem much 
more intelligent and therefore attentive than those I remember 
addressing in 1914. 

Winston Churchill continues to be the man of the hour. All his 
colleagues testify to his qualities of drive and courage, and his powers 

1 Lord Hankey, Secretary of the Caiinet 1919-1938. 
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of glowing speech are a great public asset. Most of the team he has 
collected seem to be doing well— not least the two Labour men, 
Morrison and Bevin. In the latter I seem to see a possible Labour 
dictator of the future. ... I am very sorry for Neville Chamberlain, 
with whom I have a real personal friendship. He bears the cloud on 
his fortunes with great dignity. I am told that his coolness and judg- 
ment still tell in the War Cabinet. . . . 

August 1st I had a long talk with the Prime Minister, He had 
just awakened out of his afternoon sleep, which he regards as the 
best protection of his health. It was his first introduction to his 
ecclesiastical duties — the appointment of a new Bishop of St. 
Edmondsbury and Ipswich. Evidently he knows almost nothing 
of the Church and its personaHties, but his comments were enter- 
taining. He said very Httle about the business in hand, but discoursed 
on things in general with immense vitality, as he puffed the inevitable 
cigar, as inevitable as Stanley Baldwin’s pipe. He seems confident 
that things are going well, though as ignorant as any of us about 
Hitler’s intentions, and pleased with his team. He spoke very gener- 
ously about Neville Chamberlain and has no wish to lose him. He 
told me he had just finished a book about — ^Henry VEH ! What a 
man he is — such amazing vitaHty and confidence ! But before I left 
I could see there was depth beneath this brilliant surface, when he 
spoke with real emotion about the honour of being ahve at this 
greatest moment in British history, and when, remembering his 
immense responsibiUties, I said, “God bless you and guide you.” 

August Sth. ... I managed to escape for sixteen days to New- 
timber. It was a really blessed time, in spite of the intrusions of 
correspondence. I think Newtimber is the most satisiEying and one 
of the loveliest of EngHsh homes. The ladies of Newtimber (Mildred 
B. and Meriel Talbot) were the best of company. . . . 

August 26th. I lunched at lo Downing Street with the Prime 
Minister — Geoffrey Dawson^ also there. The P.M. was in great 
form, but with an undertone of seriousness. The main topic was the 
arrangement with the U.S.A. — destroyers on the one side, naval and 
air bases in our Colonies on the other. He was very anxious that it 
should not be regarded as a mere bargain — rather as a spontaneous 

^ Mr. Geoffirey Dawson, editor of the Times. 
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recognition of mutual interests. It may be the first of many epoch- 
making events. The P.M. was greatly pleased by his one independent 
ecclesiastical act — ^bringing Henson back to the Abbey. I told him 
that in pohcy it was all wrong — a canon of 77 etc., but in person it 
was all right; and Henson may have something to contribute by 
his forcible eloquence. Winston showed his hopes by arranging for 
a service in the Abbey on September 3rd, the anniversary of the 
declaration of war, at which Henson preached. I went to the Abbey 
on the morning of the National Day of Prayer, when he preached 
again; but I was rather distressed to see signs of age — the mere 
speaking seemed laborious. 

As to that Day of Prayer, I broadcast an address from Broadcasting 
House in the evening, the Scottish Moderator, Dr. Forgan, reading 
the prayers. I had taken an immense amount of trouble over it — 
probably too much, as I tried to put into sixteen minutes more than 
they could stand. But some subsequent letters seem to show that 
there were some who appreciated it. Anyhow, I did my best and 
must leave it there. I ought to add that on the previous Sunday 
evening I broadcast a message to the people of the United States. 

How wearisome is the constant and petulant cry for ‘‘strong 
leadership’’ ! In the stress of events people either don’t notice or 
forget all the things one tries to say. But I dare say I lack the strident 
tones which some people think “leadership.” And in truth I am 
conscious of a certain lack of pushful ardour, which no doubt is a 
sign of growing old. Yet my constant prayer is, “Forsake me not 
when I am old and grey-headed ; until I have shown forth Thy truth 
to this generation and Thy strength to them that are yet to come.” 

Sept. 6 th and lOth. I visited the towns on the S.E. Kent coast, 
Dover, Folkestone, Margate and Ramsgate, seeing in each case the 
Mayor and Town Clerk and learmng what I could of the pHght of 
these sorely tried towns. It was sad to see towns in former years 
thronged by happy holiday crowds almost completely deserted — 
Margate especially, though not so badly damaged as Ramsgate, was 
like a city of the dead, shops shut, hotels empty, street after street 
of comfortable houses uninhabited. 

During the summer months the War brought other new problems. 
Lang argued with Sir John Anderson, the Home Secretary, about the 
treatment of enemy aliens, and with Mr. Anthony Eden, the Secretary 
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of State for War, about the order forbidding the ringing of Church bells 
except as a warning against parachutists. He was greatly concerned at 
the closing of the Burma Road and the other concessions to Japan ; and 
at a secret session in the House of Lords he spoke strongly about the 
Government’s policy, chiefly, however, '‘in order to give Halifax the 
opportunity, which he fully used, to tell the House what he had told me,” 
But he still thought the appeasement of Japan was doubtful wisdom. 
“How hard it has been and will be in this struggle to be compelled to 
choose so often some lesser evil in order that some far greater evil may 
be averted ! I wish I had some of the quahties of the fanatic, who is 
always prepared to ‘damn the consequences.’” 

Lord Halifax, who “goes on his serene way, often tired, but always 
unrattled,” had made a great impression with his speech, “revealing as 
it did his grasp of affairs.” He had also broadcast, much to the Arch- 
bishop’s approval. 

He told me that he meant to use it (the broadcast) to sound a more 
deiBnitely Christian note than has been heard in recent statements, 
and he fully used his opportunity. Yet I am told that there were 
many who seemed to think that such words should only come from 
Archbishops and the like ; which only makes them more timely. 

Early in September the bombing of London began. Lang spent the 
nights of the nth, 12th and 13th at the Palace. A large bomb fell in 
the garden, uprooting some trees, while another destroyed part of St. 
Thomas’s Hospital close by. Lang suffered these disturbances with 
unimpaired equanimity, his reluctance to allow them to interfere with 
his usual activities rather alarming his chaplains. One evening, when 
the hlitz was at its noisiest, he moved them to vigorous expostulation by 
a proposal to retire to an upper room of the Palace to discuss the afiairs 
of the Church with the Archbishop of York, who had come to see him. 
But he had the safety of his houselxold as well as of himself to consider. 

Sept, ijth. In view of aU this strain and danger I decided that Lambeth 
must be closed down as a residence; that the older servants, Mrs. 
Opie, Martha and Matheson, the head housemaid, should leave by 
the end of the week, McDade and Alan Don remaining in charge-; 
that I should mainly reside at the Old Palace, Canterbury; that if 
I come up to London for occasional duties or if the Old Palace were 
damaged, or in view of invasion I should be ordered out by the 

431 



COSMO GORDON LANG 


military authorities, I should live in the Lollards’ Tower as the safest 
part of Lambeth. Accordingly I had to write to the Bishops who 
have rooms there, tellmg them sorrowfully that I must resume 
possession and asking them whether for the time I might use their 
furniture. I then went down to the Old Palace. 

Hardly had he gone than Lambeth Palace suffered its first damage. 

On September 19th, ^ 1940, a bomb crashed through the big oriel 
window into the large drawing-room, exploded there, ruined the 
room and most of its contents, the bedrooms above and the rooms 
in the basement below, and badly damaged the parlour and the small 
drawing-room on either side and their contents. The household, 
except McDade the butler, had already arranged to leave the next 
day. It is fortunate that no one was hurt. Some men of the Balloon 
Barrage . . . had a marvellous escape. . . . The windows in the study 
were broken, but the three adjacent rooms for chaplain and secretary 
were undamaged, and happily my bathroom. 

“The living part (of Lambeth)” he wrote to Margaret Ford (now 

Mrs. Lane), “has been Hterally cut in two. ... I have a presentiment that 

I shall never live there again.” 

When I have to be in London, and this is frequently, I make use of 
the old housekeeper’s sitting-room in the basement as a bedroom and 
use the chaplain’s room for writing and interviews. But it is im- 
possible to have meals except breakfast. . . . Often I have to use the 
Athenaeum, which I had scarcely entered for thirteen years. 

On September 27th 

I saw things which I had long wished to see. I was visiting the hop- 
fields (the first time I had ever seen this so characteristic Kent industry) 
at Boughton near Faversham, and specially the homeless East-Enders 
who have flocked there. Then in swift succession I saw (i) a German 
bomber being brought down by our R.A.F. fighters. (2) A man 
descending through the air in a parachute, swaymg hither and 
thither. He was a German : his plane had evidently been destroyed 
higher up. I learned after that when he landed, the soldiers and 
poHce had great difficulty in preventing the women hop-pickers, 
maddened by the loss of their homes in East London, from surround- 


^ September 20th. 
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ing and lynching him ! (3) A Messerschmitt just destroyed lying in 
a field with the dead German covered with a cloak lying beside it. 

Next month he had luncheon with the King and Queen. 

The War has fully secured the affection they had already won. The 
fact that they had been bombed at Buckingham Palace brought them 
close to humbler folk who had gone through much more terribly 
the same experience. They both seemed well and full of eager spirit, 
and it was delightful to have a long gossip with them about aU the 
happenings of these tremendous times. I met them again later 
(November loth) when I had escaped for a Sunday night from 
London and was staying with May Ford at Windsor. I was walking 
with Christopher Ford m the Park when we met them, with the young 
Princesses, and I was able to congratulate Pnncess Elizabeth on her 
quite admirably spoken broadcast to children— her first address, 
strange to think, to what may be her future subjects ! 

In October, Church House, so lately completed, was struck. 

Alas ! my presentiment has been confirmed. On or about October 
14th ^ a large bomb went right through the beautiful hall (of Church 
House), the centre of the great buildmg, from the roof. On its way 
it destroyed one of the club rooms and within it my dear fnend 
Lionel Hichens ^ and Alfred Buxton, who had both been invaluable 
members of the Council in the building of the House, and I think 
three others. Then it dashed the hall to pieces, made matchwood 
and rubble of all its so carefully designed fumishmgs and decorations, 
mcludmg pitifully the chairs from which the King and Queen had 
opened the House only last June. It is sad to think that the Church 

Assembly had only once used the hall specially mtended for it lam 

specially sorry for Partridge, Bishop of Portsmouth, to whom the 
House had been his life’s work, and for the architect, Sir Herbert 
Baker, who had devoted all his skill and imagination to this hall. 

Lang, when in London, had first used the Bishop of Blackburn’s 
rooms in the Lollards’ Tower. Later, after the Tower had been twice 
set on fire by incendiary bombs, he moved into the basement of the 
Palace. 

The caretakers, Mr. and Mrs. Berry, go on and are very efficient. My 
invaluable butler, McDade, rules over the ruins of the Palace and 

^ The night of October I3th“i4th. ® Chairman of Cammell, Laird & Co. Ltd. 
2'E 
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watches over the old parts still left, and acts with admirable good 
sense, humour and efficiency as Chief Warden of the shelter in the 
Crypt. He has made himself the father of a happy family. 

Lang was particularly sorry for Budden, whose garden was now 
given over to vegetables. 

For myself I thini of the days when I used to walk round the garden 
and see the great house and recall the memories of 700 years which 
cling round it, and the hopes of using it well for the good of the 
Church, and all those who have gone forth from it to their laboiurs 
in every part of the world. 

The Archbishop was at Lambeth on the night of May loth, 1941, 
when the worst damage was done. 

Four bombs fell in the courtyard, wrecking the chauffeur’s house 
and making big holes elsewhere. One of them exploded in the yard 
below the Lollards’ Tower. I was quite near at the time, in the 
basement, and the blast induced me to fall flat ! Fortunately, a brick 
blast-wall had just been erected in front of the door where I happened 
to be, which took most of the blast force. Otherwise I might not 
be ahve now. Then I saw flames breaking out in the roof of the 
hbrary. They spread quickly over half the roof before the Fire 
Brigade could send an engine. Then incendiary bombs set the roof 
of die Chapel on fire. Next morning the roof had gone ; charred 
beams littered the Chapel. Only the walls remained, with much of 
the stained glass. Good may come out of evil, for when the Chapel 
is some day restored, the nineteenth-century Gothic spandrils will, 
I hope, have disappeared, the old flat roof may be restored, and all 
the bad stencilling on the walls may vanish. About the same time 
incendiary bombs attacked the Lollards’ Tower, and though the old 
walls stood firm, the interior was largely gutted. A dreadful night 
of screeching bombs and crackling flames. 

Fortunately most of the pictures and other treasures had been sent 
to a place of safety. Lang was deeply distressed by die virtual destruction 
of Lambeth Palace, where only the basement, which he continued to 
occupy when he was in London, was now fit for habitation. 

Canterbury — ^now his headquarters — was only a little less unquiet 
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than London. On September 9th, 1940, just before the first attack on 
Lambeth, 

As I was sitting at tea with the Bishop of Croydon and Mrs. Anderson, 
there was a sudden terrific screech and swish as a huge bomb struck 
Alec Sargent’s house next door to the Old Palace — that lovely old 
house which I used always to call “the Church of England,” so fully 
did it seem to embody the old-fashioned C. of E. of Trollope. The 
greater part of it — ^liappily not the oldest — was destroyed.^ 

‘T can only hope,” he wrote to his brother Norman, “that if any 
disaster comes to that house (Lambeth) or to this (the Old Palace), I shall 
bear it with the fortitude that Alec Sargent has shown.” Several of the 
old buildings were damaged or destroyed, some of the bombs fahing 
quite close to the Cathedral. 

Meanwhile, so far as was possible, Lang went about his duties in the 
Diocese. His presence in Kent was a source of some embarrassment to 
the military authorities, not so much perhaps from a fear for his life, as 
from the possibiHty, with invasion threatening, that the Germans might 
have the satisfaction of capturing the Archbishop of Canterbury. In 
May 1941 he took a Httle house at Ramsden, “partly as giving some reHef 
from the monotony and cramped spaces of Canterbury and partly as a 
refuge for my household if the once expected invasion had come.” 
That year and the next he spent Holy Week at Cuddesdon, his last visit 
to his “Mecca” being from April 2nd to 6th, 1942. The College was 
then closed and did not reopen until the autumn of 1945. 

On July 23 rd, 1941, he lunched again with the Prime Minister. 

After lunch I had half an hour with him about the four sees soon to 
be vacant : Hereford, Worcester, Newcastle and (if Parsons is moved) | 
Southwark. In these matters the P.M. is a difficulty — ^in some ways 
more of a difficulty than other P.M.s with whom I have had to deal, 
(i) Of course he is immensely more preoccupied with incessant 
affairs of great importance ; (2) He knows nothing whatever about 
the Church, its life, its needs or its personnel; (3) To his credit he 
will not let (i) and (2) mterfere vnth his own sense of responsibility : 
where his hand has a right to be, he will put it in, and he is going to 
be P.M. all round. The result is much provoking delay and un- 

^ This is a slight exaggeration. The bomb was not large and only one end of the house 
was destroyed. 
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certainty as to what motives or how much knowledge may determine 
his decisions. But he has an admirable Secretary (Anthony Bevir), 
who knows more, learns more, and takes more pams than any other 
Secretary I have had to deal with; and he has always given full 
deference to my recommendations and has almost always accepted 
them. And, like other P.M.s, I am siure he would never advise any 
appHcant of whom the Archbishop really disapproved. 

That summer the Diocesan Bishops of England, Wales and Scotland 
met in St. Edmund’s Hall, Oxford. “The conferences were well sus- 
tained. All the speakers said just what they thought, but there was 
throughout a delightful atmosphere of harmony and fellowship.” The 
Archbishop found his position as President a little exacting, but in his 
opimon the experiment was fully justified. “It was a sort of very mmor 
Lambeth Conference. It was so much appreciated, in spite of many 
previous doubts, that I hope that some day the precedent may be 
followed.” 

Lang was in no imcertainty about the justice of the country’s cause 
or of the Church’s right to give it every spiritual reinforcement. In 
the years before the War he had sometimes received deputations of 
pacifists, but while hearing them with respect and sympathy, he always 
refused to endorse their arguments. He could, of course, have appealed 
for technical justification to the Articles of Religion or to Catholic 
theology ; but he was more inclined to found his conviction on the plain 
truth (as he saw it) that when a man is confronted with two evils he 
must choose the lesser. After 1939 he mterpreted his primatial duty as 
largely one of refusing to allow spiritual values to be lost in the welter 
of conflict and of pleading for an honourable war and a just settlement. 
He did not see entirely eye to eye with his brother of York, who, while 
acknowledging the necessity of the War, felt unable to encourage people 
to “pray for victory” and was horrified to find his name officially 
associated with an exhortation to that end. Lang explained afterwards 
that he had had no time to consult Temple and had assumed his agree- 
ment ! 

On December 21st, 1940, both Archbishops were among the ecclesi- 
astical leaders who signed a joint letter to the Times on the “Ten Points 
of a Christian Order,” a statement combining the Pope’s Five Peace 
Points with the Report of the Conference at Oxford. Despite the dis- 
couragements of those first years, he corresponded contmually about 
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the future peace. He was resolute on the need to refrain from making 
an overture, or anything that might be construed as an overture, to the 
enemy, until a decisive mihtary victory had been won. Here he did not 
altogether agree with the Bishop of Chichester’s distinction between 
‘‘good” and “bad” Germans. “I fear all this means,” he wrote to the 
Bishop, “that — to use the language of the day — ^you are an optimist and 
I am a reaHst.” 

He took a sympathetic interest in “The Sword of the Spirit,” a move- 
ment initiated by the Roman Catholic Church with the purpose of 
uniting all men of good will in a crusade of prayer and of combating the 
totalitarian systems. Roman CathoHcs alone could be full members, 
but the help of others was invited. With the encouragement of the 
Archbishop and the leaders of the Free Churches, meetings were addressed 
from a common platform, and a joint committee was set up for “parallel 
action in the rehgious, and joint action in the social and international 
field.” The movement made a considerable impact upon public opinion, 
incidentally manifesting a new friendliness and co-operation between 
Canterbury and Westminster ; but with the death of Cardinal Hinsley 
it lost much of its impetus. 

Nor, despite the difficulties of those days, was Lang inactive in the 
Diocese. 

During the past two years I have addressed great numbers of Church 
Parades of the troops, crowded m the villages of Kent, in the country 
churches. These smaller parades are much more satisfactory than 
larger gathermgs of the troops : it is so much easier to keep their 
attention. I have been much impressed by their unfading attentive- 
ness. . . . Best of all, I thmk, were the London Scottish in Bridge 
Church. 

Of these he added in his diary : 

It was dehghtful to hear the old Scottish paraphrases, and being rather 
picked men they were so intelligent and attentive that it was an 
inspiration to speak to them. 

At the same time he steadily pursued his aim of visiting at least once 
every parish in the Diocese, however small or remote, and actually 
completed his task on Sunday, March 22nd, 1942. 

During the early months of the War he spoke Httle in the House of 
Lords, but on October 23rd, 1941, he made two speeches. The first was 
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on Russia, about which he said plainly that without forgetting or con- 
doning ‘‘the excesses and persecutions’" he had so often denounced, in 
view of the uprising of the Russian people in defence of their country, 
they must now be regarded as allies against a common enemy. His 
second speech, in support of Lord Samuel, was on the danger of 
excessive restrictions on materials and labour needed for the production 
of books which were of value in sustaining the spirit of the people. 

Ballure was out of reach, Cuddesdon was soon to close down, and 
All Souls, where he was now Visitor, was his last haven. On November 
1st, 1941, he was there for a Gaudy, staying with the Warden, singing 
the Mallard’s Song in Hall, and celebrating Holy Communion in the 
Chapel on Sunday morning. 
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RESIGNATION 

D UBJNG the summer months of 1941, and particularly during 
walks at Ramsden, the Archbishop had been coming to a decision. 

My bodily health was excellent, I was not conscious — whatever 
others may have been — of any serious diminution of such mental 
powers as I may ever have had. I had indeed been aware of becoming 
more easily tired than I used to be and of feeling with a greater sense 
of oppression the burden of problems constantly arising and of 
ceaseless and wearisome correspondence. I confess that I began to 
have a longing for reHef from these burdens. But deeper down, and 
I hope stronger, was the growing conviction that these times called 
for quahties of mind and spirit in such leadership as the Archbishopric 
involves which I cotJd not expect to have at my age, in my seventy- 
eighth year. It had become clear that this awful War would last 
longer than had once been expected, at the least till, say, 1944. I 
would then be eighty. At, and indeed before, the end of the War, 
great problems of reconstruction in Church and State would emerge 
which a man of that age could not be expected to be able to tackle. 
If so, the man who would be responsible for meeting these problems 
then ought to be responsible for preparing for them now. And there 
was the next Lambeth Conference due to meet as soon as possible 

after the War At such a time it would be perhaps the most fateful 

Lambeth Conference ever held. In view of the wholly new circum- 
stances, all my full and careful preparations for the Conference which 
was to have been held in 1940 must be scrapped. Two things were 
plain : one that I would be too old to preside over such a Conference ; 
the other, that he who would preside ought now to be in a position 
to prepare. 

All these considerations, as I thought and prayed about them, 
brought me before I left Ramsden to an increasmgly clear conviction 
that I ought ere long to resign and to make way for a yoxmger man. 
Of course, my one hope was that that yoimger man might be William 
Temple. 
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There were still two things which troubled me : (i) Was my real 
motive a selfish longing for rehef from the burdens of office ? Motives 
are always mixed, and no doubt on the surface that motive was there. 
But, as I have already said, I hope that beneath the surface the real 
motive was pubUc duty. (2) Ought I not to hold on till the great 
struggle was over and see it through ? This was what the Prime 
Minister pressed upon me when I told him what was in my mind. 
But, for the reasons given above, plainly to wait till the War was 
over would be too late. 

Thus by November (1941) I had made up my own mind that I 
ought to resign and that my resignation, if approved, should be made 
pubhc by a statement to the Convocation of Canterbury on January 
2ist (1942) and take effect on March 31st. 

I spoke about it definitely to the Prime Minister on November 
27th, and to the Bang when I spent a night at Windsor Castle on 
December 12th. The King and Queen were full of understanding 
sympathy — especially the Queen, who spoke about my intention 
with her usual quiet wisdom. She recognises that this is no time for 
the leadership of elderly gentlemen! As there was some talk of 
his going to the United States, I had to tell the Archbishop of York 
what was in the wind. 

Two personal difficulties had to be faced. How and where was he 
to live after resignation ? He would receive a pension of ^^1500, subject, 
of course, to taxation. At Bishopthorpe and Lambeth he had saved a 
little, a few himdred pounds in War Loan and a Life Insurance poUcy of 
^9000 being his only assets. Apart from his own needs, “what troubled 
me much was that it would be quite impossible to make any financial 
provision for my old and faithful servants.” He does not mention the 
further vexation of a claim for surtax for the last year at Lambeth, which 
he would have to pay after relinquishing the income of an Archbishop, 
A few of his friends, learning of this claim, raised ^2000 and so enabled 
him to meet it. The larger problem was solved for him by the generosity 
of someone whose name, by the Archbishop’s exphcit direction, caimot 
even now be disclosed. This friend gave him ;£i5,ooo, “I have no 
words in which to describe what I thought, and thmk, of this extra- 
ordmarily generous gift. My first instinct was to refuse it ; but the way 
he put it to me, and my knowledge that his chief pleasure in Hfe was to 
show kindness to his friends, made this impossible.” 
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Then where was he to hve ? At first he thought his home would 
have to be a villa in an outer suburb, but the King dispelled this depressing 
prospect with the offer of a “grace and favour” house on Kew Green, 
adjoining the Gardens. These acts of kindness enabled him to put out 
of his mind the practical problems which could not determine, but must 
necessarily comphcate, his decision. 

The announcement of his resignation was to be made in Convocation 
on January 21st; but two days earher he took the Diocesan Bishops of 
England and Wales into his confidence. On Wednesday the 21st he 
met both Houses of Convocation in full Synod. He was, he told them, 
in his seventy-eighth year and had been an Archbishop for thirty-three 
years. In resigning, he had no selfish motive or desire to escape from 
the burdens of office. But a younger man was needed for the great tasks 
of reconstruction which would await the Church after the War and for 
the crucial Lambeth Conference. 

You can realise what it means for any man who for long years has 
been in the very centre of great affairs of Church and State to con- 
template a sudden withdrawal to some obscure place m the circum- 
ference, and to face the restraints and inconveniences of very slender 
means. 

He was conscious of his own failures and therefore 

must needs welcome the prospect of a few years when, by God's 
grace, I may be able to gain that communion with Him which has 
been so sadly broken by the incessant pressure of work, and to 
prepare aright for the last stage in the journey of life. 

The phrasing did not show the Archbishop at his happiest, and the 
reference to “very slender means” was to be recalled and to provoke 
some private comment after his death, when what remained of his friend's 
gift was added to his insurance policy. The news of the resignation was 
a surprise to all the members except the Bishops, and both in Convocation 
and next day in the Press his decision was sympathetically received. 
“Assuredly,” ran the leading article in the Times, “there is no soft 
cushion in the Chair of St. Augustine.” 

On February 4th he took his leave of the Church Assembly. 

So I bade farewell to Convocation and the Church Assembly. I 
must frankly confess that this was not to me a very grievous loss. 
Convocation had always been a trouble and a trial, especially the 
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proceedings of the Lower House. And though in a measure I always 
enjoyed the duties of Chairman of the Church Assembly, it was 
often wearisome to be tied to the Chair during long debates in which 
the most frequent speakers were often the least able or useful ; and 
it was difficult to suffer the inevitable bores gladly. 

So it was settled. “The only thing that does trouble me,” he wrote 
to Mrs. Crawley, “is the thought that my life-work is over and that I 
have done so Httle with it.” 

At the end of March he came to his last week. 

On Sunday, March 22nd, I ended my long effort to visit every church 
in the Diocese pubHcly at least once, by visiting St. Peter’s, Folke- 
stone. This was the one church which I had been unable to visit at 
all, as the incumbent was one — the only one — of the clergy who had 
refused to obey my very tolerant injunction about the Reserved 
Sacrament. But I could not bear to leave it out at the end ; and 
though the incumbent was still obstinate, I felt I must not penaKse 
the people or refuse them a parting Blessing. 

On the same afternoon he held the last of those Confirmations “which 
had always been the chief joy of my episcopate.” On Tuesday the 
24th he was in Canterbury Cathedral, with “a vast crowd filling and 
overflowing the Choir.” After giving his Blessing at the High Altar, 
“I went out with the strains of thanksgiving for all God’s undeserved 
mercies, the hymn which always moves me, ‘Glorious things of Thee 
are spoken, Zion, city of our God.’” That night was his last in the Old 
Palace, and next morning, in the Crypt of St. Paul’s, he consecrated, as 
his penultimate archiepiscopal act, the newly appointed Bishop of 
Willesden, son of his old friend from the North, Dr. Gresford Jones, the 
Bishop of Warrington. His very last act was the Confirmation of 
Princess Elizabeth on Saturday the 28th at Windsor. 

I had always hoped that I might have this privilege. The night before 
I spent at the Castle and had a full talk with the Htde lady alone. She 
had been prepared by Stafibrd Crawley at Windsor, and though 
naturally not very communicative, she showed real inteUigence and 
understanding. I thought much, but rightly said little, of the responsi- 
bilities which may be awaiting her in the future — ^this future more 
than ever unknown. The Confirmation itself was very simple — ^in 
the ugly private Chapel at the Castle — only a few relations and friends 
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and the boys of St. George’s choir present. . . . My address was just 
what I have so often given in country churches. And so the blessing 
of one who may be Queen was the last official act of this very un- 
worthy Archbishop of Canterbury. 

To move house after nearly fourteen years was a formidable business, 
but once more the invaluable Lumley Green-Wilkinson was at hand to 
shoulder the burden. Lang spent a few days at Fulham as the guest of 
the Bishop of London, but beyond trying to sort out the books he wished 
to keep from the accumulations of fifty years, he left most of the work 
to his chaplain. On April ist he was no longer Archbishop, but the 
King, following his father’s action with Dr. Davidson, had made him 
a Baron, so that he would still have a seat in the House of Lords. Next 
day (Maundy Thursday) Lang drove to Cuddesdon, where he stayed 
over Easter. Here he poured out his reflexions and meditations in one 
of his notebooks. 

How strange to be here immediately after my resignation took effect 
on March 3 ist ! I can only put on record one or two leading thoughts 
which have come to me. Of course, very constantly the thought 
of having been here at the beginning of all my ministry fifty-two 
years ago and being here now at the end. . . . And yet is it really an 
ending ? An ending, yes, of outward activity, of ministry to others ; 
but must it not be a new beginning, of inward activity, of ministry 
at last to my own soul ? I see all along, so to say, two selves— the 
outer and the inner man, never wholly united. God knows the 
weakness and failure of the outer man— Priest, Bishop, Archbishop. 
Yet I cannot doubt that there has been all along the inner man, the 
man God meant me to be, deep down, often submerged, yet by 
God’s Grace kept alive, from time to time coming forth, as here or 
in the “Cell” at Ballure. Even at the beginning, in my resolve to 
be ordained, how much there may have been of a mixture of motives 
on the surface — disappointment at the fading away of chances of a 
political career beginning at the Bar, etc. ! Yet I am humbly sure 
there was an inward sense of vocation, that God was calHng me and 
that I must obey. And then all the discovery here, those fifty-two 
years ago, of a new life for the inner man, a new and vivid sense of 
real communion with God in Christ, a new experience of the joy of 
that communion in the Holy Communion — something which I hope 
I may call a real conversion. And now at the end, doubtless the same 
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mixture of motives, longing for die relief from the burden of office 
and all its heaviness. And yet beneath this, a real belief that it was 
God’s Will for me and for the Church that I should make way for 
a younger man. It is this that I must trust. 

So there must be not an ending but a new beginning, a new life 
for this inner man, a new remaking of my own soul. I know that 
here there may be a conflict of duties. The letters which have come 
to me from all sorts of people, high and low, rich and poor, express 
the hope that I may still be available for active influence in affairs of 
Church and State, and sometimes that I may have more time for 
personal influence on persons. There will be the temptation to turn 
from all this too completely to the inner hfe; and I must guard 
against making that an excuse for mere desultory idleness or self- 
chosen pursuits. And yet I feel sure that the real meaning of this 
change is that the inner man, God’s man in me, who has always so 
fitfully but so constantly been aUve in me deep down below the 
surface, may at last have his chance. And whatever personal influence 
I may have must come from this source. After all, it is that inner 
man, the inner soul, that will matter when the final change comes at 
death ; and I must prepare for this other new beginning. 

He attended the services on Good Friday, sitting in the pew where 
he had sat on a Sunday afternoon fifiy-three years ago. During that day 
and the next the words of the old hymns, “Abide with me,” “Just as I 
am,” and “Rock of Ages” “keep rising in my heart” ; and unmentioned, 
but surely with them, was “O Love, who formedst me to wear,” with 
the refrain which ran through his head all through the days of his Ordina- 
tion and recurred so often afterwards. On Easter Eve he made his 
Confession, spending most of the day either in the Parish Church or in 
the College Chapel. “Once again, by God’s goodness, a very real and 
strong sense of the presence of my Lord with me . . . something of the 
old inward vision of the Lord stooping down from the Cross, laying 
His hands upon me, and drawing me into union with Himself.” So he 
came to the great services of Easter. On Simday evening he had supper 
at the Vicarage. Some of the students were there, and afterwards they 
all sang songs. The day closed with festal Comphne, at the end of which 
he gave his Blessing. 

The sight of the surpHced youths, the sound of the Compline psalms, 
recalling that night fifty-three years ago when I had, as I thought, 
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heard in the Church the new call to turn from all my old ambitions, 
and then the walk back to Oxford and All Souls by Shotover in a 
quiet amazement and thnll. So agam a new beginning where the 
old beginnmg was made. 

He would never again spend Holy Week at Cuddesdon. Next day 
he left, making “my last journey in the car which has served me well 
since 1935, with Walter Wells, my ‘good companion’ on so many 
journeys for more than thirty-one years.” “This,” he added, “was one 
of the ‘last times’ which gave me most pain.” 



Chapter XXXVI 

THE KING’S COTTAGE 

O N April isdi, 1942, Lang moved into the King’s Cottage. It was 
on Kew Green, almost opposite the parish church. 

It had been bought by George HI, and the last tenant had been the 
Infanta Beatrice of Spain, a sister of Queen Marie of Rumania, 
who had left it two years before. The King had taken a personal 
interest in the matter, had arranged that the Infanta’s tenancy 
should cease, and had even visited the house with the Queen. 
Lumley Green-Wilkinson went to see it on January i6th (1942) 
and sent me a glowing report, and I paid my first visit to it on 
January 31st. 

‘Tt is not,” he added, “a cottage, but a roomy Georgian house.” 
It is a rambling building with many small rooms, some barely habitable 
attics, a number of almost unusable cellars, and a pleasant first floor, 
with a study overlooking Kew Gardens and a big room, which Lang 
divided into two, turning one half into a chapel. For staff he had McDade, 
the butler from Lambeth, his wife, and Gertrude Castle, who had been 
for many years in service at the Old Palace. In 1943, however, McDade 
was called up for munition work, and in the following year, to Lang’s 
sorrow, died of heart failure.^ 

One of the greatest attractions of the new house was a private door 
into Kew Gardens, where Lang was never tired of walking by himself 
or with visiting friends. 

“Day after day,” he wrote in the first month of his tenancy, “the 
Gardens, radiant with blossoms and fresh green and daffodils and 
other spring flowers, unfolded their beauties. I wandered at will 
and almost in an ecstasy of delight through those lovely glades. I 
reahse with continuing thankfiilness what it means, and will mean, 
to have these Gardens at my door, compensating for the loss of my 
own gardens at Bishopthorpe and Lambeth.” 

They were, he told the Bishop of Pretoria, “an xmending pleasure” ; 

^ Mrs. Opie and Martha Saville, his servants of so many years, had retired with pensions, 
the latter dying in 1942, the former in 1948. 
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he took a proprietary interest in them, and another friend has suggested 
that he “knew the name and history of every tree,” 

The new life, therefore, had its compensations. 

“I fear,” he wrote to Mrs. Crawley in May, “I am only too well 
contented with my charming house and the glories of Kew Gardens, 
and too reluctant to undertake any sort of public work again for the 
present. I do not in the least mind being alone. . . . The pictures, 
furniture, etc., do not suggest ‘memories and ghosts’ so much as 
thankfulness for good days I have had.” 

He missed his car and would have, he said, to accustom himself to 
becoming once more, as in the Stepney days, a “bus bishop.” This 
transformation was quite unnecessary. Out of the proceeds from the 
sale of the Armstrong-Siddeley, supplemented by the gifts of some 
friends, a fund was formed to enable him to hire a car whenever he wished 
to go to London. But with a bus at his door and the District Railway a 
few minutes distant, the ineradicable Scot in him could not bear the 
extravagance. “My Scottish nature revolts,” he said, “against paying 
two pounds ten for a car when I can go to the House of Lords and back 
for one and sixpence.” 

More serious was “the loss of frequent celebrations of the Holy 
Communion.” Kew parish church was “ a seemly Queen Anne building,” 
and its Vicar, the Rev. A. L. Evan Hopkins, whom Lang himself had 
ordained, had Holy Communion on Simdays and Saints Days only.^ 
The relations between Vicarage and Cottage were extremely cordial, and 
at two Christmases Lang went over to a party, presiding with benevolent 
dignity over the children’s bran tub. On Sunday mornings Lang would 
appear in the vestry with the question, “What are my orders for to-day, 
my dear Vicar?” The “orders” were generally to read the lessons, an 
unfamiHar task for Archbishops which he enjoyed and performed 
perfectly. 

His own Chapel was ready in the autumn. 

The Altar I had taken from the Chapel at the Old Palace, as it was 
my own, the money for it having been given to me by a generous 
personal gift from the Diocese of Leicester some years ago. The 
very beautiful hangings on the walls were the gift of many friends 
in the Diocese of Canterbury. The Chapel has a real beauty and a 

1 So Lang mote, but in fact there was and is a mid-week Communion Service at Kew 
parish church. 
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real atmosphere of devotion. At present I have not been able to 
have more than a weekly celebration, at which the Vicar and his 
curate form the regular congregation. But I rejoice in having this 
hallowed place for my own daily offices, prayers and meditations. 

On April 15 th he made his first appearance in the House of Lords 
as Lord Lang of Lambeth, being sponsored by Lord Macmillan, “an old 
friend and a brother Scot,” and Lord Wigram. He was touched by the 
imwonted attendance of his colleague of Coronation days, the Duke of 
Norfolk, who appeared in the gorgeous raiment of Earl Marshal and 
conducted the proceedings. “The ceremony, with its elaborate bowings 
and putting on and off of three-cornered hats, always seemed to me to 
have the atmosphere of Alice in Wonderland!^ Returning as a junior 
baron to the House, of which he had been a member for thirty-six years, 
he declared that he felt like a boy who, after being top of the school, 
comes back to sit in one of the junior forms ; and a reader of Vice Versa 
suggested that he should be called “Archbishop Bultitude.” The House 
was now his chief remaining link with the world of affairs, and during 
the next two and a half years he attended and spoke fairly frequently — 
notably on the punishment of war crimmals, in support of the Beveridge 
Report, m criticism of area bombing, and on the need to protect art 
treasures in the theatres of war. 

There were also sermons, which showed no decline in his powers. 
On June 14th, 1942, he preached at All Souls, which, on his ceasing to 
be Visitor, had elected him an Honorary Fellow, thus preserving an 
association of more than fifty years. His sermon on the place of the 
Chapel in the life of the College was well up to the old standard and 
was afterwards printed. In the autumn he was at Eton Chapel. Sub- 
sequently the Provost, Lord Quickswood, wrote that he had been going 
through the preachers during the half with the Captam of School and 
the Captain of Oppidans, with die idea of discovenng who should and 
who should not be asked to come again, and that they had marked 
Archbishop Lord Lang a+, a class which so far no other visitor had 
reached. 

He had now more time to see his friends. Lumley Green-Wilkinson 
was a regular visitor and kept a watchful eye on the Archbishop’s busi- 
ness. “It was,” he said, “a dehghtful change to be welcomed to long 
talks about his affairs, in place of the struggles to get an innings of the 
Lambeth days when, after waiting about for ages to get his wishes on 
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really important matters concerning his personal affairs, I would be 
greeted with ‘Go away, Lumley, I can’t possibly spare you a mmute/” 
Another occasional and most welcome caller was Don, who had 
left him in 1941 to be Rector of St. Margaret’s, Westminster. Queen 
Mary and the young King Peter of Jugoslavia were other visitors at the 
Edng’s Cottage. There were neighbours, too, whom he liked to see (m 
moderation), and in particular Gilbert Coleridge, his old collaborator 
in founding the Oxford University Dramatic Society. 

These were some of the amenities of retirement, Lang had his 
momeiits of regret, when he contrasted what he had been with what he 
was. 

‘T listened two nights ago,” he wrote to the Bishop of Pretoria on 
Apnl 25th, “to a B.B.C. record of William Temple’s enthronement 
at Canterbury vnth very mingled feelings. I remembered my own 
enthronement of thirteen years ago and reahsed very poignantly 
that another has taken my place in my glorious Cathedral. On the 
other hand, I am most thankful that that other is William Temple.” 

A month later he told Arthur Ford : 

Here I am writing in the midst of the Kew Gardens, radiant in their 
spring beauty, and the contrast with this devastating war is bitter. 
... It IS not easy to adjust myself to this new life and the thought 
that my hfe’s work is now behind me with all my failures. It is hard 
to bear. But God is merciful and will, I trust, forgive ; and I must be 
thankful for all His goodness and mercy to me then and now. 

But he was sure he had been right to go. “How wise I was,” he 
wrote to the Bishop of Pretoria, “to resign when people were saying, 
‘Why should he ?’ instead of waiting till they were saying, ‘Why hasn’t 
he?’” 

A year later, “I cannot deny, now that the novelty has worn off, I 
regret that retirement” ; but he had not, he added, changed his mind 
about its wisdom. 

Best of all was the return to Ballure, where now he could spend all 
the months of the summer. He was no longer the tenant of the little 
house. 

Daisy Macdonald, since Jock and his wife entered mto possession of 
Largie Castle> very naturally wished to make this house her home. 
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So she asked me and I most willingly consented to let her have it. 
So she is now responsible for it, has put much of her own furniture 
into it, manages servants and household affairs, the only condition 
being that I should be free to come whenever and as long as I wished 
in the years that may remain. 

The arrangement suited Lang admirably and gave him the added 
advantage of Mrs. Macdonald’s compamonship — “a great blessing.” 
The charm of the place and the peace of “the Cell” were unfading. 
“The more I know it the more I love it,” he wrote to the Bishop of 
Pretoria, whose only fault in Lang’s eyes was that he had never properly 
appreciated Ballure. Lang spent three months there in 1942 and agam 
in 1943, when the weather was “consistently unfriendly.” In 1944, 
when he was nearing his eightieth birthday, he was there for four months. 
“I can trudge the moors and hills,” he wrote to Stafford Crawley, “not 
as if I were fifty, yet certainly not as if I were eighty.” 

At last he had time to read without mterruption, and more and more 
he went back to favourites like Scott and Stevenson. Scott was his first 
and oldest choice. “I myself vividly remember,” he had told the Sir 
Walter Scott Club of Edinburgh many years before, “as one of the land- 
marks of my life the day on which in my boyhood my father gave me 
Guy Mannering to read.” Since then he had read the novels over and 
over again and “it is still one of the dehghts of prepanng for a holiday 
to ask the question, ‘Which of the Waverleys shall we take?’” He 
loved all, or nearly all, of them, giving the palm to The Bride of Lammer- 
moor, Scott “wrote not because he was a hterary craftsman, but because 
he was at heart a soldier and sportsman, a neighbour of all sorts and 
kinds of people, and a fervid Scot.” Significantly, Lang praised his 
“superb absence of self-consciousness,” adding, “Where he is greatest 
he is the possession of his own countrymen.” 

At Ballure, with a Waverley novel on his knees, Lang could almost 
forget the bomb-shocked world without and wander happily in a past 
which, as it receded, grew more and more alluring. He wrote and 
re-read the notes he had written on his Life and pondered often on that 
long and dusty road which had taken him from Woodlands Terrace to 
Lambeth. Even in remote Ballure, however, the War made occasional 
intrusion, as when the Admiralty put up a bombing range close to “the 
Point” and so intermittently mterfered with a favourite walk. 

Then, as summer turned to autumn, he would return to Kew, to 
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the refreshment of the Gardens, and the House of Lords, and the visits 
of friends. He found the restrictions of wartime a little irksome, now 
that he had no chaplains to take the strain, and complained of the com- 
plexities and rigours of rationing (mitigated for him by Mrs. McDade 
and by regular gifts of marmalade from the Parkers in South Africa). 

At the end of October 1944 he was shocked and distressed by the 
death of his successor, William Temple. 

‘T had a long letter from him two days before,” he wrote to Mrs. 
Macdonald, “full of hope for his recovery. Then that horrid in- 
fection reached his heart. . . . Passing strange indeed that he, in the 
fulness of his power and influence, should have been taken, and I, 
old and out, left. I don’t like to think of the loss to Church and 
Nation. . . . But I keep on saying two things — the bewilderment ? 
‘God knows and God reigns’ : the personal loss ? Think of his life 
rather than of his death, what it was and what it now 

The appointment of Dr. Fisher to succeed Wilham Temple was 
expected and appreciated, but Lang, mindful of his own aversion from 
being seen smoking in public, was mildly shocked by a photograph of 
the new Archbishop “with a pipe in his mouth.” Dr. Fisher, however, 
brought the score level a httle later when he came to All Souls as its 
Visitor. Lang, as usual, sang the Mallard Song, and the Archbishop, 
being unfamiliar with the habits of the College, was somewhat concerned 
by the spectacle of so venerable a figure chanting so ribald a ditty. 

The next year saw victory and peace. “Strange,” Lang wrote to 
Lumley Green-Wilkinson, “to be so completely out of all these cele- 
brations, when I was so very much m the middle of them.” He was 
back at Ballure, with the weather “better, I think, than I can remember.” 
He reported that he was not so “gleg” on his legs as before, espeaally 
when he was going downhill ; and those about him noticed a failure in 
strength. One afternoon, when he went to have a bath, he found that 
he could not get up and, the door being locked, was rescued with some 
difficulty and embarrassment by his hostess and a farm labourer. After- 
wards he laughed over his predicament, and on November ist, writing 
to Mrs. Macdonald, referred to it obliquely by remindiug her of some 
verses in the 4th chapter of Ecclesiastes : 

Two are better than one ; because they have a good reward for their 
labour. For if they fall, the one will lift up his fellow : but woe to 
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him that is alone when he falleth ; for he hath not another to help 
him up. 

On October 28th he preached at King’s School, Canterbury. No 
record of his sermon was taken, for he spoke with such ease and per- 
fection of phrase that the editor of the Cantuarian was sure there would 
be a prepared text ; but when he asked for it, he was told there was none : 
the Archbishop had been speaking from notes. 

He was at Oxford for the Octave of All Souls and once again sang 
the Mallard Song with all his old vigour. On the afternoon of 
November 5th he took a walk with Sir Charles Grant Robertson, who 
afterwards wrote : 

While we discussed many thmgs from the late ’eighties of the nine- 
teenth century to the problems of November 1945, we turned into 
Magdalen and talked of that College too. Lang halted in the cloisters, 
pomted to the Tower, and then added : ‘Tt was here that I wrestled 
with the question whether I could leave this place, and St. Mary’s, 
and All Souls, and go, as I was pressed, to Portsea. At times under 
that Tower I felt it was impossible. I must refuse and stay m Oxford, 
and work out the life I had planned as a don. And then with a great 
wrench I accepted.” He paused. *T suppose,” he said slowly, ‘T 
was right. What do you think ?” 

On December 3rd he was in his place in the House of Lords for the 
debate on hydro-electric development in Scotland. 

‘T can speak,” he said, “with some knowledge of the Highlands, 
especially of the West Higlilands. I have had a home there for fifty 
years, and no words of mine can express what I have owed during 
a long and laborious life to the refreshment and recreation of the 
scenery of the Highlands.” 

He would surely have chosen no other theme for his farewell. 

On December 4th Mrs. Ford came to him for the night. He was 
looking very old, “especially the eyes,” but seemed in good health and 
spirits. They had so much to talk about, as their common memories 
went back through Bishopthorpe and the Deanery at York to die days 
when he was a curate at Leeds Parish Church and she was a girl at the 
Vicarage. They spoke, too, of the havoc of war and the disorder of the 
times. Mrs. Ford wished that she were twenty years younger and might 
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see the coming to birth of a new world. ‘"No,” Lang replied, “I don’t 
think I feel Hke that. I think I have had enough of this one.” 

They said Evensong together in the Httle Chapel, and next morning, 
Wednesday, December 5th, before she went, Lang showed her a 
Christmas card he had just had from the Duchess of Kent. He put it 
on his writing-table, where later that day it was found. He took Mrs. 
Ford into the Chapel to give her his Blessing and to pray for the repose 
of the soul of Christopher, her soldier son who had fallen in Italy. Then 
he went down the stairs with her to see her ojff. “How lovely those 
Christmases were with you at Canterbury ! ” she said as she left. 

He, too, had a tram to catch, for he had an appointment at the Natural 
History Museum and m the afternoon the House of Lords was debating 
the distress m Central Europe. Saying goodbye to Mrs. Ford had delayed 
him a little and, disobeying his doctor, who had told him his heart was 
not very strong, he set off in a hurry. He went by his private door 
into the Gardens, and then along Kew Gardens Road. He reached the 
short incline which leads up to the District Station. About half-way up 
it is a fishmonger’s shop. A queue of women were waiting there to be 
served, and as they stood, they saw an elderly clergyman come hurrying 
by. Just as he passed the shop he stumbled and fell. Lady Cynthia 
Slessor, who was standing in the queue, left it and helped him to a chair. 
He kept on saying, “I must get to the station, I must get to the station.” 
Someone telephoned to the King’s Cottage. An ambulance was sent for, 
but failed to come ; and presently a large police car appeared. Lang, 
who by now was scarcely conscious, was Hfted into it and driven to 
Eichmond Hospital. When they arrived a lady doctor came out, looked 
at Lang, and said that he was dead. The hospital would not take in the 
body, so the car drove on to the PubHc Mortuary. Here, a httle later, 
a post-mortem found that the Archbishop had died of heart failure. 
Lumley Green-Wilkinson, who had hastened to Kew, then took the body 
to the httle Chapel at the King’s Cottage, where, in the presence of 
Bishop Norman Lang and the household, he said a Requiem. 

The funeral was on December loth. The first service was at eleven 
o’clock in Westminster Abbey before a large company, a Requiem 
Eucharist being simultaneously sung in the Eastern Crypt of Canterbury 
Cathedral. The body was then moved to Canterbury, where that after- 
noon at three o’clock the leading clergy of the Cathedral and the Diocese 
escorted it in procession to the High Altar. After the funeral service the 
body was cremated, the ashes lying that mght on the Altar in the Chapel 
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of the Old Palace. Next morning they were taken to the Chapel of 
Our Lady Undercroft m the Crypt, where they remained during the 
Celebration of Holy Communion at eight o’clock. Afterwards, in the 
presence of the Dean and Canons, representatives of the King’s Scholars 
and a few others, the Archbishop of Canterbury (Dr. Fisher) committed 
them in the Chapel of St. Stephen in the North-East Transept; and 
there they now lie, close to the tomb of Archbishop Chichele, the 
founder of All Souls College, withm the Cathedral which Lang had 
loved so well. 



Chapter XXXVII 

COSMO GORDON LANG 

L ang would not have been the man he was if, in the time of leisure 
after his retirement, he had not constantly asked himself what kind 
of an Archbishop he had been ; or if his answer had not shown the depth 
of his own disappointment. Once again it must be emphasised that his 
judgments on Inmself should not be taken as decisive. His sense of the 
theatre was far too strong. He would always see himself moving 
through a drama in which mighty forces contended for noble causes, 
going forward to resounding victory or down to total defeat. Even 
when he was an old man and knew that hfe was not like that, or was 
seldom hke that, he never entirely rejected this pattern. '‘Lanffanc, 
Anselm, Becket, Laud,” he had recited to his visitors. Where did he 
stand in such a company? What comparable achievement could he 
claim ? He was sure of some purpose in the call he had had in Cuddesdon 
Church all those years ago. Yet he had not led his country back into an 
Age of Faith. No striking historical act had marked his primacy. He 
had been neither a great statesman nor a saint. Therefore he felt that 
he had failed. 

In such an argument he must not be allowed the last word. Of 
course, if success is to be measured only by expectation, he was right : 
by any other yardstick he was wrong. It is true that he had no big 
constructive reforms to his credit. He was — especially in his later years 
— ^inchned to allow troubles to come to him and to deal with them as 
they arrived. He did not frame a policy and tirelessly push it through. 
He had presided over the Commission on Cathedrals and sponsored 
through Parhament the measure which gave them a new and more 
secure foundation. He had subsequently supported the venture of 
Church House, with its heavy financial commitment. But these were 
scarcely reforms of the first order. He did not settle a single one of the 
outstandmg problems of the Church, such as the Prayer Book, the 
Ecclesiastical Courts, the doctrinal divisions, the relations between Church 
and State, Education, or finance. All these he left very much as he 
found them. But that in itself was more of an achievement than it 
sounds. He inherited a position of acute difficulty. The controversy 
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over the Prayer Book had embittered the various parties and dislocated 
the dehcate balance of Church and State. In 1928 a great many people 
w'ere saying that the Estabhshment must go and that the Church might 
disintegrate. Whatever may be thought of Lang’s treatment of a 
menacing situation, when he retired in 1942 the talk of DisestabHshment 
had died away and a much friendlier spirit prevailed within the Church. 
He may not have solved the problems he inherited; but at least he 
produced an atmosphere more favourable to an eventual solution, and 
in one instance, at any rate, that of Education, tliis improvement was to 
be of material assistance to his successor. 

Something similar might be said of his work for Reunion, which 
was probably his most important service to the Church and to Christen- 
dom. What he actually did may not appear to amount to very much 
by comparison with what is still to be done. He did succeed in estab- 
lishing a new and closer relationship with the Old CathoHcs, the Orthodox 
and some of the Scandmavian Churches. But more significant than any 
progress in inter-communion or inter-consecration was the impetus 
given towards unity, the general growth in mutual understanding, the 
marking of the lines of future advance ; and what he began in 1920 he 
would have carried forward a further stage in 1940, if the War had not 
spoilt his plans and halted the whole movement. 

More difficult to assess and therefore to appreciate is what can best 
be described as the ‘‘virtuosity” of his administration. The bulk of his 
work was with an infinity' of detail, of letters to be answered, people to 
be seen, decisions to be made, meetings to be guided. The subjects may 
seem of httle consequence now : they may not have been of much con- 
sequence even then; but cumulatively they form the business of an 
Archbishop, and the swiftness and success with which he manages them 
are one of the tests of a primacy. The passengers in a ship are usually 
unaware of what is happening in the engine-room. They know if their 
voyage is retarded by some mechanical breakdown and may drop a 
word of recognition if the ship comes punctually and flawlessly to 
port ; but the multiplicity of processes behmd either event is beyond 
their ken. 

Lang’s industry has often been observed. To the end of his time it 
never failed to astomsh those who worked -with or for him. His devotion 
to duty drove him on when others might have rested without any sense 
of default. He had exceptional administrative abiHty and was a most 
skilful chairman, as careful and effective in the larger affairs of the Church 
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as he was heedless and helpless in the smaller affairs of Lang. His day by 
day decisions, his judgments of men and of issues, were very sure. He 
nearly always knew the right answer to any question that was brought 
to him ; or it might be truer to say that he always knew the wrong 
answers and never gave them. People might and did complain of a lack 
of leadership on some particular point, and Lang was perhaps over- 
cautious, too reluctant to commit himself to a definite course, too ready, 
when face to face with some rocky protuberance, to float away from it 
on generahties. He would probably have admitted as much, but have 
explamed that this manoeuvre was necessary in the circumstances of the 
Church, or of any Church. ‘‘I am sometimes tempted to think,’’ he 
told Father Talbot, “that the pronouncements from the Vatican are 
hardly less platitudmous than those wliich emanate from Lambeth.” 
But temperament as well as policy inchned him to this attitude, for he 
disliked and distrusted the clear-cut, dogmatic decision, either on a con- 
temporary issue or on a religious behef. As he had once told Bishop 
Talbot, one half of his mind on the great questions of religion was a 
big question mark. He was content with mystery : indeed, he much 
preferred it to some unsatisfying elucidation. 

He kept his particular caution fot new and untried propositions, 
brought to him as a rule by an enthusiast who saw very clearly its merits, 
without weighing its influence upon the work of the Church in other 
spheres. Lang always had the whole landscape in his mind’s eye and 
was careful to do nothmg that might upset the balance of the picture. 
It followed that whatever disappointment he may sometimes have given 
to individuals, the Church m lus time enjoyed a secunty it only fully 
realised when he was no longer there, a comfortable assurance that at 
Lambeth a wise head and a firm hand were in control. 

As difficult to assess was the place Lang occupied in the national life. 
To this he attached the greatest importance. The present Dean of 
Westminster told him that his name was “a household word throughout 
the inhabited globe . . . acknowledged by all to stand for something that 
counts in the affairs of men.” This may be thought an overstatement. 
That much-quoted person, the man in the street, may know little of and 
care less for any Archbishop of Canterbury, and what he knew of Lang 
was often neither true nor important — that he had a very large income 
and lived in a Palace, or that he had a lot to do with the abdication of 
Eung Edward VIII. What is both true and important is that many of 
the most influential people in the country respected and leaned upon his 
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judgment ; that his oratory made him a welcome and conspicuous guest 
at the meetings of innumerable learned societies and organisations ; that 
his mastery of the broadcast brought him into occasional and fleeting 
contact with a wider circle of hsteners ; that he did inconspicuous but 
notable service to a number of institutions like the British Museum and 
Charterhouse and as a member of countless committees with a wide 
variety of purpose ; that in the House of Lords, as in Convocation or the 
Church Assembly, he had an unusual talent for controlling a debate and 
bringing it to the conclusion he wanted ; and that he knew nearly all 
the people who mattered most in the nation’s afiairs and knew some of 
them very well. At least it can be asserted that in his time the Arch- 
bishop of Canterbury was not ‘‘off the map.” Contemporaries who 
watched him work have declared liim with emphasis a great Archbishop. 
The claim is easier to assert than to justify, for it hangs not upon any 
single quality or achievement, but on a multiphcity of gift and merit, 
and of duties faithfully and often brilHantly performed. It is the greatness 
of the forest rather than of any particular tree in it. 

The man himself remains, that compHcated, introspective, emotional 
person who has been allowed, so far as has been possible in these pages, 
to speak for himself, to reveal Iiis high standard and his sense of a failure 
to Hve up to it. Little, if anything, can advantageously be added. The 
biographer may be a judge, but is not a jury. So far as he can, he should 
see that the evidence is made available and is fairly displayed ; but he 
must leave the verdict to others. Yet possibly, since Lang has not always 
been his own best witness, this much more should be said in ampHfication. 
He was a strangely unintegrated person, a jangle of warring personaHties 
which never reached a working agreement among themselves. The 
prelate, the courtier, the priest, the actor, the man who had a fondness 
for society and the man who was nearly a mystic, the sentimentaHst, 
the cynic, the ascetic, the tender and sympathetic counsellor, the lover of 
flowers and of scenery — all were there. “I see seven Archbishops,” Sir 
William Orpen had said. “Which of them am I to paint?” Each 
Archbishop had a disconcerting habit of suddenly appearing and elbowmg 
the occupant of the moment off the stage. To those who watched, it 
was outwardly the same man they saw, but inwardly it was someone 
quite different. One who knew him well has described how sometimes, 
at the dmner-table for example, a cHck could almost be heard as one 
Lang went off and another came on. The result has been a wide diver- 
gence of opinion about him. Some saw one Lang and some another, 
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and what they did not see they can hardly be expected to recognise. 
Only a very few saw the whole man, with all those baffling changes 
of personality, the man who could by turns charm and exasperate, 
enthral and disappoint, but could never tire them; and those were 
the men and women who, understandmg him best, loved and admired 
him most. 



APPENDIX I 


IMAGINARY ENTRY IN WHO'S WHO 

William Cosmo Gordon Lange was bom on the 31st of October 
1864. His parents were the well-known Dr. Marshall Lang, of the 
Barony Church, Glasgow, and Hannah Agnes, daughter of the Rev. 
Dr. Keith, Minister of Hamilton. His birthplace was Fyvie, Aberdeen- 
shire, where his father was clergyman, and where his godfather, Col. 
Gordon of Fyvie Castle, resided. His father then became Minister of 
Anderston Church, Glasgow, to w. city the family removed. Morning- 
side Church, Edinburgh, was his father’s next appointment, where the 
family resided for four years. Dr. Marshall Lang was then appointed 
successor to Dr. Norman McLeod in the Barony Church of Glasgow. 
Cosmo in Glasgow attended the school of the historian Dr. W. F. CoUier, 
for whom he always had a great regard. Thence, at the somewhat early 
age of 14, he went to Glasgow Umversity. There, after a successful career 
of four years, he graduated as Master of Arts. He then went up to 
Cambridge, graduated there, and entered the Law Classes of Glasgow 
University for three years. Taking the degree of LL.D., he was called 
to the Scotch Bar in 1888, aged 23 years. His business at the Bar being 
not at first remunerative, he turned to hterature, where he has achieved 
a marvellous success as novehst, poet, historian. A few leading cases 
fell to his care, and this, with the fortune he had made in hterature, settled 
him comfortably at the age of 28. Then m the year 1894 he married 
the younger daughter of the Earl of Kintore. Aged 30, he stepped for- 
ward into pohtics as candidate for North Ayrshire against the Liberal 
candidate. It was a Liberal seat, and he lost the contest. Fortime was 
kinder in a Httle, and in the General Election of 1897 he gained the seat 
for the Conservatives. At once he was a marked man. He moved the 
Address of 1897, and in a few months was Lord Beaconsfield’s secretary. 
In the year 1900 he became Under-Secretary of State for Ireland. In 
1902 he became Under-Secy, for Foreign Affairs. During the severe 
iUness of Lord Sahsbury in 1903-1904 he acted temp. Secretary, was 
appointed Secy, of State for War in 1907, Lord Claverton in the same 
year, Secy, for Foreign Affairs in 1908, Earl of Norham and Prime 
Minister m 1912. His career has been one long success. In literature, 
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in oratory, in statesmanship, he has been equally successful, and equally 
admired. 

The Rt. Hon. Wiliiam Cosmo Gordon, Earl of Norham, K.T., 
D.C.L., LL.D. 

Emily, sister to the Rt. Hon. The Earl of Kmtore, Countess of 
Norham. 

1. Lady Emily Gordon Lange, now Her Grace the Duchess of Richmond 
and Gordon, b. 1895. M. 1916, has issue — Alexander Douglas 
Gordon, Marquis of Gordon. 

2. Hon. WiUiam Cosmo Gordon Lange, Viscount Claverton, b. 1897. 

3. Hon. Douglas Kintore Marshall Gordon Lange, b. 1899. 

4. Lady Anne Mary Keith Gordon Lange, b. 1900. 

5. Hon. Keith Gordon Lange, R N., b. 1901. 

6. Hon. Norman Hamilton Gordon Lange, b. 1902. 

7. Lady Hannah Buchanan Gordon Lange, b. 1903, d. 1910. 

8. Hon. George Victor Albert Gordon Lange, b. 1905. 

Seats : Norham Hall, nr. Norham, Norfolkshire. 

Claverton Park, nr. Caine, Wiltshire. 

Glendonald Castle, by Oban, Argyllshire. 

Town Address : 10 Downing Street. Carlton Club, Conservative Club, 
Beaconsfield Club, Literary Club, London. 



APPENDIX II 


THE MALLARD SONG 

Montagu Burrows, in Worthies of All Souls, gives the following 
version : 

The GnfFm, Bustard, Turkey and Capon 
Let other hungry mortals gape on, 

And on then bones with stomach fall hard, 

But lett All Souls men have their Mallard. 

The Romans once admired a Gander 
More than they did their best Comander, 

Because bee saved, if some don’t fooll us. 

The place named from the scull of Tolus. 

The poets faind Jove tumd a Swan, 

But lett them prove it if they can ; 

To mak’t appeare it’s not att all hard, 

He was a swappmg, swapping Mallard. 

Then lett us drink and dance a GaUiard 
In the remembrance of the Mallard, 

And as the Mallard doth m poole 
Lett’s dabble, dive, and duck m bowle. 

Burrows adds that a refrain, which does not appear in this version, 
is usually given at the end of every verse — 

O by the blood of Kling Edward, 

O by the blood of Ehng Edward, 

It was a swappmg, swappmg Mallard ! 

He also states that in the early years of the eighteenth century the 
third line of the third verse was changed (and improved) to — 

As for our proof it’s not at all hard . . . 

though the reader will probably still find that All Souls might have done 
better. 

Those who wish to explore the possible origin and meaning of this 
ditty should read Burrows’ Appendix on the subject. 
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My mother, sister and. I drove down to All Souls College in an old 
Oxford Cab about lo-oc. and stopped near the iron gate. We felt quite 
mysterious, waiting there quietly in that dark comer, surrounded by 
old buildmgs and walls, and could almost fancy ourselves to be taking 
part in some plot. Everything was still, except for the distant noise of 
the trams passmg at the end of the street, and occasionally someone 
hurried by. A “Bobby’’ making his round evidently thought he had 
come upon something “j&shy”; the silent “four-wheeler” roused his 
suspicions. He stood for some time watching us, but with this he seemed 
satisfied, for he finally moved on. Time passed quickly ; we talked in 
whispers, listening all the time for the sound of singing from the College, 
which would be the sign that things were beginnmg. All the clocks 
round chimed and struck out the time — a quarter past ten, half past, 
and then eleven. 

Almost on the stroke we heard voices in the quad, and driving up 
to the iron gate we looked through. There we saw groups of men with 
torches, and heard much discussion going on and laughter. They were 
evidently getting ready to start in procession. Soon someone gave the 
order and off they started. 

A beautiful voice rang out on the night air singing the old Mallard 
Song which is pecuhar to Ail Souls. We could hear every word dis- 
tinctly as he sang in a rich clear voice, which seemed exaedy suited for 
the occasion, and could never have soimded better than it did ringing 
out on the still night air. But the effect when the words were taken up 
by the whole College was magnificent, 

“ O by the blood of Kang Edward, 

O by the blood of Bang Edward, 

It was a swapping, swapping Mallard.” 

The words echoed out again and again, sometimes faint, while the 
procession moved into the farther quad, and becoming louder again as 
the procession slowly approached us, and then the whole thing passed 
the gate quite close to us, and now I must give a description of it. 

First came a few men with torches, one carrying before him on a long 
pole the stuffed mallard, then the Lord Mallard, carried on a chair shoulder- 
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high by four men. At his side walked two others carrying wands in 
one hand, and with the other ready to steady his lordship should it be 
needful. Two more walked in front for the same reason. 

It was the Lord Mallard who from his seat sang again and again the 
song before referred to. Following him came all the members of the 
College — all in gowns, some with caps, and here and there a top-hat, 
looking very much out of place. (As must have felt their owners, 
gambolling in the night air.) The procession passed twice round the 
quad, making the tour of the smaller quad in between, and then pro- 
ceeded to mount to the roofs, which was the next item on the programme. 

There was much laughter as they all disappeared from sight for a 
time, leaving us again in darkness, to emerge presently on a high roof 
near the chapel tower. Immediately in front of us, one by one they 
clambered up, and reht their torches at the top. Then again rang out 
the song as they slowly moved forward. It was a very pretty sight to 
see the hghts winding about — sometimes disappearing for a minute or 
two behind a parapet or wall, only to appear again a little farther on. 
Once or twice we saw a light turn round and make its way slowly back 
again, evidently findmg the onward progress too dangerous for an in- 
experienced chinber at midnight. 

The procession went all along the side of the quad, and then turned 
the comer to go along the bottom. Here there was a pretty effect caused 
by each man being obliged to mount a ladder — up one side and down 
the other, so that all the lights were on different levels. Having 
passed along the bottom they turned and walked up the other side — on 
the hbrary roofs, and on reaching the front again each man extinguished 
his torch and after a good deal of delay and laughter (sometimes we could 
hear their words to each other quite distinctly), all were down and 
assembled in the quad again, where they relit their torches and once 
more walked in procession, singing until they reached the door. Here 
they all threw down their torches, which altogether made a great blaze, 
and taking hands walked round the bonfire smging “ Auld Lang Syne.” 
It was a curious sight — ^all their black forms outlined against the fire — 
and once I caught a glimpse of gaitered legs. 

The Mallard Song was sung once again, and then everyone moved 
off, the time being 12.15. 

M. J. Lancashire 
{nie Holland). 
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Burns, John, 161 

Burrows, L. H., Bishop of ShefSeld, 
205, 215 

Butler, Nicholas M., 421 

— R. A., Minister of Education, 368 
Buxton, Alfred, 433 

— Sydney C. (Earl Buxton), 54, 

321 

— Lady, 321, 427, 429 

Cadeby Pit Disaster, 217 
Caird, Edward, Master of BaUiol 
College, 10, 12, 13, 24, 37 
—John, 133 
Canada, 261, 284, 412 
Canning Club, Oxford, 34 
Canterbury, Archbishops of: see Ben- 
son ; Temple, F. ; Davidson ; 
Lang ; Temple, W. ; Fisher 

— Archdeacon of : see Sargent 

— Cathedral, 315, 318, 328, 331, 344, 

387-8, 410, 442, 453,454 

— Friends of, 372 

— The Old Palace, 317, 319, 330, 387, 

431,435,442,454 

Carey, Walter, Bishop of Blomfontein, 
350, 352 

Carroll, Lewis, 289 

Cathedrals Commission, 297, 378, 455 

— Measure, 298, 455 

Cavan, Ven. the Earl of, 168, 201 
Cavendish Club, 221 
Cecil, Lord Hugh (Lord Quickswood), 
vii, 114, 167, 305, 306, 308, 334, 
373-4, 448 

— Lord Robert (Viscount Cecil of 

Chelwood), 34, 35, 49, 63-4, 75, 

235 

— Lord William, Bishop of Exeter, 220 
“Cell, The,’* v, 185, 187, 188, 191, 192, 

197, 290, 312, 327, 388, 425, 443, 
450 

Central London Unemployed Body, 
161 

Chamberlam, NeviUe, 247, 324, 426-7, 
428, 429 


Chancellor, Sir John (High Com- 
missioner, Palestine), 323 
Chandler, Rt. Rev. Arthur, 155 
Chaplains to the Forces, 246-7, 255, 
257-8 

Chaphn, Sir Drummond, 34 
Charnwood, Lord, 3 1 
Charterhouse, London, 384-5, 458 

— School, 384-5 

Chavasse, F. J , Bishop of Liverpool, 
214, 215 

Chester, Bishops of : iee Jayne ; Fisher, 
G. F 

Chichester, Bishop of : see Bell, G. K. A. 
Chitty, Hubert, 30 
Chnsdan, Princess, 141 

— Science, 267 
Christian Unity, 369 
Chrysostom, Archbishop, 321, 322 
Church, R. W., Dean of St. Paul’s, 

87, 112-13, 344 

Church and State, 55, 228, 232, 234, 
256, 306, 336, 339-40, 342, 3 < 56 , 
377 , 398, 409, 439 , 444 , 455 ^ 45<5 

— Army, 372 

— Assembly, 256, 280, 286, 297, 298, 

299, 300, 302, 305, 307, 334-5, 338, 
340, 378, 424, 433, 441-2, 458 

— Congresses, 225, 240, 297, 382 

— House, Westminster, 300, 426, 433, 

455 

— Missionary Society, 329 

— of England Men’s Society, 162-4, 

168, 179, 194, 201, 221, 274 

— Self-Government Association, 256 
Church’s Place m War, 246-8, 436 
Church Times, 257, 276, 309, 314, 373 
Churchill, Winston, 403, 41 1, 427, 

428-9, 430, 435 -b, 440 
Claims of the Church of Englandj The, 

409 

Clarendon, Lord, 321 

Clements, A. J., 317 

Clergy House, Leeds, 90-1, 95, 99, 166 

Clmton, Lord Edward Pelham, 132 

Coal Strikes, 239, 303 

Codex Sinaiticus, 384 
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Coleridge, Gilbert, 36, 449 
Collier, D. W. F., 8, 10 
Colville, Lady Cynthia, 335 
Commission on the Relations between 
Church and State, 256, 340 
Commons, House of, 21, 233, 235, 239, 
303, 304, 306, 307-8, 338, 403, 
427-8 

Communism, 428 
Congregationalists, 275 
Connaught, Duke of, 141 

— Duchess of, 133, 141 
Conscientious Objectors, 251 : see also 

Pacifism 

Conscription (Clergy), 248 
Constantinople, Patriarchate of, 283 
Convocations, 200, 214, 215, 234, 241, 
247, 254, 259, 280, 286, 299, 300, 
301, 307, 309, 333 , 334 , 335 , 339 , 
3 ti 3 , 3 ti 5 , 367, 378, 393 , 424, 44 i, 
458 

Cook, Thomas, Bishop of Lewes, 79, 
82, 83 

Co-operative Societies, 47-8 
Cooper, C. H. H., Archdeacon of 
York, 206 
Coptic Church, 323 
Coronations: Edward VII, 150, 419; 
George V, 240, 411, 412, 418, 419 ; 
George VI, 397, 398, 399, 40i, 407, 
408-23 

Council of Nicaea, Anniversary of, 
283, 356 

Coventry, Bishop of : see Haigh 
Cowdray, Lady, 320 
Craigweil House, Bognor, 320 
Cranage, D. H. S., Dean of Norwich, 
334 

Cranstoun of Corehouse, Col. C. J 
Edmondstoune, viii 

— Miss Edmondstoune, viii 
Crathie Church, Balmoral, 133, 135, 

170, 184 

Crau|urd, Lionel, Bishop of Stafford, 36 
Craven, Joe, 48 

Crawford and Balcarres, Earl of, 105, 

384 


Crawley, A. Stafford, Canon of 
Windsor, vn, 105, 166-7, 183, 197, 
198, 219, 223, 224, 246, 252, 291, 
293, 3iti, 394, 442, 450 

— Mrs., vii : see also Crawley, A. 

Stafford, above 
Creed in the Pulpit, The, 241 
Crewe, Marquess of, 403 
Crooks, Will, 160 

Crosthwaite, R. J., Bishop of Beverley, 
204-5, 206, 207, 215, 253, 285 
Croydon, 330 ; Bishops of: see Woods 
and Anderson 

Cuddesdon, v, 64, 65, 66, 68, 71, 73, 78, 
79-86, no, 169, 170, 174, 175, 188, 
190, 191, 221, 226, 259, 287, 288, 
294,312,386,387, 435, 443 
Cunhffe, Sir Foster, 57 

— Richard, 19 
Curtis, Rev. W. A., 370 

Curzon of Kedleston, Marquess of, 34, 
36, 58, 114, 137, 179, 218, 237, 251, 
372, 375 

Cyprus, Archbishop of, 355 

— Church of, 283, 346, 356 

Daily Mail, 251, 262, 401 
Daily Telegraph, 321 
Damascus, 322-3 

D’Arcy, C. F., Archbishop of Armagh, 
361 

Dashwood, H. T. A , 330 
Davidson, J. L. Strachan, 36 

— Randall Thomas, Archbishop of 

Canterbury, 125-6, 128, 129, 138, 
178, 179, 193, 216, 228, 229, 230, 
231, 232, 235-6, 242, 248, 255-6, 
270, 273, 278-9, 280, 281, 282, 
283, 286, 289-90, 293, 295, 297, 
299, 300, 302, 305-6, 307, 309-10, 
311, 314, 320, 334, 338, 340, 341, 
355 > 415 

Davies, Sir Walford, 394, 418, 419 
Dawson, Geoffrey, 105, 429 
Dawson of Penn, Lord, 319, 320, 322, 

327, 390, 391, 423 

Dearmer, Rev. Percy, 314 
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De Valera, E., 401 
Deventer, Bishop of, 346 
Devonstdre, Duke of, 261 
Diamond Jubilee, 125, 13 1 
Dibdin, Sir Lewis, Dean of the Arches, 
230, 234, 297, 314 
Dicey, Professor A. V., 58, 294 
Diggle, J. W., Bishop of Carlisle, 214 
Disestabhshment, 33, 70, 221, 238, 
255-7, 339, 377, 456 
Disraeh, Benjamin (Earl of Beacons- 
field), 8, 20-1, 146 

Divorce, 233-4, 235, 267, 348, 378, 
398-9, 400 

Dixon, Harry, 195-6, 197, 317 
Documents on Christian Unity, 369 
Dodd, James, 24 

Dollmg, Rev. Robert W. R., iio-ii, 
126, 155 

Dominions, 401, 402, 404, 412, 416, 
417, 419 

Don, Alan, Dean of Westminster, vi, 
247, 374, 418, 424, 425, 431, 449, 
457 

Donald, Rev. C. S., vii, 167, 168, 172, 
173, 183, 184 

Douglas, Canon J. A., vn, 346, 356, 358, 
3^0, 363, 3<^4 

Douglass, Rev. F. W., 79, 83, 288 
Dover, Bishops of: see Macmillan, 
John ; Rose 
Doyle, John A., 61 

Drury, T. W., Bishop of Sodor and 
Man, 214 

Ducat, Canon A. D., 80 
Duelhng, 43-5 
Dunkirk, 427 

Durham, Bishops of: see Moule and 
Henson 

DweUy, Canon F, W., 314 

East London Church Fund, 161-2, 168, 
169, 274 

Ecclesiastical Commissioners, 226, 330, 
379 

— Courts, 297, 445 
Eck, Rev. H. V. S., 155 


Economy (The Orthodox Doctrine), 
355-6, 360, 361,363 
Eden, Anthony, 430 

— G. R., Bishop of Wakefield, 214, 

215 

Edgeworth, F. Y., 61 
Edinburgh, 92 

— Bishop of : see Reid, Harry S. 
Education, 167, 230, 233, 235, 258, 

368-9, 378, 455, 456 
Edward VII, King, 140, 141, 143, 144, 
150, 179, 217 

— VIII, Kmg, 311, 391, 392, 393, 395, 

396-407, 408, 457 
Edwards, Sir Fleetwood, 138 
Eire, 401, 412 
Ehot, T. S., 354 

Elizabeth, Princess, 397, 433, 442, 443 

— Queen, 397, 404, 407, 408, 417-22, 

433,440 

Enablmg Act, 256, 334, 377 
Enghsh Church Union, 170 
Estabhshment of the Church, 2, 231, 
241, 255-7, 399, 456 
Estonia, Church of, 367 
Eton Chapel, 448 

Evangehcals, 4, 17, 66-7, 75, 159, 162, 
193, 194, 205, 214, 215, 231, 279, 
300, 302, 308, 337, 347, 353, 358, 
360, 361, 363, 364, 367, 398, 402 
Evlogie, Bishop, 346 
Exeter Diocesan Mission, 169 

Faith and Order Movement, 272, 360, 
366, 367 

Farrar, Fred, 166, 386 
Federal Council of the Free Churches, 
273, 275, 276, 277, 367, 416 
Ferrers, Earl, 34 
Fdms, 414, 422 
Finland, Church of, 367 
Fish, Stuyvesant, 259 
Fisher, G. C., Bishop Suffragan of 
Southampton, 177 

— Geoffrey F., Bishop of Chester, 

Bishop of London, Archbishop of 
Canterbury, 451, 454 
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Fisher, H. A. L., President of the Board 
of Education, 258 
Flemhig, Dr. Archibald, 369, 370 
Fletcher, C. R. L., 60, 107-8 
Ford, Arthur, 449 

— Chnstopher, 387, 433, 453 

— Lionel, Dean of York, 201, 209, 293, 

295 

— Mrs. Lionel (nee Talbot), vii, 201, 

293,295, 296,388, 433,452-3 
Foreign Office, 49, 321, 380 

— Relations, Council on, 329 
Forgan, Dr. J. R., 430 

Fort Belvedere, 402 
Foundations^ 241 

France, 19, 247, 257, 311, 347, 428 
Frederick, Empress, 134-5, 141 
Free Churches and the Lamheth Appeal, 
The, 273 

Free Churches, Free Churchmen (or 
Noncomformists), 87, 107, 230, 
239, 264, 273-82, 314, 347, 348, 
357, 358, 367, 368, 369, 370, 402, 
416, 437 

Fremantle, Canon W. H., loi 
Frere, W. H., Bishop of Truro, 282, 
3x4, 379 
Fry, Mrs., 418 
Fulham Palace, 344 
Fuller, Miss Gwen, 317 
Funerals, Royal : Queen Victoria, 139- 
141 ; King George V, 393-5 
Fyvie, Aberdeenshire, i, 5, 6 
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of Police), 417, 422 

Garbett, Cyril Foster, Bishop of South- 
wark, Bishop of Wmchester, Arch- 
bishop of York, VI, 118, 124, 394, 
409 

Gardens, 196-7, 198, 293, 311, 316, 318, 
385-6, 434, 446, 449 
Garvie, Rev. A. E., 275 
Garvin, J. L., 403 

George V, King, 141-4, 171, 216-7, 240, 
253, 310, 315, 319, 320, 346-7, 
389-95, 396, 418,423 


George VI, King, 397, 404, 405, 406, 
407, 408, 414, 417-22, 433, 440, 
441, 44<5 

Germanos, Archbishop, 356 
Germany, 43-6, 245, 248-51, 262, 357, 
368,381-2,426,437 
Gibbs, Rev. Edward, 223-4, 252, 261, 
285, 292 

— Ven. Hon. K. F., Archdeacon of 

Canterbury, 333 

Gibson, E. C. S., Bishop of Gloucester, 
216 

Gilmore, Rev. James, 195 
Gladstone, Lady, 327 

— W. E., 21, 60, 108, 137 
Glanusk, Lord, 221 
Glasgow University, 10-18, 24 
Gloucester, Bishops of: see Gibson; 

Headlam 

Golf, 168, 174, 225 
Gordon, Col. Wilham Cosmo, 5, 6 
Gore, Charles, Bishop of Oxford, 63, 
74, 75, 80, 82, 88, 102, 147, X55, 
231,241, 242, 257,311, 341-2 
GoreU, Lord, 234 
Goschen, Lord (ist Viscount), 8 

(2nd Viscount, Governor of 

Madras), 46 

Goudy, Professor H., 246 
Gough, Rev. E. J , 97 
Graham, Enc, Bishop of Brechin, 
vii, 386 

Grant, Corrie, 53 

Greece, Church of, 283, 346, 363-4 
Green-Wilkinson, Rev. Lumley, vii, 
158, 167, 169, 173, 194, 195, 3x6, 
319, 320, 327, 343, 344, 4x8, 423, 
443, 446, 448-9, 45X, 453 
Greenwood, James, 49 
— Joseph, 48 

Gregory, Robert, Dean of St. Paul’s, 
X47 

Grenier, Guy O., vin 
Grey of Falloden, Viscount, 30-1, 178 
Gurdon, Frank, Bishop of Hull (1913- 
1929), X55, 207 
Gwyer, Sir Maurice L., 57 
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Haarlem, Bishop of, 346 
Haigh, Mervyn, Bishop of Coventry, 
Bishop of Winchester, 316-17, 319, 
343,345»35i, 374 

Hailsham, Viscount: see Hogg, 
Douglas 

Haldane, Lord, 13, 235, 250 
— Mrs , 250 

Hahfax, Lord (2nd Viscount), 170, 195, 
213-14, 217, 242, 258, 271, 272, 
279, 280, 282, 291, 296, 300, 314, 
337, 342, 358 

(3rd Viscount, ist Earl), 214, 

218, 324, 383, 388, 403, 427, 428, 

431 

Halsbury, Lord, 237 
Hambledon, Lord (W. F. D. Smith), 
124 

Hamilton,}. A (Lord Sumner), 53 
Hankey, Lord, 428 

Hardcastle, Edward, Archdeacon of 
Canterbury, 331 
Hardie, James Keir, 161 
Hawkms, Anthony Hope, 30, 33, 34 
Headlam, A. C,, Bishop of Gloucester, 
294, 329, 345, 347, 348, 360, 364, 

367 

Hegel, Hegehan Thought, 12, 13,38, 75 
Hellyer, G., 126 

Henson, Herbert Hensley, Bishop of 
Hereford, Bishop of Durham, 76, 
179, 193, 215, 216, 241, 267, 272, 
282, 284, 290, 294, 297, 304, 306, 
314, 335 , 338, 357 , 423, 424, 430 
Herbert, Sir Alan P., 235, 378 
Heygate, Rev. R T., 91 
Hichens, Lionel, 43 3 
Hicks, F. C. N., Bishop of Lincoln, 

363 

Hmsley, Cardinal, 366, 437 
Hoare, Sir Samuel (Lord Temple- 
wood), 383 

Hogg, Douglas (Viscount Hailsham), 

305 

Holland, Canon Henry Scott, 25, 63, 
64, 71, 75, 88, 146, 147-8, 155, 
170-1, 239, 246, 259-60 


Holland, Thomas Erskine, 58 
Holy Sepulchre, Church of the (Jeru- 
salem), 323 

Hope, Anthony : see Hawkins, Anthony 
Hope 

— of LufSiess, Major A., viii 
Mrs., viii 

Hopkins, Rev. A. L. Evan, 447 
Horton, Rev. R. F., 271 
House, Col. Edward M., 261 
Howard, Lady Rachel, 414 
Hull, Bishops of : see Blunt ; Kemp- 
thome ; Gurdon 

Ilchester, Lord, 3 84 
India, 382-4 

— Ckurch in, 284, 345, 347, 348, 353, 

354> 357, 368 
Inge, Dean W. R., 148 
Inshp, Thomas (Lord Caldecote), 303, 
305 

Inter-Commumon, 242, 269, 270, 274, 
277, 278, 283, 351, 355, 356, 361, 
364-5, 367, 456 

Consecration, 276, 277, 357, 364, 

365, 367, 456 ^ 

International Missionary Conference, 
266 

Ireland : see Eire 

Iremonger, F. A., Dean of Lichfield, 
156, 176, 259, 262, 414, 417, 422 
Irving, Sir Henry, 21, 31, 78 
Iveagh, Lady, 308 

Jackson, Frederick Huth, 36, 53 
Jacob, Canon Edward, 113-14, 116-17, 
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Japan, 426, 431 

Jayne, F. J , Bishop of Chester, 214-15 
Jebb, Sir Richard, lo-ii 
Jelhcoe, Lord, 257 
Jerusalem, 323 

— Church of, 3 56 

— Patnarch of, 128, 355 
Joffre, Marshal, 261, 262 
Johnson, Rev. Arthur, 37, 61 
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Johnson, Dr. Hewlett, Dean of Canter- 
bury, 332 

Jones, Gresford, Bishop of Warrington, 
442 

— M. Gresford, Bishop of WiUesden, 

208, 442 

Jowett, Benjamin (Master of Balliol), 
25-28, 30-1, 39“40, 53, loi, 102, 
116, 358 

Joynson - Hicks, William (Viscount 
Brentford), 302, 305, 306 
Jubilees : see Diamond ; Silver 
Jugoslavia, Church of, 346, 363 

Kaye, Henry Wynyard, 105 
Keble, John, no 

Keith, Dr. Peter Hay (grandfather of 
C. G. L.), 4 

— Mrs. (grandmother of C. G. L.), 

17, 19, 24 

Kelvin, Lord, 10, 14 
Kempthome, J. A., Bishop of Hull, 
Bishop of Lichfield, 206, 207 
Kensit, John A., 193, 313 
Kensitites, 193, 213, 313 
Kent, Duchess of, 453 
Keppel, Derek, 142 
Ker, Professor W P., 57, 61 
Kew Gardens, 441, 446-7, 449, 450-1, 
453 

Kidd, Rev. B. J., 333 
Kikuyu, 242, 266, 267, 272 
Edng, Edward, Bishop of Lmcoln, 66, 
77, 79 

— Sir George A., 162 

Bang’s Anomting, The : see Anointing 

— College, Cambridge, 22-3 

— Cottage, Kew, 441, 442, 449, 453 
Kingsley, Charles, 74, 84, 99, 155 
Kirk, K. E., Bishop of Oxford, 226 
Kitson, Sir James, 99 
Knebworth, Viscount, 246 
Knight, Gerald, 331 

Knox, E. A., Bishop of Manchester, 
214, 294, 303 

— Sir Robert, 413 
Kruger, President, 136, 137 


Lambart, H. E. S. S. : see Cavan, Ven. 

the Earl of 

Lambert, J. M., Archdeacon of the 

East !]^dmg, 206 

Lambeth Conference (1920), 267-73, 286 

(1930), 309, 316, 327, 343-54, 356 

(1948), 355 

— Palace, 152, 229, 268, 301, 316, 317, 

328, 385-6, 418,427, 431-4 

— Quadrilateral, 267, 269 
Lancashire, Mrs. M. J. {nSe Holland), 

vii, 58, 464 

Lane, Mrs. Margaret {nie Ford), 432 
Lane-Fox, George : see Bmgley, Lord 
Lang, Cosmo Gordon : 

Forbears, 1-5; birth (31st Oct., 
1864), 6; boyhood, 6-9; Glasgow 
Umversity (1878), 10; Master of 
Arts, 14 ; visits to London and Pans 
(1881), 19-21 ; entered Balhol (1882), 
24; won Brakenbury Scholarship, 
28 ; first oratorical success at Oxford 
Union (1883), 33 ; president of 
Oxford Union, 34; secretary of 
Canning Club, 34 ; Second in 
Greats, First m History, 37 ; coming 
of age (1885), 38 ; Toynbee Hall, 39 ; 
visit to Germany (1887), 43 ; lec- 
turing m North of England, 47; 
first ventures in joumdism, 49; 
lectunng m East End, 50; taken 
mto Chambers (1887); gained 
Fellowship of All Souls, Cambridge 
(1888), 54; decision to forsake the 
Bar and take Holy Orders, 64; 
joined Church of England, con- 
firmed by Bishop of Lincoln (1889), 
66 ; Cuddesdon theological college, 
68; ordamed deacon (1890), 84; 
curate of Pansh Church, Leeds, 87 ; 
ordained priest (1891), 95 ; Dean of 
Divmity, Magdden College, Oxford 
(1893), 103 ; vicar of St. Mary’s 
Church, Oxford, 109 ; first sermon 
in St. Paul’s Cathedral (1894) ; vicar 
of Portsea (1896), 116; honorary 
chaplam to Queen Victoria, 129; 
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Lang, Cosmo Gordon — continued 
Bishop of Stepney and Canon of 
St. Paul’s (1901), 147; refused 
Bishopric of Montreal (1908), 178. 

Archbishop of York (2 5 th January, 
1909), 193 ; leadmg part m the 
matter of die Marnage Laws (1909), 

233 ; maiden speech m House of Lords 
(30th November, 1909), 236 ; Parlia- 
ment Act (1911), 238 ; Home Rule 
Bill, 238; coal strike (1912), 239; 
addresses to large meetings of miners, 

239 ; Church Congress at Middles- 
brough (1912), 240; outbreak of 
war (1914), 246 ; recruitmg cam- 
paign, 248 ; the “sacred memories” 
speech at York, 248 ; York bombed 
by Zeppelins, 253 ; National Mission 
of Repentance and Hope (1916), 
254; Life and Liberty Movement, 

255 ; visits to Grand Fleet at Scapa 
and elsewhere, 257 , visit to Western 
Front (1917), 257; visit to Umted 
States and Canada (1918), 259; 
dinner at the White House with 
Woodrow Wilson, 260; return to 
England, 261 ; Armistice Day in 
London, 262 ; work to promote the 
unity of the Church, 264; “An 
Appeal to all Christian People” 
(1920), 268 ; celebration of the 
1300th anmversary of the foundmg 
of York Minster (1927), 296 ; the 
battle of the Prayer Book, 299; 
resignation of Archbishop Randall 
Davidson (12th November, 1928), 
310. 

C. G. L. enthroned as Archbishop 
of Canterbury (4th December, 1928), 

313 ; struck down by first serious 
illness (23rd December, 1928), 318; 
convalescence at Bognor, 320 ; Medi- 
terranean cruises, 320 , sanctionmg 
of new Prayer Book (1929), 339; 
death of Randall Davidson (25th 
May, 1930), 341 , Lambeth Con- 
ference (1930), 343 ; further attempts 
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Lang, Cosmo Gordon — continued 
at Reunion, 355; dreams of a 
Universal Church, 358; intercession 
for Russian Christians (1930), 381; 
condemnation in House of Lords of 
treatment of Christians and Jews in 
Germany, 381; second senous illness 
(1931), 322 ; visit to the Holy Land, 
323 ; work for closer relations with 
the Churches of the East, 323 ; Joint 
Committee upon the Indian Con- 
stitution (1933), 383 ; granted office 
of High Almoner (1933), 389; 
Trustee of British Museum, 384; 
purchase of Codex Sinaiticus (1934), 
384; first flight in an aeroplane 
^934), 388. 

Death of Kmg George V (20th 
January, 1936), 390; the Royal 
Funeral, 393 ; part played m the 
abdication of King Edward VUI, 
396 ; the Recall to Religion, 408 ; 
important broadcast on this matter 
(27th December, 1936), 409; the 
chmax of an ecclesiastical life — the 
Coronation (12th May, 1937), 417; 
Conference on the relations between 
Church and State (1938), 340; last 
cruise to the East (April, 1939), 324 ; 
formal call on the Phanar, 324 ; out- 
break of war (1939), 427 ; National 
Day of Prayer (1940), 427; services 
for troops, 428 ; visits to bombed 
towns on south-east coast, 430 ; 
bombing of London, 431 ; Lambeth 
Palace hut (20th September, 1940), 
432 ; meetmg of Diocesan Bishops 
at Oxford, 436; “Ten Points of a 
Christian Order” (21st December, 
1940), 436; speech on Russia in 
House of Lords (1941), 437. 

Resignation (31st March, 1942), 
439 ; created Baron, 443 ; move mto 
Kmg’s Cottage, Kew, 446 ; first 
appearance in House of Lords as 
Lord Lang of Lambeth, 448 ; death 
at Kew (5th December, 1945), 453 ; 
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Lang, Cosmo Gordon — continued 
funeral service m Westminster Abbey 
(loth December, 1945), 453 ; ashes 
committed in Chapel of St Stephen, 
Canterbury Cathedral, 454. 

Personal qualities: admimstrative 
abihty, 119, 289, 456; readiness to 
accept responsibility, 177 ; mdepend- 
ence, 230, 375 ; industry and de- 
votion to duty, 328, 456; self- 
analysis, 38, 68, 75, 109, 187-92, 290, 
291, 410, 425, 455, 458 , sense of the 
theatre and love of pageantry, 51-2, 
68, 100, 145, 202, 222, 295, 406, 410, 
414, 423, 426, 455 ; snobbery (“The 
Snob’s Progress”), 21, 31, 81, 106, 
119, 145-6, 328, 388; respect for 
kingship, 146, 396; ignorance of 
finance, 172 ; sense of humour, 96, 
328 ; foibles, 171-2, 197, 328 ; 

irritability, 328, 375, 425 ; dislike 
of novelties, 158, 171 ; love of 
children, 98, 219 ; as a conversation- 
ahst, 218-20; as a correspondent, 
167, 223, 291, 294; as an orator, 
33-5, 59, 83, 94, 100, 167, 201, 210, 
372-4, 458 ; as a pansh priest, 116- 
128 ; as a preacher, 82, 92, 93-4, 
100, 124, 149 ; as a prison chaplam, 
122-4; as a secular speaker, 81, 94, 
95, 286-9. 

General : athletics, 31, 82, 99, 100, 
119; cehbacy, 81, 121, 131-2, 166; 
curses, 244-5 ; dreams, 67, 108,244-5, 
261, 281, 304; family relations, 81 ; 
illnesses, 133, 171, 204, 252, 318, 322, 
p7-8, 394, 423, 424, 427, 439, 451 ; 
interest in industrial questions, 99; 
journalism, 49, 95, 142, 257 ; politics, 
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